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LETTERS
To the Moon:

As one of the faculty who left his seat during Convocation, I want to point out that our 
action was simply one of moderation. To a degree, shouts of welcome and applause are part 
of the welcoming process. Evident in this particular group of students was youthful exuber-
ance, vital energy, and perhaps raging hormones. That’s OK, but their banter was shading 
over into incivility and insult — and even the conversational comments were carrying over 
the whole area. The tone was such that I dreaded the probability of hearing explicit com-
ments about anatomical features of different freshman, to be heard by everyone present.

Our mere presence on the deck made this group of students simply conscious of their 
accountability to the community. We didn’t have to say much. We provided the conscience 
that was lost in their group enthusiasm, a conscience that we expect any thoughtful person to 
carry within.

Convocation is a formal ritual intended to be a rite of passage. Our sophomoric selves 
can do without such gestures, but we continue them with the understanding that a formal, 
public acknowledgment of such transitions is valuable and useful for the deeper self. Wed-
dings and funerals serve the same need, more acutely felt.

I enjoyed the prank at the Dean’s lecture. It was witty, and demonstrated affection for the 
Dean. It turned out, however, that the participants were ignorant of a past year’s request 
from the Dean that there be no such prank.

Lastly, about lectures. The sustained concentration required to follow a one-hour lecture 
that is complex or subtle may be the most difficult thing we do here. I remain in awe of those 
who find it natural and relatively easy. ‘Boring’ is a poor word for something that is chal-
lenging beyond one’s powers of concentration. I still hope to develop that power.

—Hans von Briesen

LETTER FROM THE 
EDITORS

In the last issue of The Moon, the first of 
the 1998-99 academic year, the Office of the 
President and the AdvanceineiU OlTice re-
ceived acute criticism from two Moon con-
tributors. One Ictior, w ritien by a wty and w iny 
freshman, parodied President .Agre.stc's letter 
to "all siudents" concerning (.'onvocaiion im-
proprieties and the senior ci;Ls.s prank of die 
['lean's t'|X‘ning lecture. 'Ihe second piece of 
writing, a more involved critique of the 
College's liscally-driven mo\ enient towxinis a 
mainstream public image, w-as written with 
pa.ssion atid conviction by a well-loved luid 
respected senior. Considering the ctuidid tone 
t)f both the letter and die tuliele, the editors of 
The Moon and, indeed, much of the College 
community, expected a written dialogue to 
unfold in the following issues of the paper. We 
expected die president to respond. There hits 
been only silence.

In a legitimate act of fiaistration and anger, 
Prcsidetit .-Xeresto sent a letter to the students 
which sparked a great deal of amversatioa 
Since that letter, die president h,^s dis,appeared 
from the dialogue that he began. Ihe commu-
nity cati only be frustrateel at this clusivetiess. 
Tlie apparently di'a,stic separation between die 
"upstaijvin-W'eigle-HaH" contingent ;ind die 
rest of the community suggests a complete 
breakdown in communication; the students 
wonder whether the president and dio.se pro-
moting the College's changing "image" pos- 
s^ a genuine interest in die good of the com-
munity. It should be noted, in contrast, that 
while Dean Carey's polici^ are always ques- 
tioncxl by a large portion of the .student Ixidy, 
his hetulfelt concern for die welfare of the 
College is never dentbted. Granted, die bicsi- 
ne.ss of die .Advancement OlTice stands dis-
tinct from die beautiful but often invisible aca-
demic aim of St. John's—but diis should not 
necessitate a total erosion of intra-community 
dialogue.

The iirpession of the Office of the Presi-
dent and the Advancement Office held by 
many students is one of a separation of power. 
Perhaps this division within die community is 
intentional. Perhaps it is passive aggressioa 
The College remains unsure.

Carisa Annendariz 
Adrian Lucia

photo by Tallie Taylor, '99
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REGARDING SWING by Giovanna Vecchitto, '01

Swing. Single swing. Jitterbug. Lindy 
Hop. Jive. A rose by any other name... 
The subject in question here is the “tradi-
tional” form of the swing. It appears that 
my partner and I have caused a bit of a stir 
lately by introducing this “new” form of 
swing to our campus. We have even been 
told that we are teaching the “wrong” 
swing. If I may just address that particular 
statement first, I think it is important to 
state that my own ballroom dancing knowl-
edge comes from my years as a certified 
instructor at Arthur Murray’s studios, so 
this swing is coming straight from the man 
who invented the “footsteps on the floor” 
method of teaching ballroom dance.

But putting personal ego and prejudices 
aside, many people have come up to us af-
ter having gone to swing clubs outside of 
this campus and complained that they felt 
odd because everyone there was perform-
ing this other swing with which they

weren’t familiar. So, the St. John’s Swing 
really doesn’t have much practical use out-
side of school. Not that we’re proponents 
of the “well, everybody else is doing it...” 
way of thinking, but it does make an argu-
ment for the legitimacy of the traditional 
swing.

There is also another aspect of the fierce 
opposition we’re experiencing that con-
fuses me. It seems that one of the big deals 
about the unique education we receive here 
has to do with “unlearning what you’ve 
learned”. Now, the object is not necessar-
ily to abolish the St. John’s Swing alto-
gether, but if the only reason people are 
holding onto this swing is because they’ve 
already learned it and therefore it must be 
right, or even simply that they’re unwill-
ing to learn something new, I’d have to ask 
where the open-minded attitude that is a 
pre-requisite in all of our classrooms has 
gone.

At any rate, we’d like to encourage all 
of the upperclassmen who, up until now, 
have been unwilling to give this “new” 
swing a try, to come to a couple of classes 
and give it a chance. Ask any of the mem-
bers of the dance class this year (mostly 
freshmen at this point) what they think. 
We’re confident that they will tell you just 
how much fun it really is. And if they 
don’t, they know they’ll be subject to “the 
stick”. (Come on, guys, don’t make us look 
bad!)

We will also be covering a wide vari-
ety of dances beyond the Waltz, Swing and 
Tango this semester. For example, we’ll 
soon be introducing the Fox Trot, Cha Cha, 
Rumba and a few other latin dances. In this 
manner we’re hoping to extend the “well- 
roundedness” and honesty of the St. John’s 
education beyond academic life alone. 
(Plus you’ll become a straight-up, first-rate 
ballroom dancer!)

THE SRB SAYS BONSIEUR
You may be wondering what the Stu-

dent Review Board is up to these days. 
Well, let me enlighten you. Your Student 
Review Board is united, strong and hard at 
work for the new school year! During our 
recent meetings, we have discussed several 
changes of focus for the board. As many 
of you know, last year the S.R.B. spent most 
of its time handing out punishments to stu-
dents who were written up on security re-
ports. This year we would like to be more 
active in your lives. The S.R.B. is not so 
much a judicial committee as it is a media-
tor. This role of the S.R.B. would entail a 
member of the board being present at most 
disciplinary meetings between students and 
the administration. A student called to meet 
with a member of the administration will 
be allowed to choose a member of the Stu-
dent Review Board to act as a mediator in 
the situation. We recently met with Presi-
dent Agresto to discuss such a change. The 
President was very much in favor of these 
ideas, and the administration is sympathetic 
to the S.R.B.’s cause. We are scheduled to

by Rosie Brandenberger, '00

meet with Ms. Miller and Dean Carey to 
present our intentions for the year, and we 
are currently working on a written agree-
ment between the Student Review Board 
and the administration.

We are also busy reworking our by-
laws. This includes ultimately defining the 
purpose and policies of the Student Review 
Board, as well as determining our relation-
ship with Polity. We hope to have this task 
completed in November, and we will make 
the new by-laws available to the student 
body. In December, we will ask the stu-
dent body to re-vote on these by-laws; the 
date of this re-vote will be posted.

Working hard to stop trouble before it 
starts, the Student Review Board is attempt-
ing to become more involved in student ver-
sus student relations. If you have a prob-
lem with your dorm-mate because he keeps 
breaking bottles, the board asks that you 
come to us to settle the dispute. Rather than 
resorting to rash measures, we hope that the 
members of the St. John’s community can 
rectify difficulties with discussion and ra-

tionality. The Student Review Board in-
vites you to use it as the forum in which 
these conversations can take place.

The S.R.B. currently has a line up of 
seven students. The seniors on the board 
are Josh Bregman, Ming Fu, Krishna 
Mehta, Jennifer Rogers and Janene Santo. 
Kevin Blankinship and Rosie 
Brandenberger are members from the jun-
ior class. Josh Bregman is our chairman, 
and Krishna Mehta is our Polity represen-
tative. We ask that you please get in touch 
with one of us if you have any suggestions 
or inquiries for the S.R.B. Be critical, be 
honest, be real—let us know what you want 
from the Student Review Board and how 
you think we’re doing so far. Most of our 
phone numbers are on the phone list, and 
we can always be reached through campus 
mail, or you can stop by one of our weekly 
meetings on Wednesday afternoons at 2:30 
in either the Junior Common Room or the 
Senior Common Room.

Thanks for your support!
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“Well 1 just think that he thinks that if you think, you are.”
—Amina Stidrford on Descartes

A; “Our role in reading this [Descartes’ Meditations] is to 
immediately feel the validation.”

B; “Can we feel the validation without doing the meditation?”

“Who gives a shit about honor? This is junior year.”
—Sam Markham

"Eve looks at herself, and says 'I’m missing something, and it's 
really big."

—Gabriel Gryffyn

“I mean, it’s great—they’re down there in hell without much to do, 
so they have a Seminar.”

—Mr. Franks on the counsel of the fallen angels in Book II. 
of Paradise Lost

Don Quixote: the real story
“You know it’s like I need to move to Texas or another planet ‘cause 
the people around me are mediocre. You know, he [Don Quixote] 
just needed to get out.”

Dialogue between Mr. Cornell and George Stamos:
S: If you have 1,-1, does the sum equal one half?
C: No, because I have the bagel.
S: But I have -1 now because I used to have the bagel. But

we’ve both had it for half the time. So Tm adding 1 and -1 
and getting one half

C: No, actually you’re not. You’re doing a physical theory of
bagel transfer.

S: But we each have the bagel for half the time. That means
that I have -1, you have 1, but they both add up to one half

C: See, you’ve redifined that mathematical premis and come
up with a new theory of bagel appropriation. You’re 
oscillating the bagel between two poles.

“It’s the Spanish Inquisition translated into geometry.”
—Ms. Myers on Archimedes 'double reductio approach to 
the measurement of a circle.

“The human mind will do almost anything to avoid actual thought” 
—Mr. Darkey

“He needed to be okay with himself you know? ‘Cause he wasn’t 
before. He needed to go through those events so that he would see 
that he was okay to begin with. You know it’s like when teenagers 
dye their hair and have purple spikes and are out rebelling until four 
in the morning doing God-knows-what. That’s what Don Quixote 
was going through.”

“You know, we’d call it low self-esteem today.”

Tommy Sutherland’s French 101
“Yeah., .all kinds of things can happen in Spanish—especially on the 
border.”

“Checker—is that related to Cheshire cat?”

“Sounds like you’re coughing up a furball.”

“That’s what I don’t like about French—why don’t they just try 
Hooked on Phonics or something?”

The NationsBank and Bank of America merger was approved 
this August by die federal government. The merger u ill result in 
a coast-to-coast corporate super bank which will yield a stagger-
ing amount of power. Possible names for the newly-erected fi-
nancial Reich are HomogoBank, the Bank of Uniformity, and the 
SS Volksbank. The reader will recall the NationsBank buyout of 
the regional Sunwest Bank last summer, the bank of th e St. J ohn's 
College treasury. And let us not forget the ominous presence of 
the Bank ofAmerica/NationsBank ATM in our very own Peterson 
Student Center. With Aramark in the kitchen, Random 1 louse on 
the bookshelves, and NationsBank/Bank of America in the pock- 
etbook, liT oT St, John’s College will soon become a place where 
meek submission to faceless corporate policy becomes status quo. 
The barbarians have seized the College’s pathetic excuse for a 
fortress, and they come in the form of “convenient” and efficient 
global corporations. Who’s watching us in that camera, anyway?



READ ANYTHING...?
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1 am often taken by the desire to have somebody read my favorite book. 
But, I am not the only one thus afflicted. Whenever 1 voice this desire, he 
says, "That's pretty interesting, but what you should really read is..." Now, 
for he and I this is an opportunity. I will write why my book deserves to be 
read, and he will get a turn to defend his. The consequences of taking the 
discussion public are that the public is invited to educate us concerning its 
own favorite literature.

Essays on program books are better left for seminar papers. However, 
discussions about authors, program or non, are as essential to this section 
as those of separate books. General submission 
guidelines are found on the last page. Tutors are 
pressingly asked to participate I would like to begin 
the section with a short essay. -S.L.

GOGOL

Framing the narrative within a dream, present-
ing to the reader a world of bizarre logic and then 
awakening the dreamer, much to the reader's re-
lief, has been done successfully and unsuccess-
fully. Carroll, Kafka, and Chesterton mastered the 
maneuver, but the names of those that failed I can-
not remember. Nikolai Gogol precedes these three 
and, as usually happens in the case of the original 
artist, exceeds them.

Gogol, most of all, adheres to the strict mles 
of the dreamt-up narrative. Such mles must and 
do exist, ironically. Otherwise, as the skeptic protested, any sort of nonsense 
could be made into a "book". Gogol's dream is a particular kind of nonsense. 
Walking down the Nevsky Prospekt to work and back you would not notice 
it, but once asleep, there is the same Nevsky but with pure nonsense seeping 
in from all sides; the nonsense of unimaginable depths that lies beneath our 
everyday reality, a paved-over swamp that can be seen at night.

In Viy, three seminary students, a theologian, philosopher, and a rhetori-
cian, upon the dispersion of the Bratsky Moirastery for the summer, journey 
on foot from Kiev to their respective villages. Before they set out, Gogol 
gives a brief but effective description of the city and the ordered life therein. 
Every morning a crowd of students pile into the seminary, accosted on all 
sides by women with pretzels, rolls, melon seeds, etc., that is to say the 
women only bother with the students whose coats are of fine cloth or some 
cotton material. Once, inside the seminary, Gogol tells which offenses in-
evitably merit a 'peck of peas' and which do not.

The dream has not started yet, but already certain elements are trying to 
break into the narrative. The philosopher is said to often have a taste of the 
'peck of peas', which he would take with a perfect philosophical indiffer-
ence, saying that there is no escaping of what has to be. It gets dark, and the 
three students cannot find a village, although they could have sworn that 
one was just coming up. Eventually, well into the night, they stumble upon 
a farm yard and a reluctant old woman in a sheepskin lodges them for the 
night in separate quarters. Here Gogol gives one last taste of reality and for 
a minute dilutes the uneasy feeling that the new surroundings have prompted. 
The theologian has been noted by the philosopher to have taken a whole 
dried carp from a wagon. But, "as he had done this for no selfish reason, but 
simply from habit, and, quite forgetting the earp was already looking for 
anything else he could carry off, having no mind to miss even a broken

wheel," the philosopher reaches into the theologian trousers, as if into his 
own, and pulls the fish out.

As philosopher Bmt is ready to turn in, but the old woman attacks him, 
and with an unusual swiftness for her age, saddles and rides him like a 
young horse through the countryside. But then the philosopher is able to 
saddle her with the help of a few exorcisms against evil spirits. Suddenly, 
she is no longer an old woman but a young maid, who has now fallen to the 
ground exhausted from all the galloping and lays half-conscious. Bmt, who 
realizes that he is now not far from Kiev, hurries back to the city. The relief 

that Bmt is safe in the realism of the city is soon 
dispelled, since the dream is able to reach even as 
far as Kiev. Bmt is mysteriously summoned to 
read prayers and psalms over the daughter of a 
Cossack captain, who crawled home one day ter-
ribly injured, and now lay near death. His attempts 
to dodge the assignment are mediocre and come 
to nothing, perhaps realizing the strict rules of 
dreams.

Three consecutive nights Bmt prays alone in 
the old church where the familiar maid is laid to 
rest; only his prayers and a magic circle which he 
draws around himself save him fiom the blind 
corpse that rises out of her coffin every night and 
gropes for him about the church. On the third night 
she summons Viy — God only knows for what 
reason. \fiy comes to show the dead where Bmt 
stands, and a host of various demons, fluttering 

around his iron face, raise his monstrous eyelids that fall to the ground. "Do 
not look!" an inner voice whispers to the philosopher. But he looks and then 
Vry sees him. What sort of logic this is, why is it that if I cannot see some-
thing it cannot see me? I do not know. The dream logic puzzles me here.

The Nose is another dream, but more sophisticated. By now Gogol has 
taken his absurd Ukrainian folklore and moved to St. Petersburg, a ridicu-
lous city built on a swamp, where the nights are white for almost half a year. 
In The Nose, two people, but maybe more, appear to be dreaming the same 
dream, where a nose separates himself from the face of one Kovaliev, colle-
giate assessor, and then prances around St. Petersburg impersonating an 
officer, ranked much higher than Kovaliev himself. Luckily, his papers are 
recognized as counterfeit by the customs as he tries to flee abroad, and the 
nose is duly returned to his proper owner. Once again the concrete laws of a 
dream lend a bizarre stmcture to the entire story. Kovaliev cannot qrproach 
bis nose on the street just like that, he is higher ranked after all. And, al-
though Kovaliev has his nose back, there is still the matter of sticking it back 
onto the face.

So much for summarizing Gogol. What remains to say is that Gogol 
feared the Devil much more than he did God, often making him a central 
character, feared women and hated Jews, was obsessed with his own enor-
mous nose, burned the second half of his orrly novel Dead Souls, and died at 
the age of forty-two of self-inflicted starvation by means of which he hoped 
to rid himself of the Devil. Vladimir Nabokov, another fine Russian author, 
boasts an 150 page essay entitled Nikolai Gogol where he reveals the nu-
merous flaws of the entire German race, the guild of publishers, nearly all of 
Gogol's translators, 19th century medical practices, Moliere, and even Gogol 
himself
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EUROPE
This past summer I blew out my sav-

ings account and journeyed around Europe 
with my amigo Sergio Preston. All that pa-
per route money from nine years ago did 
not go to waste. Anyhow, I thought 
I'd take a moment of your precious 
Aristotle time to share some of my 
dubious experiences (since some of 
you may be eyeing Europe for your-
self).

First the facts: I went to 22 coun-
tries in three months. The trip cost: 
$5,000 (including a thousand-dollar 
Eurail pass, airplane tickets, plus ev-
erything else).This sounds outra-
geous to a student...and indeed your 
trip should not be so expensive.
Why? Well, um...I lost some stuff 
Like my credit card, and my pass-
port; and my
Eurailpass....and....um....both of our 
return plane tickets. When I got back 
home to see the damages, I found 
only 43 measly dollars left in my 
once-strapping bank account. And 
yes, I will be borrowing books from 
the library this year. But honestly, I 
can't imagine a trip of similar style 
costing less that $4,500—so I did 
alright.

After arriving by plane in 
Amsterdam, our first destination 
was Greece, a freshman year inspi-
ration. We took trains through Ger-
many and Switzerland to the heel of Italy 
where a ferry is available to Greece, free 
with a Eurorail pass. A very seedy ferry 
ride. It felt like we were going to a Ha-
waiian version of Lilliput, as we were led 
by a small Greek sailor down corridors 
lined with fake wood sheets, and piped in 
70's luau music. Most of the ride we 
smoked and played chess. The boat 
dropped us off on the far western side of 
the Pelopennesse, with about 50-100 other 
backpackers all scrambling to take the 
only 70-seat train to Athens. Unawares 
that reservations were compulsory, we got 
dumped at the next station along with two 
astronomically drunk and flamingly gay

Brits. Somewhat like the ancient Greeks I 
reckon. It was nice to get a nice fatty gy-
ros and coke and relax from all the hus-
tling we'd been doing to get down there. 
We made it to Athens awhile later, and

spent the next couple of days hittin' the 
big sites - like the Aeropolis and the Na-
tional archives (ancient Greek sculpture— 
astounding). I was actually able to read 
some of the grave inscriptions in the gal-
lery—but learn your capitals, 'cause that's 
all they use. Oh, and no spaces between 
the words.

From there we ventured out to the isles 
of Santorini and los. By looking at the 
town of la on Santorini I know where M.C. 
Escher was able to jump off from into his 
sanctuary of convoluted drawings. That 
night 1 terribly embarrassed Sergio by 
dancing half-naked on the bar with locals. 
Damn Retsina and Ouzo—it really gets

you flying. Then on los...Sergio described 
it best as an MTV beach party. All the way 
baby. Nudity, drunkeness, moaning and 
jostling in the tent next-door. After get-
ting our fill, we rented a motorscooter, and 

we sucessfully got lost amidst the 
shepherd's fields in trying to find the 
(alleged) tomb of Homer. After 
unsucessfully trying to use some of 
our Ancient Greek in trying to talk a 
local shepherd, and going to the 
bathroom in the wilderness using 
pages from Zorba the Greek for TP, 
we finally found Homer. He rests on 
a small hill by the ocean, getting the 
best of the country smells. I have the 
inscription which was upon his 
tomb, in case you're interested. 
Homer seems happy.

Soon after we came back to main-
land and went to Delphi. Zeus was 
not with us however, and a tremen-
dous thunderstorm crashed down 
upon us as we walked up the "Sacred 
way". A woman at the top of the 
slope yelled at us to leave as we per-
sisted up in the lashing rain, faintly 
reminiscent of that old hag inhaling 
sulfur fumes and giving oracles on 
that site oh so many years ago. After 
ringing out my undies in a restaurant 
bathroom and eating hot soup (good 
for the yuch), we met some fellow 
classical students who had just 
graduated from Durham University 

in Britain. They made good conversation, 
but I still think we made better 
conversation....after all we are Johnnies. 
Our next leg was to Mycenae, the site of 
the house of Agamemnon. Unfortunately 
Zeus decided to come with us, and gave 
us another run for our money up in the 
ruins. However, we did get to see the ac-
cursed Klytemestra's tomb, and got to hear 
a chorus of sheep nearby which baaahed, 
rung bells, and farted for us. (Quite amus-
ing to say the least). And 1 must add that 
either the Greeks don't read their ancient 
literature or they don't understand the idea 
of good-image advertising—or they just 
wouldn't name the local eatery: Iphagenia
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Restaurant.
I also visited what remains of the once 

valiant Sparta. For any sentimentalist 
Johnnie, I would recommend these ruins 
over the Acropolis. Primarily because they 
are tucked away untouched among an ol-
ive grove, and secondly because you can 
sit down at the amphitheater on a perfectly 
concave stone bench—worn away only by 
centuries of Spartans watching their plays. 
To me there was no better personal con-
nection to the lives of our ancient friends 
than this.

—Justin Kray, '01

THE CZECH 
REPUBLIC

O 1 o m o u c —
Janacek was right.
The quiet streets of 
the old city on a 
hot summer Satur-
day afternoon fad-
ing into the banks 
of the Morava 
river as evening 
settles in reveals 
the intense truth of 
the Andante and 
Moderate of his 
Sinfonietta. I 
glimpsed on naked 
truth—and it’s
nearly paralyzing.
The yellows and 
browns of the rail 
trip through the 
Moravian country
fills in all the gaps. Thinking on it still 
hinders deep breaths and complaisance. I 
only had this opportunity because the an-
cestral aesthetic was immune to Commu-
nism. Where ambition and progress stall, 
integrity thrives. Totalitarians are power-
less here.

Prague in the summer is an enigmatic 
city. Between the Disneyland prostitution 
of Staromesto Namesti and the rest of 
Praha 1 and communism’s lasting legacy 
on Zizko’s steep streets lies the Vysehrad’s 
beauty. Herein lies the historic and aes-
thetic heritage of Prague and Bohemia. 
Meanwhile, the people search, and the ho-
mogeneity of a cosmopolis threatens 
Libuse and the castle on the heights. 
Smetana’s buried up there and you better 
believe he’s rolling over under that obe-
lisk. Long live pork, dumplings, stewed

cabbage, and of course the best pivo in the 
zecworld. May 1 recommend a svetle 
Gambrinus?

—Andrew Burgard, '00

CAIRO, EGYPT

Cairo Souffle

1 part gross overpopulation
2 parts corrupt U.S.-backed regime
3 parts 122° desert heat

Stir well and add half-assed attempt at 
free-market capitalism. Must benefit only

the rich and those connected to govern-
ment officials. Note: do not attempt to add 
infrastructure.

Bon apetit!
—Tarek Salem, '99

BAKERSFIELD, CALIFORNIA

Robert and I left the 45th street ware-
house in Oakland late in the morning, 
heading south on 101 with no great haste. 
We had been told that a four or five hour 
drive lay ahead of us. Descending deeper 
into the heart of the nightmare that is the 
southern portion of the San Joaquin val-
ley, we soon realized with horror that we 
would be late for the biggest-paying gig 
of the six-week tour. Fighting an oncom-
ing cold, I tried to sleep, but succeeded

only in rolling over on my glasses, snap-
ping the right stem. The mist began to 
cover our eyes. We figited, glancing left 
and right in impatient agitation. East to 
1-5; peering out the windows of the Astro 
van, we beheld with a shuddering wonder 
a thick, rusty smoke, a dirty fog which hid 
the mountains to the west. Nuclear dev-
astation? The wrath of Yahweh against the 
Pharoh? Apocalypse? Bakersfield. The 
Tule Fog.

We arrived an hour late. Robert played 
to three people at Cal State Bakersfield, 
including a bored and boring self-pro- 
claimed redneck who left an invitation to 

his “Christian” 
church on a 
neatly-folded 
napkin. Despite 
showing up well 
after the regular 
dinner-time 
crowd had left for 
evening “classes” 
or “homework”, 
Robert received a 
four hundred dol-
lar check from 
the show’s orga-
nizer, who with 
pursed lips, 
averted eyes, and 
little interest in 
the music printed 
the check and 
gave us a tab on 
the house in the 
campus pub. We 
loved Bakers-

field. Well....no. We couldn’t quite tell 
how to react—with contentment and grati-
tude or with disgust and cynicism. 
Bakersfield offered us both blessing and 
curse. Here, in this apparent confusion, 
lurk the demons which swarm in and 
around the most desolate, depressed, and 
devastated American cities. Such places 
as Bakersfield foster an indecision which 
deafens the great voice of the human 
spirit; visiting such cities and undergoing 
the “confusion” is a descent into the fog, 
the blindness.

We left just long enough after the 
show for Robert, the performer so hailed 
by the fair students of CSB, to drink as 
much free New Castle Ale as he pleased, 
en route to the purgatory that is Sacra-

mento.
—Adrian Lucia, '00
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SAO CALENDAR
1 FRIDAY SATURDAY SUNDAY 1

Soccer van leaves the eirelc 
at 4;30pm

i

\oliinteer for Habitat for 
Ilunianit\ in Taos. For details 

and sign ups. stop by S.ACJ. 
Films. Tpnt. Great Hall 

Cartoons
IVuUoce iwd (rmmmit

The Dark Crystal

Soccer game at United World 
College. Van leaves the circle 

at 9am.

WEDNESDAY SAT/OCT 3 TUE/OCT6
7 p.m. Great Hall

French Film Scries Hegins 
.Short: Pink Pamhi-r

Main Feature; Ma IJe En 
Rose

7p.ni. Great Hall
Films; Lolita and Full Metal Undergraduate Tutorials and 

Labs Cancelled

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

The  Moo n
Editors

Carisa  "You 're  in  big  troub le , Mista " 
Armendar iz

Adrian  "I love  Allen  Greensp an " Lucia  

Layout

Adrian  Santa  Lucia

Cover  Photograp h  
"Art  Deco " by  Andrew  Burga rd

Copy  Editors

Anna  "Can  I look  in  your  closet ?"
Christenb ury

Geoff  "Let 's  go  to  Kernvil le " Petri e

The Moon serves St. John’s College 
in Santa Fe, New Mexico as an inde-
pendent 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 subscriptions can be obtained 
for $35. Tax-deductible contributions 
are welcome. We solicit submissions 
from all members of the College com-
munity. Staff and contributors meet 
Tuesdays at noon in the SJC coffee 
shop. Material for the next issue should 
be submitted by 6 p.m. on Friday, Oc-
tober 10, 1998. We INSIST that work 
be submitted in text format on a 3.5” 
Macintosh disk (if you absolutely can-
not use a Mac then save your file as a Rich 
Text File) along with a typed, double-
spaced copy including the author’s 
name and phone number. Flard copies 
without disks are acceptable in certain 
circumstances. The Moon reserves the 
right to edit and to reject any 
submisson.


