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Bedtime for Broomsticks:
College Cans Khalsa Cleaning Company

Last month, the college fired Khalsa 
Maintenance Inc., the contractor that had 
been cleaning the dorms in uppers and low-
ers. Joe Shaffer, Director of Operations and 
Auxiliary Services, says they were not 
maintaining “a high state of cleanliness” 
and he thought the college could clean the 
dorms better with in-house staffing.

Contrary to rumor, the alleged attempted 
theft by a Khalsa employee of a portable CD 
player from a student’s room played no part 
in the College’s decision to fire Khalsa. 
According to Mr. Shaffer, he met with 
President Agresto and College treasurer, 
Bryan yalentine at 10:00 on a Friday morn-
ing last month. By the end of the meeting, 
at 10:30, the three had agreed to fire Khalsa; 
at 11:30 a student found a Khalsa employee 
in his room, trying to hide the student’s CD 
player in his shirt; the student told him to 
return it, he did, and he allegedly warned the 
student in a threatening tone not to tell any-

by Salvatore Scibona
the Moon Staff

one. Mr. Shaffer learned of the incident by 
noon that day. Khalsa fired the employee 
that afternoon.

The college paid Khalsa for keeping the 
dorms clean, but did not require them to 
spend any given amount of time on campus. 
Khalsa offered its employees bonuses for 
cleaning the dorms more quickly. Mr. 
Shaffer estimates that 2-4 people cleaned 
the dorms for about five hours a day, on 
average.

Under the new, in-house plan, the College 
hired four men to clean the dorms, each 
eight hours a day, five days a week. They 
will not only clean the dorm hallways and 
bathrooms, but also change light bulbs (in 
students’ rooms when requested), unclog 
drains, shovel snow from the dorm side-
walks, and clean the common rooms. The 
new custodians will also clean the library, 
and will help Buildings and Grounds with 
campus work after the dorms have been 
cleaned. They will be paid, according to 
Mr. Shaffer, “The established rate for entry- 
level custodians at St. John’s,” and will get

the same health, dental, and pension oppor-
tunities as the rest of the College staff.

Two and a half years ago, the College laid 
off the five women who had been cleaning 
the dorms, one of whom had been here for 
more than twenty years, after an estimation 
showed that the College could save 
$100,000 annually if it farmed out the dorm 
cleaning and laid off one Office Services 
and two Treasurer’s Office workers. Mr. 
Shaffer says moving from Khalsa to four 
college-employed custodians will save the 
college money again.

That all the custodians two and a half 
years ago were women, and all of the new 
hires are men was, according to Shaffer, 
“totally unconscious. The job description 
required, among other things that the appli-
cants be able to life 75 lbs. for their help 
with other B&G work, which custodians in 
the past have not had to deed with. 6-8 men 
and one woman applied for the positions.

The new custodians’ names are Dennis, 
Allen, David, and Frank. •

Student Review Board Comes to a Vote
by Rebekah Jongewaard

Most people have heard of the Student 
Review Board but only in a vague and dis-
tant way: that it was talked about by some-
body, somewhere, fairly recently at this 
school. Some have asked, “Did anything 
ever happen with that student judiciary com-
mittee thing?” Others have joked, “Are you 
going to report this to the Board?” Perhaps 
the vast majority has never asked any ques-
tions regarding a student-led board which 
deals with issues that previously have been 
solely under the jurisdiction of the Dean and 
Assistant Dean because they have forgotten 
that such a board was proposed. However, 
the concerns which led to the proposal for a 
Student Review Board—an alcohol policy 
which forbids the sale or consumption of 
alcohol at almost all public college gather-
ings, a growing sense of hostility within the 
conununity, and powerlessness against it— 
still thrive.

This week you have and will begin to see 
and hear more about the proposed Student 
Review Board. That’s because on Monday, 
January 27 and Tuesday, January 28, 
THERE WILL BE A VOTE TO DETER-

MINE THE EXISTENCE OF THE STU-
DENT REVIEW BOARD. Perhaps this 
seems sudden; after dragging our feet for 
months. Polity is springing this board idea 
on the conununity. All the better that you 
read the proposal and this article which 
intend to answer questions that have been 
raised about the board.

Unfortunately, there is not space in this 
paper to print the proposal. You should 
pick one up from the Polity bulletin board or 
across from switchboard. The proposal 
itself will answer basic questions such as: 
What is the board? How are members elect-
ed to the board?, etc. The following are 
responses to questions asked by people who 
have read the proposal:

What is the Student Review Board’s con-
nection with Polity?

Polity is responsible for holding elections 
for the board and may remove a member 
from the board if he or she isn’t fulfilling 
duties. Not fulfilling duties would be 
actions like missing scheduled inquiries. 
The director of the board is the Chair of 
Polity. This person will act as a liaison 
between Polity and the Board. Other than 
that. Polity is not connected with the Board. 

—-

Board members are elected from the student 
body at large, not from Polity. Decisions of 
the board are under the jurisdiction of the 
board and the Administration, not Polity.

What is the SRB’s connection with the 
Administration?

See section F parts 3 and 4 of the propos-
al. The Dean and Assistant Dean support a 
Student Review Board. It is unlikely that 
they would have to interfere with the 
inquiry process. However, if an accused is 
found guilty and finds the assigned punish-
ment too harsh, he or she may ask the SRB 
to reconsider. If the SRB refuses, the 
accused may appeal to the Dean and 
Assistant Dean.

What is under the jurisdiction of the SRB? 
See the Student Handbook, “Non-Academic 
Policies and Practices,” Sections A through 
J. The SRB cannot deal with felonies or 
cases of sexual harassment/misconduct.

Why are inquiries public?
There are several motivations for making 

inquiries public. One idea is that people 
often do the rude and irresponsible things 
that they do because no one is looking and 
so no one will be held accountable. But if 
someone is going to have to go through the
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rigmarole of an inquiry to which her friends, 
colleagues and even those tutors she so 
wants to impress are invited, she might not 
be so irresponsible. Also, a public inquiry 
will make an accuser think carefully about 
whether or not he’s unhappy enough to need 
an inquiry. Frankly, for both the petitioner 
and the accused, the prospect of public 
humiUation is quite meant to be a deterrent 
from irresponsible action.

PubUcizing inquiries will also allow all of 
us to have an idea of what sorts of things are 
causing problems to our community and 
will keep the Board honest. If the Board 
begins to make many bad decisions, people 
will be informed and will be able to do 
something about it.

Can an Accused’s previous record be used 
as evidence?

The Accused’s previous record may not be 
used as evidence against him during the 
Inquiry. However, the board will look at his 
record when determining a penalty. For 
example, if a person has been found guilty 
of hanging dead squirrels on people’s doors 
twice before, he will face a greater penalty 
than if he can prove that the squirrel hang-
ing was a sleep-deprivation-induced hazing 
ritual which has never happened before.

Tbny Anger Hates the Student 
Judiciary Committee

by Tony Lagouranis
the Moon Staff

Stand back, St. John’s College, a man 
named Anger is mad and he’s gonna open 
up a whole can of trouble. The hooligans 
think they’re gonna run this joint because 
Don Cook’s out of the game, but Tony 
Anger is still here and he’s handing our pain 
with both hands. You punks can come and 
get a double helping any time you want.

What’s got Tony Anger spitting vinegar 
this week? Rebekah Jongewaard and all her 
crooked cronies in student polity, that’s 
what. Tony Anger hates the Student 
Judiciary Committee. I’m so mad I could 
poop a razor blade. This is a witch hunt, it’s 
the Inquisition, it’s Communism! Justice 
belongs to Dean Carey and God, and if 
Rebekah Jongewaard wants a piece of it 
she’s gonna have to fight Tony Anger. I’m 
pig biting mad and I’m gonna stay that way.

P.S. One of my fans asked me to remind 
some of you that body piercing is not a sub-
stitute for bathing. •

What sort of penalties can the board rec-
ommend?

See the Student Handbook; Part 2, Section 
A. There are some issues which are not 
addressed by the SRB proposal. Polity sug-
gests that the SRB seek more creative and 
appropriate penalties than those listed in the 
Handbook. The SRB could have a student 
who vandalizes spend time painting with the 
Buildings and Ground crew. Students who 
throw illicit parties could be given the task 
of sponsoring and throwing a party for the 
whole school. In general. Polity hopes that 
penalties would not aim at merely dissuad-
ing further infractions, but at edifying the 
community. However, all of this is left up 
to the members of the Student Review 
Board.

Hopefully, the members of the SRB will 
be intelligent, creative and fair-minded peo-
ple. Remember, students elect people to the 
SRB and students have the right to work to 
impeach people from the SRB if members 
seem consistently to make poor, harsh and 
unfair decisions.

What if we try this Board for a semester 
and it sucks?

This should not happen, but if it does, the 
Board does not have to continue. The pro-

posal allows for a yearly examination of the 
Student Review Board. If we find that the 
Board is either too harsh or too lackadaisical 
and that the old procedures—people slip-
ping quietly in and out of the Assistant 
Dean’s office, and dismaying policies being 
unexpectedly introduced in order to bridle 
disrespect—are preferable to having a 
Student Review Board, then the board will 
be disbanded.

We cannot elect the College’s President, 
Dean or Assistant Dean. We can choose to 
have more of a say in the workings of jus-
tice in our community. Polity has voted for 
the Student Review Board. But Polity does 
not decide. You decide. In order for this 
proposal to become an actual Board, it must 
pass a majority vote by the student body. It 
will not happen unless a majority of us 
wants it to happen. Please read the proposal 
and, whether you think its an awful idea or a 
terrific one, vote.

If you want to know more, ask a Polity 
representative, especially the following who 
drafted the proposal: Andrew Ackman, 
Jason Bielagus, Meri Gots, Rebekah 
Jongewaard, Mia McDaniel, and Honor 
Moody. •

Bedtime Stories Presents: Hulk Hogan, Benevolent Monarch

by David “Peaches” Johnston
the Moon Staff

“Pile-driver!” Hulk Hogan yelled as he 
slammed Rick “the Model” Martel’s head 
into the canvas. It was the wrestUng match 
of the century. Hulk Hogan had hated Rick 
Martel ever since the fall of Macho Man 
Randy Savage, and was finally getting his 
chance to do him some real damage. Rick 
stood up woozily, trying hard to refocus 
after the Hulkster’s brutal move. Hogan 
came off the ropes, almost noiselessly, 
clothes-lining “the Model” for the knock-

out.
The crowd cheered crazily as Hulk Hogan 

accepted the championship belt and began 
to climb out of the ring. But on the way 
down, his smooth-soled wrestling shoes lost 
their traction on the sweaty canvas. Hulk 
Hogan came down with a crash, hitting his 
head on a vendor’s silver hot-dog box.

The whole world spun and went black.

The first thing Hulk Hogan heard upon 
coming to was the sound of horses neigh-
ing. He slowly opened his eyes. The world 
around him had changed. No more arena, 
wrestlers, or fans presented themselves to 
his senses. He had been thrown back in 
time to a medieval city. He stood up in the 
muddy street and touched his aching head 

gingerly.
“Where am I?” the Hulkster crinkled his 

nose.
Hulk Hogan walked through the streets of 

the city, amazed and appalled by what he 
saw. The homes were full of garbage. He 
saw a group of nuns being mugged by a 
ragged cut-purse. He saw children playing 
with street rats, which bit them horribly on 
the hands and neck. He thought he could 
stand no more of this vile landscape as he 
rounded a comer to find a group of soldiers 
in full armor beating up a kindly old man.

The Hulkster went crazy. Pile-driver after 
continued on page 11

Thursday, January 23, 1997 The Moon, Issue 9



^Sports Sputterings

Let me begin by saying that I hope every-
one had a wonderful sport-filled vacation, 
and that the new year holds as much good 
news as the last one did. I know I promised 
a telling of the race I saw, and here it is, 
albeit shortened due to the amazing happen-
ings over this last Christmas break.

I was driving up to campus when I saw 
my roommate’s car pulled over on Camino 
Cruz Blanca. He was out of gas, but fortu-
nately I had an extra gallon, so I pulled over 
and began putting it in for him. As I stood 
there on that late fall day, enshrouded by the 
clouds that enshrouded me, I saw an amaz-
ing coincidence. Three of our illustrious 
tutors and two of our students converged 
onto the aforementioned street at the same 
time. I saw Mr. Rawn and Stephen Maggitti 
look at each other, and then I knew a battle 
was about to ensue. The others soon under-
stood the pair’s meaning as they surged 
ahead, Mr. Franks just ahead of Mr. Pesic. 
Not far behind was racing champion Jason 
Krantz, who seemed to me an early favorite. 
But this was no place for a rookie. Rawn 
sensed Franks sUghtly behind him, and just 
as the move was made to pass, Rawn cut 
him off faster than the four dollar barber. 
But when he did, the speedy Krantz was 
caught in the middle, and all three went 
tumbling to the ground like so many playing 
cards. And then there were two. Pesic 
leaned forward with brow-beading sweat 
inspiring anxious looks from the rookie 
Maggitti. Pesic caught up, and they raced 
neck and neck while screaming past a rusted 
out bug. “Who would win,” wondered I, 
when I saw, coming out of the mist, yet 
another rider coming on strong. Though the 
leading two riders approached campus 
quickly, this new cyclist approached them 
with unparalleled ferocity. As they passed 
me, I saw the quickly gaining rider was

by Tim Wolff
the Moon Staff

none other than super sophomore Ming Fu! 
The other riders saw it too, and fear, fear 
such as this reporter’s never seen, was 
trapped in their woebegone eyes. But 
onward they pressed, with Fu now nipping 
at their tires. With less than twenty yards to 
go to campus, he made his move—not just 
any move, but he went right between Pesic 
and Maggitti! They realized his daring stunt 
too late, and turned right into each other, 
leaving the only survivor, the courageous 
Ming Fu as the undisputed racing champion 
of St. John’s while the others licked the 
pavement. I looked to my roommate to ask 
his thoughts on the astonishing spectacle I’d 
just watched, only to see my roommate try-
ing to light his cigarette in the wind, igno-
rant that a race such as he’ll never see had 
just occurred.

In other sports news. The NFL’s two sec-
ond-year teams, Jacksonville and Carolina, 
were both defeated after reaching their 
respective conference championships. Now 
all that remains is the Super Bowl, this 
Sunday, between Green Bay and New 
England. The early spread has the Packers 
winning by as much as 14, but I think New 
England will beat the spread though losing 
the game. My prediction: Pack 31, Patriots 
23. And remember folks, you read it right 
here that Green Bay would be the Super 
Bowl champion. I hope you’ll continue to 
come to THE sports authority in the soon to 
be present future.

In Basketball, Kansas still rules the col-
lege scene as number one (as I predicted in 
the preseason), while Kentucky and Wake 
Forest also look good. St. John’s is ranked 
twenty-fifth in the latest poll, so I’m sure 
some of us will be hearing congratulations 
from distant family members. In the NBA, 
the Bulls, Pistons, and Lakers are leading 
the way, but I’m going to go out on a limb 
and say that Houston will once again reign 
victorious come playoff time.

NHL fans will be glad to know that

Philadelphia has surpassed Florida in the 
standings. Stick swingin’ Pittsburgh and 
Dallas lead their respective divisions, but 
the defending champion Colorado 
Avalanche leads the league. Their only real 
losses so far are injuries to Sakic and 
Forsberg and their assistant coach, Joel 
Quenneville, becoming the new head coach 
of the St. Louis Blues, ending the Keenan 
era. But don’t fear, fans of Iron Mike 
Keenan, he’s still getting about seven mil-
lion dollars for his retirement.

And Florida is the new college football 
champion. But at least the state no longer 
has the leading team in hockey. I guess 
that’s all I have to say, so until next time, 
remember: don’t lock up your brakes on ice, 
and don’t EVER get in Ming Fu’s way. •

The Weird Kingdom

by Cobalt Blue
the Moon Staff

Once again on The Weird Kingdom we 
will be traveling to the desert campus of St. 
John’s where I will stand and narrate in 
complete safety while my trusty assistant 
will mingle amongst the students to gather 
information on a strange time of develop-
ment in the life cycle of the Johnius 
Studentus, a time only referred to by the 
natives as “Senior Essay Writing Period”.

To the untrained eye it might by conclud-
ed that one fourth of the college populace is 
being used as test subjects for an experiment 
in mass lobotomy. No matter what the 
Weekly World News says, this is untrue and 
I don’t beUeve that they have Satan trapped 
in a metal tool shed in Italy either.

It’s just that time of the year when the skin 
of the senior Johnius Studentuses turns pale 
and they can be seen chilling about campus 
like penguins on prozac, muttering things 

continued next page
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by Dane Owen
the Moon Staff

Many of my classmates have given me their reasons for living in 
the pit of culinary hell known as convenience food items. For those 
of you to which this term is unfamiliar I will give a few examples: 
canned whipped cream, cheese whiz, macaroni and cheese, instant 
cocoa, tartar sauce and even pre-made pestos and alfredo sauces. 
Of course our list could go on, but why? The answer that most peo-
ple give me is that these items are convenient and easy. Well, this 
answer is what you were sold, but wouldn’t it just be easier to kill 
ourselves now? I mean, if we wish in the name of convenience to 
deprive our senses of the few joys that our Christimi society allows 
us, why drag the experience out over eighty odd years, why not just 
end it all now? What I am tiying to say is that not only are these 
items not more convenient forms of what they are trying to imitate, 
but they are not even related to what they are trying to be.

I would like to use canned whip cream as an expanded example. I 
know that the package says “Real” on the side. What they are refer-
ring to is that they have started going to the length of adding some 
milk product to its contents (they didn’t in the past). But even if it 
has some cream in it, it is not “Real” whipped cream. Real whipped 
cream is made with fresh heavy cream, sugar, and pure vanilla 
extract or seeds to taste, (preferably from Southern Mexico). This 
mixture is then hand whipped until it forms peaks. What could be 
ea.sier? Many have cited the bedside use of canned whip cream as a 
justifiable reason for its existence but this only makes me laugh. I 
laugh because as we all know vanilla has long been considered an 
aphrodisiac and canned whip cream has no “Real” vanilla, so with-
... The Weird Kingdom, cont'dfrom p. 5 
unintelligible, to the sane, concerning 

Plotinus and his bathroom idiosyncrasies.
Then suddenly spontaneous enlightenment 
occurs and they huddle in some dark, 
secluded comer, drooling and scribbling on 
yellow note pads like weasels on speed, all 
the while chanting, “Have you seen the 
mufin man, the muffin man, the muffin

Is®

man.

the future and it turned out that every day 
for the rest of your life was going to be a 
bad hair day. Now if you multiply that 
amount of stress by the number of times that 
you complain about the food service in one 
week and raise that number to the power of 
how many times you check your mailbox in 
one day then you still get a vast underesti-
mate that comes nowhere close to the 
amount of stress that the average Senior is

out the real vanilla, what’s the point?
I realize that good vanilla is expensive, but it is worth it. Also, the 

better the quality of vanilla, the less you will need to use. For cen-
turies vanilla was so rare only royalty was allow to partake of its 
joys. The reason for its rarity is that it is the seed pod from the 
Vanilla planifolia which is the only one of the 20,(MXI orchid vari-
eties that is at all edible. This orchid only blooms one day a year, 
and then only for a few hours. Also, this orchid has only one natur-
al pollinator (the Melipona bee) and so must, for current demand, be 
hand pollinated. After pollination, the seed pods take six weeks to 
ripen and another nine months to mature. The pods must then be 
hand picked and cured for another three to six months.

The use of quality ingredients and the reason those ingredients are 
used is what makes any food item what it is. Perhaps whipped 
cream is what your grandma called the white chemical foam she 
layered between the cubes of multi-colored jello in her parfait glass-
es, but she was wrong. The good things in life aren’t always easy, 
but most of the time they are not nearly as difficult as advertisers 
make them out to be. They do this in order to sell you a far inferior 
product. I could just as easily rant and rave about the reality or lack 
thereof about the other so-called convenient foods. I will if asked 
to, but it only makes me depressed Don’t fall for the “convenient” 
sales pitch. Just ask me, I can tell you how to make it faster, easier, 
tastier and in most cases even less expensive than its “convenient" 
counterpart. It should also be noted that part of everything good 
that comes out of a kitchen is a result of the love that went into 
preparing it. There is a time and a place for everything. In my 
kitchen the time is now and place for poser foods is the garbage.

this dreadful time is to smile amiably and 
back away slowly. Show no interest. They 
can smell that. And whatever you do, do 
not make any sudden moves that might sug-
gest that you have any information that 
might be helpful to them. The worst of 
these actions is posing the question, “So 
how is your paper going?” Anyone foolish 
enough to utter these words deserve the hor-
rible fate that waits them. I’ve seen many

Do not be alarmed. The seniors have not 
joined the ranks of the undead nor will they 
ask for anymore of Polity’s money to do so. 
They have not been abducted by evil body- 
snatching alien pods from outer space. Nor 
have they ingested too many mind altering 
drugs causing them to think that doing the 
hokey pokey in macrame pants filled with 
green jello would be a good idea. (Well, at 
least most of them haven’t reached this 
stage yet.) It’s simply a matter of stress. 
Imagine what it would be like if you knew

feeling right now.
Do not be afraid. It is simply a natural 

development in the life cycle of the Johnius 
Studentus. If Junior year can be thought of 
as the year when the Johnius Studentus 
actually reaches maturity and starts doing 
work then Senior Essay Writing Period can 
be thought of as the beginning of senility for 
when it is over the seniors will basically be 
vegetables until graduation.

My advice to anyone who happens to 
stumble across one of these creatures during

an underclassman have their heads merci-
lessly lipped from their necks and served up 
in a game of human handball for making 
such a faux pas.

If by some chance you should be cornered 
by one of the more wild-eyed rabid essay 
writers who is bent on venting his frustra-
tion upon ears that would rather be deaf, the 
safest course of action is to stroke your chin, 
don a thoughtful look, and invoke the magic 
phrase, “It’s not too late to change your 
topic.” •
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☆ Horoscopei^v

Aquarius: On Jan. 22 Jupiter enters your 
sign for a year. This is a wonderful time for 
growth because Jupiter is the luckiest plan-
et. Jupiter also promotes higher standards 
and expectations. If you’ve felt that some-
thing in your life is constantly poking at 
your potential, get rid of it now. It will 
quickly change your life for the better.

Pisces: Jupiter and Uranus joining in your 
12th house necessitate that you spend some 
time alone. Set goals and make resolutions. 
A work project can be rewarding, so take 
the initiative with an intimidating boss. 
Your love life should be easy-going at this 
point, but don’t jump into a relationship if it 
will compromise your goals.

Aries: Have you ever seen a hamster run-
ning on a wheel and going nowhere? That’s 
you. Stop overdoing and concentrate on 
friendship and work. These two areas will 
prove prosperous in the coming months.

Taurus: Jupiter will begin passing through 
your 10th house and will bring out your 
more social side. Positions of authority can 
be obtained and you will be able to learn

by Carisa Armendariz
the Moon Staff

from interesting, cultured folks. Now 
would be a good time to take a road trip to a 
more sun-filled place.
Gemini: Be careful this month. You’ve 
been playing with fire and it is possible that 
you will be in trouble if you keep up the 
shenanigans. The situation may seem funny 
to you, but others won’t be ha-ha-ing.

Cancer: January seems to be a difficult 
month for you. A living situation will be 
tough and everything you do and say will be 
taken the wrong way. As you go into 
February you’ll see some unexpected cash 
flow. The extra cash will make you much 
happier and will ease your desire for materi-
al objects.

Leo: It would be a good idea for you to 
stand back and examine your situation. I 
know it’s difficult for Leos to shut up and 
not give an opinion, but if you do keep quiet 
you’ll learn something. The full moon in 
Leo on Jan.23 will bring positive energy 
and perhaps a new love interest.

Virgo: Well, Virgo, these next couple of 
weeks look pretty boring. Children are neat 
to be around and pets add to your happiness. 
Oh, you might fall for someone and he’ll 
reciprocate the feehng. So, that will bring

some interest to a (wink, wink) boring life. 
Libra: Libra, you are cordially invited to 
the party that is your Ufe. Feel free to bring 
the person of your choice, and it will be 
your choice. Door prizes will be given and 
you’ll automatically be the recipient. Enjoy 
the festivities.

Scorpio: Scorpions, I want you to try this 
recipe. First, pull your favorite creative 
utensils together. Then create until you 
have reached the opus of your creativity. 
Show off and say, “Look, world, I am an 
artistic genius!” I promise that this recipe 
will be successful in the coming weeks.

Sagittarius: Sags are not feeling too senti-
mental. However, you may feel financially 
paranoid. About the sentimental crap, just 
get to the point of the situation. You won’t 
hurt anyone’s feelings. For your financial 
paranoia, I recommend you take care of 
your problem with a trained professional (at 
H&R Block).

Capricorn: Oh, Cappies, love is in the air 
due to Venus in your sign. You put in an 
effort, and it seems that love has finally 
come to you. Venus also helps to improve 
your appearance and likabiUty. Daydream 
and realize that it’s your reality. •

Sandcastles
An Interpretation of Ms. Dunn's Friday Night Lecture

by Richard Martin and Raef Byers 
the Moon staff

Richard: Hey Raef! What’s up? I just took the best nap.

Raef: How did you hke Ms. Dunn’s lecture? You know we have to 
write a lecture review on it.

Richard: Ms. Dunn’s lecture? Oops. I guess I slept right through 
it.

Raef: That’s great Richard, really !#&%#$ great! How are we sup-
posed to write a lecture review when you haven’t seen the lecture?

Richard: Oh! I don’t need to see the lecture to write an interpreta-
tion of it. It was on friendship, right? We’re friends, Raef. That’s

all I need to know.

Raef: That’s what you think, buddy! You just don’t care anymore, 
Richard. What kinda friend are you, leaving me all alone at the lec-
ture? You think you know about friendship? Whatever, Richard!

Richard: But, Raef, we do so many fun things together: miniature 
golf, air hockey, forties drinking contests, Jordan vs. Bird Sega 
Genesis basketball, and remember the time we watched Happy 
Gilmore six times in a row. I thought we had such a close friend-
ship.

Raef: Richard, you are describing the lowest type of friendship: the 
friendship of PLEASURE. You would have known that if you had 
gone to the lecture.

continued page 11
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I Opening Questions ?
AK,

Boy do I want soft curls. How can I get them? Will condi-
tioner help?

Tim Wolff

Tim,
More oil in your diet? No, just kidding.
You just might want to try a leave-in conditioner. I wouldn’t go 

with a spray-on leave-in, those seem to be more geared towards get-
ting rid of static electricity. I’m not real familiar with the quality of 
your hair, I know that it’s somewhat coarse, somewhat thick, and 
super curly, but I don’t know how much coarseness and how much 
curliness and how much thickness is a result of the current products 
you use. My feeling is that you’re going to have to experiment with 
some different conditioners and perhaps even a different shampoo

before you find something that suits your fancy. Moreover! you’re 
going to have to go with the expensive stuff to feel any immediate 
difference. Kids today, huh?always needing immediate gratifica-
tion. Oh, you could try the occasional hot-oil treatment, but if you 
do stay away from the kind with cologne in it.

I wish that I could be of more help, but I don't have too much per-
sonal experience with curls, you know. Ask Kristin Jacob what she 
uses.

AK

AK,
Man oh man!! Let me tell you! I just hate hard water stains 

and I’ve got a million of them on all the glass in my room!! 
What on earth can I do?

Terrified

The Bills
today little Tony drew the Bills

\,S>l3dd0iSt

f-£ ^ ToA/y (MY Puvl \s VERY coKIfticftta]
h£JBCTNEJ m VilLL Do GREAT HAm

You Doiw<^, evil To lNNl6C£NT peo ple / j :
VpeNcUEs Koon I FAce? y M EVIU iiEWIUS, i

Totjy/y

Acjf VV7

Terrified,
Funny that you should ask. Last 
semester I finally got fed up with 
seeing so many hard-water stains all 
over the walls of my lizard's terrari-
um. I worked and worked on the 
problem with Windex, that green 
stuff that B&G has, soap and water, 
you name it...all except the solution 
I needed.

So, one night before precept I was 
taking inventory of my refrigerator, 
Sam Adams, meal worms, two 
lemons, some water... Two lemons! 
By gum I had never considered 
lemon before. So, I took one out, 
cut it open and rubbed it all over the 
inside of my terrarium. LO! It 
worked, no more stains!

AK

AK,
What brilliant architect 

designed SFH such that the bath-
rooms are in the basement, under 
a hUi, with no heaters?!

Cold Cheeks

Cold Cheeks,
It wasn’t just one architect, there 

were two. Edward Holien and 
William Buckley.

AK

by Dave Johnston and Tony Lagouranis
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Crossword Puzzle
by A. Zavracky and M. Gets

ACROSS
1. Against
2. Abbreviation
9. Litter of baked things
14. Phobos’s planet
15. Arbor Day honoree
16. Mutual of -
17. Ugly girl’s name
18. Handel said it best 
20. He’s past the Socratic 

22. Mr. Fleming
31. Ousia
32. Gods in human form
34. Cicero's wardrobe
35. nodded, nearly napping,” (2 wds.)

36. As Antigone to Creon
39. The inevitable before death

40. Futhark (adj.)
43. Newscaster from Great Space Coaster 

46. Embrace
49. Ring—shaped Girl Scout cookies

50. A “my oh my”
51. Satan’s daughter (Milton)
52. Leroy Brown is meaner than 

one
58. Rush Limbaugh or Homer 

Simpson (3 wds.)
62. Hydrox lookalike 

64. Vestige
64. Not Groucho but----
65. Have done to bricks, eggs, and 

babes
66. Arkansas plateau
67. A Danish widow
68. Hole—makers

DOWN
1. “Ran went crazy
2. East Indonesian island

3. Itching desire
4. Catherine the Great

5. The Acropolis and Pericles

6. Boast
7. Bartok or Lugosi
8. “Can you -?” (80’s expression)

9. The least pastel
10. In these, Au = 196.967

11. - Mahal
12. A squared dance
13. like heh or hoh 
19. Greek Cupid
21 He apperceives in a unified way
24. Prefix to modernist of Platonist
25. Heart disease with a misleading name

26. Daedelus's sun—stricken sun

27. is more”
28. “The ‘And’” to Hegel

29. Prove convincingly

30. - Lanka 
33. In. piece
35. Base times height, for a rectangle
37. The Friendly Ghost, to his firiends

38. Editable ink
41. “He has”, to Pascal
42. Kinetic car burglary
44. Giant from which the world sprang, in Norse mythology

45. Venetian cab
47. Pornography
48. Grease monkey company
53. Ku Klux -
54. This noble duke had ten 

thousand men
55. Win, lose, or -
56. Un des yeux
57. Ra and Thor
58. Sis’s sib.
59. That is, the 26th letter, or 
Ebonics “I’m a slut”

60. cier, ze, d, mour, ss starter

61. Douglas tree

Solution will be printed in the 

next Moon.
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Letters to The Moon
Dear students,

In that ancient book so concerned with 
hospitality, the Odyssey, Odysseus, newly 
arrived as a guest in the home of king 
Alkinous and Queen Arete, explains his not 
having accompanied their daughter 
Nausikaa directly to the house as follows: 
“She did indeed bid me follow with her 
maidens, but I would not for fear and 
shame, lest thy heart should darken with 
wrath as thou sawest it, for we are quick to 
anger, we tribes of human beings upon the 
earth.” There is much that might be said 
about this one sentence; some people might 
begin with the observation that as usual 
Odysseus is not telling the whole truth: he 
has left out the fact that it was Nausicaa’s 
desire that he not follow hard on her heels 
so that no one would gossip about her bring-
ing back strange men from her outings. I 
am more interested in the words relating to 
anger. Neither the darkened heart nor the 
quickness to anger refers to the MENIS, the 
rage that is the first word of the Iliad. That 
may be a kind of ultimate anger, and hence 
most ruinous. But the line about the heart 
(or rather the THUMOS) contains a warning 
of its own. The word used is EPISKUS- 
SAITO, derived by ancient lexicographers 
from a word for the brow of a lion or dog. I 
once saw a crawling baby approach a dog’s 
food bowl. The dog, a well-trained and 
trusted pet, snarled and scratched the baby’s 
face.

The dog was not capable of reasoning that 
the baby was only curious or that a nudge 
and a growl would be sufficient warning to 
leave the food alone. There was, one pre-
sumes, no reasoning going on at that 
moment. I do not blame the dog. I am 
more prone to blame humans who act simi-
larly. There is a fragment of Heracleitus, 
“Dogs, too, bark at whatever they do not 
recognize”, or more colloquially: “Even a 
dog can bark at anything it doesn’t already 
know”. The implication is that one might 
hope for a little less xenophobia from 
humans. It is doubtless this line that the 
ironic Socrates has in mind at that moment 
in the Republic when he describes the 
“philosophical” attributes of the guardians 
as also present in dogs. Odysseus is worried

that human beings, the tribes of us who live 
on the earth, and in that respect are not so 
different from other tribe-like groups, 
wolves or lions or dogs, may also not be so 
different when it comes to our responses to 
strangers, especially when we see the 
strangers coming close to something we 
hold dear. I worry about it too, with respect 
to this group of us who live and work on the 
St John’s campus. Last semester I heard a 
little more often than I expected to about a 
kind of territoriality and jealousy shown to 
graduate students by undergraduates. I try 
to understand it as the response of one who 
considers himself a family member to some-
one he regards as a strange suitor. The 
image may not be entirely accurate, since I 
would expect the undergraduates who had 
been here a shorter time and thus are less 
familiar with the college and the books to 
have been more likely to be growling or 
snarling, while those who have been here 
longer might understand that exclusivity is 
not valued in this family, still less xenopho-
bia. It is comforting to think that such 
unpleasantness—some graduate students 
have described its mildest form as reminis-
cent of the Napoleonic Code: when you say 
that you are a GI you enter the category of 
Guilty Until Proven Innocent—might stem 
from a love of the college and the books, 
even if it is a jealous and dog-like attach-
ment, and not the highest of loves. But one 
other old observation about dogs comes to 
mind. It is Aesop’s fable of the Dog in the 
Manger. A farm dog wandered into a sunny 
bam in the middle of the day and settled 
himself for a nap on a heap of hay in the 
manger of the oxen. When they came back 
from their day of plowing, hungry for the 
hay, the sun had shifted and the dog had 
already had his nap but he growled posses-
sively every time the oxen approached their 
food, and would not leave the manger or let 
them eat. Odysseus and Socrates seem to 
hope that listening hospitably to strangers 
can make a difference in how we live. It is 
not always easy. Nevertheless I suppose it 
is the hope that every student and tutor 
brings to this college, without which the 
whole enterprise will collapse. A dog is no 
lover of wisdom, and lovers of wisdom

p. 9

don’t act much like dogs. Welcome back, 
undergraduates and graduate students, to our 
common enterprise. The things of friends 
are in common. Happy New Year.

Affectionately, 
Cary Stickney

To the editor:

We can work it out. I agree that it is my 
responsibility as a member of a community 
to be respectful of the sleep/study needs of 
those living around me. To develop a com-
mon understanding of what is acceptable, 
however, we need to talk to each other. 
Calling security should not be someone’s 
first reaction to loud music. Not bothering 
to ask the offender to quiet down before you 
report them is like giving up on the commu-
nity. The person might seem like a public 
nuisance at 4:00 a.m., but he is still your 
neighbor. This is someone who has read the 
Iliad, and if the music is very loud, probably 
St. Thomas Aquinas as well. It is someone 
you can talk to. If we can work out our 
small disputes, then security can keep to the 
important job of maintaining campus safety. 
I think any “public nuisance” would rather 
get a call from their tired neighbor at 2:00 
than a visit from security at 4:00. Let’s 
keep trying. We know how to live together, 
I mean, we have all read the books.

Tony Jacobs

Open letter to the students in Musicum 
Collegium:

Many thanks for the musical treat Sunday 
afternoon, November 24. That you took the 
time to prepare such lovely pieces—^piano, 
guitar, vocal—for performance is com-
mendable. You had an appreciative audi-
ence, but you deserved a much larger one!

With thanks. 
Sherry Martin 

Nancy Buchenauer
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Sonnet Challenge * Fall Blood Donors
Continues I would like to thank everyone who turned out for the November Blood Drive.

Unfortunately flu and cold symptoms (and an unidentified strain of ‘cold feet’) affected 
Last semester the editors challenged Moon read- eligibility of a number of potential donors. However, on behalf of United Blood 
ers to compose a sonnet beginning with the first recipients of its services, I would hke to acknowledge the members of
line of a published sonnet. The line we picked goUgge community for their efforts, regardless of anyone’s ehgibihty on that particu-
was the first of this sonnet by Edna St. Vincent encourage everyone to donate blood at our next drive Tuesday, February
Millay.

■Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare.
Let all who prate of Beauty hold their peace.
And lay them prone upon the earth and cease 
To ponder on themselves, the while they stare 
At nothing, intricately drawn nowhere 
In shapes of shifting lineage; let geese 
Gabble and hiss, but heroes seek release 
From dusty bondage into luminous air.
O blinding hour, O holy, terrible day.
When first the shaft into his vision shone 
Of light anatomized! Euclid alone 
Has looked on Beauty bare. Fortunate they 
Who, though once only and then but far away. 
Have heard her massive sandal set on stone.

—Edna St. Vincent Millay

Thanks to Sarah Fields who submitted her own 
sonnet using the same first line.

Edna alone has looked on Beauty bare;
A skeleton she stood, woree that a waif 
without her guts, her eyes, her skin, her hair. 
Cursed rage for stripping! Turncoat poets grieve 
(who, when they won’t p)dhagorize, will write) 
what poetry’s “little ways” delineate 
Euclid has barricaded for tiie Great 
Let each write a sonnet to nothingness, 

is the thing about ratio its nudity?
^ Butjust as real, behind those perfect lines.
'4 lurks somehow—like excessive poetry.

I
 For all the holiness their length defines, 

her verse spells out the light anatomies 
where geometers play, with diffcreng signs.

—Sarah Fields

For the next issue, try your hand at this line. 
Don’t hesitate if, as we intend, you’ve never 
heard of the poem.

Yes, call me by my pet-name! let me hear •

18th:
Elizabeth Anderson 
Richard Kruempel 
Matthew Bartels 
Maraiya League 
Angela Beate 
Daryl Loomis 
Jacob Blakesly 
Mikeal Lowery 
Catherine Bohnsack 
Tracey Lucas 
David Bolotin 
Heather MacLean 
Suzanne Branch 
Stephen Maggitti 
Andrew Burgard 
Kyle McNamee 
Laura Cooley 
Honor Moody 
Kelsey Cummings 
Dean Paetzold 
Seth Dickson 
Megan Parker 
Mary Dietsch 
Carolyn Roberts

Mike Duran 
Jennifer Rogers 
Jacob Eckber 
Eric Rosprim 
Henry Eiden 
Joseph Shaffer 
Peter Elliott 
Dianna Simosko 
Taffeta Elhott 
Elizabeth Skewes 
Kathryn Fiebelkom 
Edward Stickney 
George Finney 
Lisa Vigil 
Walker Hagius 
Susan Walker 
James Hall 
Abigail Weinberg 
Rachel Hopkins 
Rebecca Whiteman 
Matthew Johnston 
Timothy Wolff 
Rebekah Jongewaard 
Kee Zubhn

Thank You, 
Matt Johnston

A Pair of Poems

A Poem for Taffeta

my rustic belly squirms 
it writhes, it craves a meal 
a plucky concrete stream 
not tender truffles, stale

A Poem for David

these diamond winters skin my drive 
fruitful action rendered foreign 
life’s in sordid drools of summer 
sweaty sleep and frantic garden

— Sarah DeSilvey

Slumber

for Carey Stickney

Mr. Stickney, what is sleep?
A night nurse pulling tight the blinds 
who, for a time, our souls can keep 
from overworking tired minds.

Slumber somehow meets the need 
to make more room for Aristotle. 
Early yet? I’ll take, indeed, 
the waking sleep that is the bottle.

— D. Johnston
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Numbers always add up 
to Nothing

by Cobalt Blue

A single death is a tragedy 
But a million deaths is a statistic.

I remember the sidewalks in Mexico City. 
Packed shoulder to shoulder with a million 
other Mexicans all gasping to get one 
breath of polluted air. We marched down 
the sidewalk surrounded on both sides by 
the brokers and the salesmen showing their 
wares from makeshift booths.

And the boys sang, “Empanadas!”
And the girls replied, “Helados!”
And the children all sold Chiclets—three 
for a peso.
And a constant tug on my shirt came from a 
toddler, who in perfect broken English 
would say, “Peso for me?”

We continued our march. No one knew 
where the crowd was going. No one ques-
tioned why. Nobody really cared as long as 
we were moving forward.

Then I saw him. A boy, maybe fourteen at 
most, lying on the concrete. Arms and legs 
sprawled out. Head resting on the hot, well 
worn pavement. From the corner of his 
mouth came a stream of new spittle which 
ran over the old caked, spittle, long since 
dried.

The crowd gingerly sidestepped the boy 
and kept surging onward. My heart went 
out to him but my feet moved forward.

The traffic knows no compassion.

***

His single death may have been a tragedy 
but I wonder about all the little deaths that 
occurred inside each one of us in that mass 
of a million souls that just kept walking. 
What happened to us? Were we just a sta-
tistic? •

... Hulk Hogan, cont'dfrompage 3 
pile-driver, back breaker after back break-

er—in fifteen minutes Hulk Hogan had 
wiped out twenty-five guardsmen. A crowd 
had gathered during the fight, and they 
cheered as the Hulkster put a choke hold on 
the last soldier. Inspired by their new cham-
pion, the peasants ran to their homes, 
grabbed rakes, torches, hoes, and whatever 
else they could find.

Within two hours, the people had taken 
over the kingdom.

“But who shall be our new king?” cried a 
man from the middle of the mob.

Every voice in unison cried, “HULK 
HOGAN!”

And so Hulk Hogan became His Majesty 
Hulk Hogan, ruler of the land. He loved his 
subjects and ruled over them wisely and 
kindly. He became known as Hogan the 
Merciful, Hogan the Just. His sweeping 
social programs improved the lives of all the 
peasants. Crime fell and nuns could walk 
the streets without fear. Public medicine, 
education, rat control; the people loved him, 
and he loved them.

His Royal Highness Hulk Hogan grew 
old.

.. .Sandcastles, continued from page 6 
Richard: What about all the things that we 
do for each other? I lent you my toothpaste, 
my hair care products, my car, and some-
times I even let you wear my Hawaiian 
shirts.

Raef: You are still talking about one of the 
basest forms of friendship; the friendship of 
UTILITY!

Richard: But our friendship goes beyond 
just pleasure and utility. I think of you as 
another me. I would do anything for you 
Raef. Your well-being is just as important 
as my own.

Raef: Whatever, Richard! What about the 
time you pushed me in front of a bus? Or, 
the time you put a dead fish in my bed? Or, 
telling all my dates that I wear girl’s 
panties?

Richard: Well ##$*&% you Raef! It’s not 
like you’re Mr. Nice-Guy either. What 
about the time you pissed all over my bed

One day while getting out of bed, he acci-
dentally placed his aged foot in a puddle of 
mutton grease on his bedroom floor. He 
slipped and hit his head on his armor lying 
in the comer. Once again the whole world 
spun around him.

When he awoke, he found himself back in 
the wrestling arena. The crowds jostled to 
get a glimpse of him, and there, leaning over 
him was his manager and his old arch-
enemy, Rick “the Model” Martel.

“What happened? Are you all right?” his 
manager poked at the bump on the 
Hulkster’s forehead.

“I have been to a strange and wonderful 
place,” Hogan smiled weakly, “I’ve learned 
some new moves.”

“Oh yeah?” his manager looked doubtful, 
“lets see them.”

Slowly, Hulk Hogan rose from the floor. 
The crowd went silent as Hulk turned to 
face Rick “the Model” Martel. Martel 
shook, not knowing what to expect.

Hulk Hogan opened his arms and 
embraced Rick “the Model” Martel.

“I love you, brother,” he whispered in his 
ear. •

when you were drank? Or, the time you 
told my mom I was working as a male strip-
per? Or, the time you put hot chilies in my 
underwear?
Suddenly, Raef and Richard notice Gillian 

Tan floating down gently from the sky in a 
parachute.
Gillian: Raef, did you not learn anything 
from Ms. Dunn’s lecture? If there are two 
people who come closest to true friendship, 
it would be Richard and Raef. Remember 
the time, Raef, you had your tongue stuck in 
an electric socket, and without thinking 
about himself, Richard grabbed you and 
pulled you free, suffering himself from the 
same shock. As Aristotle says, “For no one 
would choose to live without friends even if 
he had all other goods.”

Gillian lands and runs off into the sunset. 
Richard: Listen to Gillian, Raef. Let go of 
your anger and let us restore the harmonious 
accords of our friendship.

Raef: Whatever, Richard! Gillian didn’t see 
the lecture either. What can she know about 
friendship? I hate you, Richard.*
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creditsANNOUNCEMENTS
This Week’s Filins 

The Apu Trilogy
Part I: Father Panchali, this Saturday 7pm 
Part n: Aparajito, Wednesday, 1/29 7pm 
Part HI: Apu Sansar, Saturday, 2/1 7pm 

Some of India’s finest films, this trilogy shows 
the life of Apu, from boyhood to fatherhood. 
Music by Ravi Sankar. Probably the best films 
of the semester.

Shakespeare’s Duels Captivates Young 
Audiences

Shakespeare In Santa Fe, in association with St, 
John’s College, will present Shakespeare’s Duels 
in over 30 schools throughout northern New 
Mexico, January 27 through February 28.

Thousands of children will have their teeth set on 
edge and laugh themselves into stitches by shows 
of brute force, bluffing farce, and withering wiL 
Scenes from Taming of the Shrew, Romeo and 
Juliet, Twelfth Night, and Macbeth are sculpted 
into a compact 45 minute production, using duel-
ing as the central theme. Education packets, 
which include synopses of the plays from which 
the scenes are taken, pieces about Shakespeare 
and dueling, and a study guide are provided to 
assist teachers in preparing students for the per-
formances. After each show, the actors play 
Shakespearean word games with the children, in 
a shortened version of the workshops which may 
be scheduled for smaller groups as a follow-up to 
the performance.
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Mexico as an independent bi-weekly student newspaper. 
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authors rather than those of the College. Issues are dis-
tributed at no charge to students, faculty and staff on the 

Santa Fe campus, and yearly subscriptions can be obtained 
for $35. Tax-deductible contributions welcome. 

We solicit contributions from all members of the college 
community. Staff and contributors meet Wednesdays at 
noon in the SJC coffee shop. Material for the following 

issue should be submitted by noon on Friday, January 17. 
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Macintosh disk along with a typed, double-spaced copy 
including the author's name and phone number. Hard copies 

without disks are also acceptable. The Moon reserves the 
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King James threatened to punish with death any person 
who conveyed St. Raymund out of the island of Majorca. 

Full of confidence in God, Raymund walked to the seo, 
spread his cloak upon the water, and tied up one corner to 

a staff for a sail. On this vessel the saint was wafted to 
the harbour at Barcelona.


