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Jones Fire
by Loma Anderson
the Moon Staff

It’s Friday night. Everyone is out right now on 
the placita, listening to the sophistry contest. I 
just heard a raucous, collective yell. Wonder 
who won. But I’m a good reporter. I sacrifice 
alcohol, savage crowds, hot tubbing, and more 
alcohol, for the Truth. The juice. The Truth is 
more important than the debaucherous, lecher-
ous, writhing bodies with whom I could divinely 
commune. The Truth holds sway over my more 
base impulses. And so I sit here, philosophically 
plodding through the facts, to give my fellow stu-
dents a small, yet not insignificant, morsel of 
Truth.

Actually, I want to be out there right now, 
doing whatever it is that’s being done out there, 
right now. So this is going to be short and sweet.

There was a fire. It was in Jones. It started 
around 5:00 A.M. on April 29. It was in Asher 
Radunsky’s room and burned his bed to a crisp. 
Asher, though, was not there. He had left earlier, 
assuming he had put out the small fire he found 
burning on the edge of his bed against the wall. 
But Jacob was there. Jacob Blakesley felt the 
heat. He saw the orange, hazy glow emanating 
from Asher’s room. He called Asher’s name, 
fearing that Asher, like his mattress, was singe-
ing quietly in his sleep. He received no answer 
and so, thinking to save himself, ran through the 
middle room. This is how he got first, second 
and third degree bums on 25% of his body. By 
the time he got out, it was around 5:30 A.M. 
Sara Elzerman and Mai Grant helped him into 
Kirby, into Mai’s room, put on Don Giovanni 
and gave him water to drink. Then the ambu-
lances came. They took Jacob to St. Vincent’s 
Hospital. He was there for an hour. Then they 
airlifted him to the Albuquerque University 
General Hospital Bum Unit. He has been there a 
long time, and he wants to go home. He will do 
just that on Monday, May 19. When he gets 
home, he will be in more rehab and will be walk-
ing in about a week. They gave him skin grafts 
on his feet, which were badly burned. He wants

everyone to know that, contrary to popular opin-
ion, it was not he that went running around to 
everyone’s room in Jones and warned them of 
the fire. He was not in a position to do that. It 
was Mike Rozak. Jacob wants everyone to com-
mend Mike for his courage and acts of honor.

The theory is that it was an electrical fire. Mr. 
Valentine, St. John’s treasurer, says the situation 
is still under investigation, headed by the Fire 
Marshal and the origin and source investigator 
from the insurance company. He said there have 
been no major fires in the uppers dorms, ESL, or 
SFH, since he has been here, which was ten years 
ago.

So that’s it. Any more questions, ask Mr. 
Valentine. I’m back to Reality... •

Hell and Heaven
by Cobalt Blue
the Moon Staff

El Paso was a city of cement and traffic. Ehike 
stepped off the bus and felt the hot border wind 
blowing the Mexican dust and dirt into his hair 
and eyes. He swung his pack out of the luggage 
compartment and slipped his arms through the 
straps. Adjusting the straps and shifting the 
weight while he walked, he searched his memory 
for anything that might help him get his bearings 
in this concrete cancer of a city. Eyes scanning 
the horizon recaptured several features that had 
been hidden in the dusty files of memory—the 
tall jagged treeless mountains on the outskirts of 
low level concrete bunkers, the stone grey mono-
liths of downtown, the huge blacktop freeway 
elevated above the reach of mere mortals and 
cutting across the city only to disappear in the 
distance like some crazy incision across the sun-
burned flesh of the belly of the desert.

A few hours and a few miles later Duke found 
himself standing in a slow moving line amidst 
tourists, businessmen and Mexican low wage 
workers waiting to pay the dime toll to cross the 
foot bridge into backwards land. Mexico is not 
the land that time forgot but more like the land 
that time chose to suppress. Duke would not

New Moon (not NooMooN) 
Editors Elected

On Tuesday, May 6, the Moon Staff voted in next year’s editors. After a four hour deliberation, 
Carisa Armendariz and Evan Skladany were elected as co-editors. Arraendariz and SkJadany are 
already making plans for the ‘97-’98 academic yem". Anyone who has either an interest in being a 
staff member or ideas for next year’s Moon should feel free to contact either of them at any time of 
day or into the wee hours of the night. So long, suckers; the keys are under the mat. •
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have been surprised to see a sign that read, 
“Welcome to Mexico—set your watch forty years 
back.” Everywhere Duke looked all he saw was 
filth and poverty. This was the true meaning of 
being dirt poor.

Duke fished some change and some bits of lint 
from his pocket and placed a shiny dime face 
down on the wooden shelf beneath the booth win-
dow. A slow, withered hand reached out from a 
hole in the tinted glass and slid the dime back into 
obscurity. It had that slow deliberate movement 
of those mechanical banks that they sold when 
Duke was a kid. The kind you would place your 
change in a slot and a small flesh painted arm 
would extend to pull the money into the safety of 
the black box. Duke paused for a second and 
wondered how many times that action had been 
repeated here. How many dimes had slid into the 
mysterious, dark toll booth? How many times 
had that ugly, bald head of Dwight D. Eisenhower 
scraped the surface of that wooden window sUl?

Duke suddenly became aware of the angry and 
anxious eyes staring down on him from the rest of 
the line and he nervously stepped forward. After 
a few quick steps he broke into his long hiking 
stride. InhaUng, he assaulted his senses with the 
fierce border town stench of a stale and decaying 
Mexico.

“Hmmm ... the smell of no catalytic converters 
and the lack of government regulation,” thought 
Duke as he smiled at the reception line of boys 
waiting to greet him with candy, gum or other 
various goods for a small price. Beyond them 
were the men who were waiting to take you in 
their cars to where the booze, drugs and women 
were. Heaven can be found in odd places. •

Navy Versus St. John’s 
College, Croquet

From the current (April 28, 1997) issue o/Sports 
Illustrated. In the “Best of Everything” article 
on College Sports, under “Most Obscure 
Rivalry”:

No two schools could be further apart peda- 
gogically (one is a military academy, the other a 
Great Books college) or closer geographically 
(the two Annapolis, MD, campuses are separated 
by only the width of King George Street). While 
cadets must participate in a sport, be it intercolle-
giate or intramural, St. John’s has little in the 
way of sports, other than intramurals . .. and its 
croquet club. The Johnnies have won 11 of the 
14 Annapolis Cup matches. “You don’t under-
stand,” says one plebe. “They’re out there prac-
ticing croquet every afternoon! Alabama should 
take football this seriously.” •
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Warriors of Virtue
An Interpretation of Joe Sachs’ Friday Night Lecture

by Richard Martin and Raef Byers
the Moon Staff

In an Ancient world when civilization was 
scarce, fierce warriors like Raefamemnon and 
Richilles lorded over their fellow man.

There was constant warfare in a world ruled by 
might. There was no peace, nor friendship.

Richilles (alone in his tent); O thank you. Dean 
Cares, god of war, for bestowing on me this lus-
cious chocolate cake. May you help me smite 
down anyone who tries to take your gift away 
from me.

Raefamemnon: Open up RichUles! I hear that 
you have chocolate cake. Bow down and give it 
to me or else I will crush you like a boulder 
falling on a little baby. Cry, baby Richilles, cry 
for your mother!

Richilles: Oh, I better hide the cake. Okay, 
come on in, Raefamemnon. Hi, found any new 
slave girls lately?

Raefamemnon: Don’t try to change the subject, 
you sniveling son of a small-breasted mother. I 
can clearly see that you have chocolate crumbs 
all about your mouth. I command you to hand 
over the cake!

Richilles: Who are you to lord over me, you 
cowardly son of a toothless father? Dean Cares, 
god of war, gave the cake to me. With a full and 
satisfied stomach, I will lord this luscious cake 
over you.

(They fight.)

Raefamemnon: With this sword, I wiU shear off 
your beautiful hair, little lamb!

Richilles: With this spear, I will run you through 
and then add mushrooms and squash and roast 
you over the camp fire, you little shishkebab!

(Don Cookistotle enters.)

Don Cookistotle: If we are to learn to live in a 
community of peace and friendship, you two are 
going to have to find the mean of your dialectical 
struggle! By Zeus, you need to think about the 
common good and share the cake!

Richilles: No, by Dean Cares, I will not share 
my cake!

Raefamemnon: Time will stand still when I will 
listen to a pasty-faced philosopher. I want the 
cake only for myself.

Cookistotle: But if you share the cake, you will 
become an immortal and beautiful philosopher 
like me. Share, you ugly losers who had to take 
your hairy sisters to the prom!

Raefamemnon and Richilles: You’re right, Don 
Cookistotle. From now on, we’ll share and pur-
sue the good of philosophy.

Richilles: Have some cake, Raefamemnon.

Raefamemnon: It sure is yummy. I love you! •

The Last Word
by Cobalt Blue
the Moon Staff

“We didn’t get an article from you this week, 
Duke.”

“Yeah, I know, Dave.” Duke stared at the lines 
on the page. Then he stared at the spaces in 
between. Then his eyes turned to the tip of the 
pen where the ink used to flow. “I can’t write 
anymore, Dave.”

“That’s silly . . . you’re one of the best writers 
for the magazine.”

“I’ve lost it. I’ve lost the ability. The words 
don’t come together anymore.”

“Relax. Take a break. They’ll come. Every 
writer gets a block now and then.” Dave patted 
him on the back and walked on.

“Right.” Duke nodded and continued to

stare into the whiteness of the page.

Later as the coffee shop crowd died down, 
Duke reached into his pocket and pulled forth a 
bundle of letters tied with an old piece of string. 
Slowly he loosened the knotted twine and drew 
forth each letter individually.

Purposefully and singularly he opened every 
letter and his eye followed every motion on the 
page. Every curve, every sway of every charac-
ter he examined with a loving eye. He memo-
rized every line. He dreamed he was the place 
where she signed. Then when he finished, he 
would return to the start and begin to read again 
as if by this action he could retrace the path back 
to Maijorie’s heart.

4:4e:(c
Time passed slowly in the small cafe. The 

shadows of the day were growing long when
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Tutor Anagrams
by Fat Elf At Toilet with help from Sank Heart 
and Cry ‘All Wake’

See if you can solve these anagrams built on 
tutors’ names. An anagram is a phrase formed 
from another by rearranging its letters. For 
example, “Nuns dally” is an anagram for “Sally 
Dunn”. Solutions appear upside down on page 
6.

Note: The Moon does not mean to suggest any 
relation between a person’s character and the 
anagram built on his or her name.

I gorge algae.
Breasts rock, 
crisp tepee 

sly, dry, mean 
O, ranch men!
Jar my ice. 

mi vaca ir toro 
Shave in rank, thanks.
Head, toe, grunt joy!

France a las horas 
Yes, cranky, cite!
Hand a dagger.
Rhymers train.

Tzar whelps Nell.
O, a husk, a jest 
dorky mut lift 

I jink from 
Fan a pork nag.

kiss hug nut 
Part greed, I tod.

See page 6 for solutions.

Duke gathered the bundle of letters. With clum-
sy fingers he retied the string and slid them back 
into his coat pocket. He stared at the blankness 
of the page before him and thought to himself, “I 
hate it when you have to write the ‘goodbye’ let-
ter and the ‘I’m sorry’ notes. They’re always the 
hardest. The shopping list, the postcard to Aunt 
Lou, the ‘thank you for the nice sweater’ card I’U 
always be able to fake. But the rest of it? I don’t 
know. I don’t know if I’ll ever write again. I’ve 
lost all my faith in words. Every sentence I’ve 
spun, every phrase I’ve turned, every word I’ve 
written, they all seem so worthless now. Now 
that she’s gone. And for all that time I spent 
searching for the words to say what I felt. None 
of those words can stand against the words I saw 
the night I came home to find Maijorie gone and 
the 3x5 well articulated notecard she left behind. 
‘Fuck it,’ it read.” •
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^ Sports Sputterings

Well fellow sports lovers, I thought that I 
would be glad to write this last article. Alas, it 
just tears me up inside knowing that I’ll never 
again be able to sway your opinion on sports. So 
here, in my farewell epitaph, I decided to look 
backwards and look forwards, back at all four 
years of wonderful sporting life, and a look 
ahead at the last few days of sports coming up. 
To the rear first.

I have a lot of really fond memories from my 
interlude here. Like the time we were playing 
croquet and drinking gin and tonics, only 
Richard wasn’t using any tonic and Nathan 
Hendler accidentally hit me in the eye with a cro-
quet ball so hard that I still have a scar. Or the 
time that I accidentally hit Amy Ryce really hard 
with a soccer ball and she forgave me after 
weeks of groveling. Or when we were playing 
volleyball and Marjorie Rouche was against a 
really big guy who thought he was cool because 
he could really hit the ball hard and she just up 
and stuffed him and he went away crying like a 
puppy. Or the time I saw all those people play-
ing jacks and racing bicycles and hitting on 
women. Or when we were playing softball and 
Aunt Jemimah Buckley was really out at second 
base, but he decided he was safe so he just stood 
there and we couldn’t move him so he was safe 
after aU. Or when Raef dressed up as a super-
hero in a towel for a cape and an American flag 
bandanna and a fasching mask and soaked the 
GIs with a supersoaker water gun (which we’d 
gotten to annoy the JF women) because the GIs 
had the big balcony and we had Terpsichore and 
then they dumped water on us from our roof and 
security came and while I was talking to them a 
big water balloon came out of Raef’s hand and 
landed right in the middle of my trying to reason 
with Dotty and Tony Padilla. Or when we 
played football in Denver on Thanksgiving 
because all the people with me felt really bad 
that I wasn’t around my family playing football, 
which I only mention because the sentimental 
side of me wants to thank them and everyone 
else who’ve gone out of their way to make me 
feel at home here, and here has become the home 
I dreamed it would be. Or the time when we 
almost started a fight at United World College. 
Or the time we actually did start a fight with 
United World College. But these are all only a 
handful of the fondly fond memories I have. 
Now, I suppose, it is time to move on to that 
final week when I’ll be doing classy things (even 
though I’d rather chug a lug a mug of Budweiser 
beer than drink a crystal glass of champagne) and 
watching the final sporting events of my career 
here at St. John’s College.

Everyone, of course, knows about the Senior- 
Faculty softball game Saturday at one o’clock. 
There’s a lot on the line, because Mr. Rawn said

by Tim Wolff
the Moon Staff

they would “whup up on us,” and I told him that 
we are not the “dirty little cricket hugs” he and 
Mr. Carey expect. But after that is the real fun. 
There will be a double bout set up in a ring on 
the Placita. The first is the rematch between 
Angela “A-bomb” Nusbaum and Patrick “Pretty 
Rabbit” Nash (remember all the blood last 
time?). The real fun starts when the main match 
between Carisa Armendariz and James Wetzel 
takes place. That will be the battle of wills, the 
battle of magic, and the battle of battles. But 
now the time has come, and I must say good-bye. 
I tried for a really long time to come up with 
something witty to say, but all I came up with 
was this question: Who put the bop in the bop- 
do-bop-de-bop? I only ask, because I think it 
was Mr. Starr, but does anybody really know? 
OK, it’s a lame ending. Sorry, I just can’t see 
too well through tears in the computer’s eyes. •

The Well-Dressed 
Philosopher

by Alex Zavracky
the Moon Staff

It has long been noted among us that the ardu-
ous and painstaking process of ironing one’s 
pants is unnecessary, since the simple act of 
wearing them, if repeated often enough, will 
eventually beat out all wrinkles and creases. We 
may now leave our clothes in the dryer as long as 
we please, overnight, or over two nights, or up to 
a full week, while we lazily contemplate whatev-
er philosophical text is presented to us by the 
benevolent Designers of the Program, and we 
may feel good about ignoring whatever superego 
the aforesaid texts have left uninjured, that little 
voice that tells us, “Get your damned clothes out 
of the dryer! The longer they sit in there, the 
more wrinkled they get!” This voice may be 
ignored because some law of nature, unstudied 
by physicists, kindly demands that wrinkles 
should yield to the continuous pressure of our 
pulsing legs and become smooth.

It has even been noted among us that a pair of 
pants, if worn for several weeks without inter-
ruption, can actually be “worn clean.” To wear a 
pair of clean pants is an act that requires dedica-
tion, foresight, and self-abnegation, all philo-
sophical virtues demanded by the most profound 
ethicists. Aristotle, for example, was often seen 
to “wear his toga clean.” People would often say 
to him, “Your toga is filthy, covered by dirt and 
stains. Why don’t you wash it?” Aristotle 
would reply, “I intend to continue wearing this 
toga until it becomes clean.” His theory was that 
the hot and the dry of the legs actuate the poten-
tiality of “cleanness,” but Aristotle was wrong 
about a lot of things and scientists today still
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cannot adequately explain the mechanism by 
which stains and filth can be removed from 
pants by the simple act of wearing them.

Philosophers throughout the ages have chal-
lenged existing styles and moved fashion to new 
Moments. It is widely known that Alexander the 
Great was the first man to shave his face, but it 
is not so widely known that it was his teacher 
Aristotle who gave him the idea, which has 
remained dominant in all civilized countries 
until Nietzsche, who set the paradigm for the 
mouth-concealing moustache which has 
inspired, among others. Dr. Albert Schweitzer, 
and which will, I confidently predict, become 
the facial hair of choice in the next millennium.

We must now carry this great tradition forth 
into the world, using the following three maxims 
derived from our experience here:

1) If you have to get up before nine o’clock, 
don’t bother taking a shower.

2) Reveal as much toe as possible.
3) Hair: whatever.

Let us cultivate our garden. •

GATHERING
Sunday, 24 January 5 P.M.

by Sam Larcombe, SF 68 
reprinted from Seven

1.

The rain today is 
stale rain/ the mind 
must be diverted from 
what is thrown before it

I am 
standing
up against the window 

a green stone
in my hand the once green stems 
of flowers
in a silver cup nearby

I have been 
readin at random 
from Porphyry on Plotinus: 

he seemed ashamed of being 
in the body 

and the scholium circa 1963:
get out of the poem.

from which 
come beginnings 
not responses:

I have forgotten things 
and the work to be done still eludes me:

I establish
(continued on back page)
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^/i& SBa/i/ Jfiav€& Oa&
by Dane Owen
the Moon Staff

For many of you this will be the last Bon Vivant article that you will read 
because you will not be attending St John's anymore. Congratulations to 
those of you who will be graduating! Congratulations to those of you who 
realized early in the program that you did not want to be a St. John’s tutor 
when you graduated! To the rest of you...the grapes were sour anyway.

You are leaving the college, and perhaps more importantly, leaving the 
meal plan. What will you do now? I am not asking about what sort of pro-
fession you will pursue, I know you won't be able to get a job, I am talking 
about FOOD. What will happen to you when you wake up far, far away 
from a cafeteria? How will you survive? Who will feed you? Will Mom 
and Dad answer your pathetic cry? I guess the answer would be yes for 
most of you, but for the rest I have attempted to jot down a few simple 
recipes to help you on your way.

Cry Baby Soap
ingredients; one box Mac and Cheese
directions: Cry about how hard it is to make soup from scratch and then 
have Mac and Cheese again for the fifth time this week.

Can O’ Soup
ingredients; can of soup
directions: Open the can of soup with a “can opener.” Then heat the soup 
in an appropriate containment vessel, in an appropriate way for that vessel 
Do not put a metal can into the microwave!

Lazy Daze Pizza
ingredients; $18.50
directions; Open the phone book to “P” for pizza (it’s not under 
“Restaurant”, it’s under “Pizza”). Say “I would like a pizza delivered to...” 
then give them your address.

Toast
ingredients; Caloric and bread
directions: If you have to read directions about how to make toast, your 
Mommy should really be with you in the kitchen.

ingredients: eggs
directions: You do realize that this is an animal product, and not in your 
protienless vegan diet So, turn ^und and take them back to the store.

Poached Birkenstocks (la Piercing
ingredients: one pair of old birkenstocks, water, and a drop of blood from a 
recent piercing
directions: Take a hubcap off your car (or someone else’s if you don’t have 
one). Fill with bottled water. Bring to a near boil. Add birkenstocks. 
Cook until al dente. Move immediately to the plate and season with die 
blood fromryour latest piercing. Voila!

The latter recipe was developed for those of you who will be driving 
home and will inevitably run out of gas somewhere around the Oklahoma 
border. God bless, and good luck. May your parents’ trust fund to you 
never run out and leave you dependent upon your wits for income. Fmc 
well. •

Biographical Notes on Mr. Cohn
by Jason Bielagus

Jim Cohn passed his formative years in the 
suburb of Amherst, New York. While going to 
school there, he was forced to play sports. He 
hated dodge ball above all others. Although his 
childhood must have been frustrating, Mr. Cohn 
feels that now it is he who laughs last. The child 
who was best at dodge ball is now in a state peni-
tentiary.

As a young man, Mr. Cohn went to the Harvard 
of New Hampshire, Dartmouth. He was always 
bored there during exam periods. It was during 
one of these exam periods that he read Zen and 
the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance.

After graduating from Dartmouth in 1981, Mr. 
Cohn went to graduate school at the Harvard of 
the Mid-West, the University of Chicago. There, 
he attended the Committee on Social Thought, 
which is a sort of sequel to the St. John’s 
Program. For seven years he pmsued his Ph.d. 
His dissertation and defense (analogous to the 
Senior Essay and Oral) was on Proust’s 
Remembrance of Things Past, and Madame de

Lafayette’s Princesse de Cleves.
How did Mr. Cohn acquire his proficiency in 

French, which is manifested daily and in his dis-
sertation? “I tried to spend every summer I could 
in France,” he said. How was this possible? “I 
would take groups of kids over to France.” 
What? Parents put their nubile daughters into the 
hands of one tall, dark, well-dressed man and 
sent them to France? “Well, it was more like, 
would I be able to handle their daughters? Most 
of them were spoiled brats. It was good for them 
to go to another country where people wouldn’t 
do what they said.”

Is Mr. Cohn’s current position as a St. John’s 
tutor such a far throw away from his job as a tour 
guide? Perhaps now he takes us by the hand and 
guides us through the strange country of the 
Great Books.

Besides going to France as a tour guide, Mr. 
Cohn has traveled through other parts of Europe. 
He once had a political epiphany while waiting 
for a bus in England. He saw the sign for the bus 
stop, so he waited beneath it as he had done so 
many times before. A woman who was already
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waiting there began to curse at him in a thick 
British accent and bludgeon him with her 
umbrella. Those blows knocked light into Mr. 
Cohn’s mind. Although in America everyone 
crowds around the bus stop, in England tradition 
teaches that it is proper to wait in an orderly line. 
He saw that in America there is importance 
placed on individual rights, while in England tra-
dition is king of all.

When Mr. Cohn can tear himself away from his 
academics, he enjoys making furniture. “I have a 
little shop in the garage,” he explained. Another 
one of his diversions is to pass hours in quiet 
reflection on a walk. During these walks his two 
dalmatians usually accompany him.

From a distance, would Mr. Cohn with his dal-
matians resemble Waldo and his dalmatians, 
from 101 Dalmatians'! Are there other parallels 
between St. John’s and 101 Dalmatians? Could 
DDT have been the model for Cruella De Ville? 
Was Mr. Haggard the model for the wise old 
horse? I hope this summer will leave you time to 
ponder these questions. •
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'A’HoroscopeiiV

Taurus
You need to explore your wild side. This means 
actually stepping outside and walking. Yes, go 
on a hike, go camping. By spending some time 
doing things without the aid of modem appli-
ances, you will become your own tool. It will 
make you crafty and a little easier to be around.

Gemini
Now is the time to re-vamp your image. You are 
more interesting and suaver than usual due to 
Venus in your sign. Take this opportunity to 
experiment with style and personal changes. I 
suggest that you do something that you have 
wanted to do but haven’t before had the guts to 
do.

Cancer
You are going to have renewed energy due to the 
full moon in your house of health. Rosy-cheeked 
and robust, you will attract attention and then: 
bam! Hot lookin’ dateables are kicking down 
your door. Looks like you might find yourself a 
new love interest.

Leo
It’s all about appearances. You’ve got to look 
good, sound charismatic, and you’ve got to be 
seen with the “right” people. Sounds like 
“Beverly Hills 90210,” but I promise that this is 
the best way for you to become happy. You 
need a jet-setter lifestyle.

Virgo
Virgins are attacking life with a bmtal intensity 
for the next few months. You’ll have all kinds of 
energy and plenty of places to use your intensity 
but it will be easy for you to be impatient. If you 
use tact you’ll be much more effective.

Libra
A Mercury-Pluto opposition in your house of 
travel means that a journey will have a profound 
effect on your life. At St. John’s, a journey can 
mean many things. For the handsome and crafty 
hero Odysseus, journey meant a homecoming. 
For Socrates it meant the journey to find the 
forms. Journey means different things to differ-
ent people. Hope it means something to you.

Scorpio
Jupiter’s influence makes you an experimenter. 
So, try something that you’ve wanted to do but

by Carisa Armendariz
the Moon Staff

maybe find a little offensive, or worse, perverse. 
I’m not saying that this experimenting stuff is 
good. Seems that being bad is what you need to 
do.

Sagittarius
Now is an interesting time for Sags. There’s this 
distinct dichotomy that whispers, “Love me” 
and, “Get the hell away from me.” So, you obvi-
ously need your space, but you need people too. 
What do you do? Well, I personally battle with 
this problem quite frequently and I find that let-
ters and phone calls cure the love problem and 
smack away the need to ask someone to leave 
you alone.

Capricorn
The full moon is in your house of safety. 
There’s really no nice way to say, “Step on a 
crack and break your mama’s back.” Please use 
caution in your daily routine. More crappy 
news: you must be tactful when dealing with 
demanding people. The urge to yell out obsceni-
ties must be kicked down.

Aquarius
A combination of Venus and Jupiter make now 
the best time to fall in love. There are two prob-
lems I have with saying this. First, you can’t just 
go out and look for love. Secondly, if you do 
avidly pursue love how do you know that the 
person that you are after isn’t a psychopath or a 
convicted criminal? I’m sure that falling in love 
is great, but the men with very large silver ankle 
bracelets are not the men to go for.

Pisces
Things are going to rapidly change these next 
few weeks. Personal relationships are moving 
(or not moving), you’re changing the way 
you feel about yourself, and you’ve sud-
denly become everyone’s shrink. It’s very 
interesting that when the situation differs 
for Pisceans they adjust so willingly. Can 
it be that you don’t really know what a 
regular situation is? That’s okay, you 
won’t be the leper for much longer.

Aries
Air signs sextiling your Sun produce a 
harmonious effect for you. Things that 
will be easy for you to do include making 
new friends and finding new things to do. 
You must take the initiative. 
Communicating your thoughts is impor-
tant. Do this through a creative medium.
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reopening Questions?
Ooooohhh, this is my last article. Weep with 

me. There are a few questions that I haven’t got-
ten to and won’t get to, and I’m sorry. There are 
some questions that have become untimely—and 
you know, journalism is all about timeliness—so 
I won't answer those. There are some questions 
which / vaguely remember, but have lost and 
don’t want to try to reinvent, and I’m real sorry 
about those, too.

AK,
Why is it that blueberry bagels are purple, 

but the blueberry muffins in the coffee shop 
are green?

Chromatically Disturbed

Chromatically Disturbed,
Before 1 begin let me just say that I only sort of 

understand what you’re asking. You're saying 
that bluebeny bagels are purple as a general rule 
and blueberry muffins in the coffee shop are 
green as a general rule, and the thing you’re 
wondering about is why these two blueberry 
products are of different colours even though 
they both have blueberries in them? That’s fine.

Alright, well, this is actually a very exciting 
question for me to have received. My first ques-
tion six semesters ago was about a blueberry 
muffin. I wrote the questions back then, you 
know, but that doesn’t take from the fact that it 
was the first question I addressed. I’m going to 
reprint it here for sake of nostalgia right after I 
try to make up an answer for you.

In my youthful folly I used to try to make 
bagels. I never tried to make them with blueber-
ries, but I still know what the bagel make-up is. 
They’re just plain old boiled flour and water. 1 
figure you put the blueberries in the dough, you 
boil it, and there’s really not any chance for 
something funny to happen. The juice leaks a lit-
tle, that makes the dough a tad purple.

Muffins are a different story. Muffins have 
eggs in them. Eggs are half yellow, you know. 
So, naturally, if you toss something blue in with 
something yellow, you’re going to get something 
green. There you have it.

AK

I really am going to print my first article here. 
Yes I am. This is my first article.

I got this letter:

I have had a blueberry mufffn for four 
months and it hasn’t decomposed. I chose it 
from an assortment of Drake breakfast items 
one morning last May, and have kept it in a 
dear plastic bag ever since. Other than hard-
ening, the only change noted in it was by my 
mother who came to me one evening saying 
that the mufHn had the face of a bear. I’m a 
bit disappointed to have not seen the face, but

I suspect that I will soon enough. Anyhow, it 
didn’t rot like I think it should have in a four 
month period. So, what I’d like to know is: 
what is this thing made of? If I had eaten it 
would it have killed me? Please write back to 
me with an answer as soon as you can...I can 
hardly stand to wonder any longer.

—Worried

Worried,
Upon receiving this letter I went straight to the 

cafeteria cook. He didn’t say anything when I 
asked what kind of mix they use, but he held up a 
box. Krusteaz by Continental Mills. At once 
your concern became my concern because I hap-
pened to have a box of Krusteaz oat bran mix in 
my room. I started to think that I might have 
cancer, so I found the Krusteaz hotline (right 
above the words “No Preservatives”) and called 
for a check-up.

I decided to be straightforward with Rebecca, 
the woman who answered there. I said, “I know 
someone who’s blueberry muffin didn’t mold 
after four months.” Then, I figured she’d see 
right through that and imagine that I was trying 
to hide something. So, I said, “Well, actually 
I’m doing a science experiment for...science 
class.” She asked what the muffin had been 
stored in and I was able, due to the clarity of 
your letter, to report that it had been in a plastic 
bag. She took my name and number and said 
that she’d go ask the lab why it hadn’t molded 
and call me right back. Five minutes later there 
she was. What lovely personnel Continental 
Mills employs, I thought.

The lab people had told her that mold grows in 
dark, damp places, and because the muffin had 
been exposed to light and air it stayed unmoldy. 
To clarify, I asked, “So, what? They’re saying 
that there aren’t any chemicals involved?” She 
said, “That’s right.” Ha! She tried to hang up, 
but I remembered the blueberries. I told her to 
explain why they hadn’t molded. She had to 
check with the lab and call back.

In five minutes, there she was again. She said 
that because the blueberries were cooked they 
dried out. I didn’t say anything because I was 
writing down what she was saying. I guess she 
took my silence as a sign of disbelief because she 
quickly said, “There are different kinds, you 
know—different kinds of mold.” I was surprised 
at this interjection, and remained silent. She 
hastily added, “The invisible kind of mold is on 
the blueberries.” I thanked her and hung up real 
fast.

Sorry I didn’t ask her about the bear face, but I 
thought she was about to get silly with the whole 
thing and I didn’t want her making up answers... 
because I’m a truth finder. The important thing 
is that these muffins won’t hurt us. Thank you 
very much for your letter. Please write again if
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you or your friends want something else solved.
AK

Enough of this revery stuff. Here's another fresh 
one:

AK,
Is Tony Anger related to Ed Anger, famed 

angry columnist of the Weekly World News?
A Fan

A Fan,
I do love to address issues about Tony Anger. 

But, more than I love that, I love the man behind 
the Anger—even the man behind the Groove. 
Tony is a sensitive guy, you know, and I feel like 
I too often accept questions about Tony when I 
should just let them slide.

All I can tell you is that I asked Tony about this 
relation issue, and I just have to trust that he isn’t 
lying when he says that Ed Anger is his uncle.

AK

AK,
Why are we (people, human heings) sym-

metrical? Wouldn’t it he more fun if we 
weren’t, like flounders, or fiddler crahs?

Yadeeyadee

Yadee yadee.
You really think we're symmetrical? I can see 

how that might be an initial reading of the human 
form, but hey, take another look or two.

It seems to me that in order to claim that peo-
ple are really symmetrical you'd have to look at 
the symmetricality of function. Is it all the same 
to you whether you use your right hand or your 
left hand? Whether you kick with your right or 
left foot? I should think it matters immensly to 
you. Then there's some business about hemi-
spheres of the brain doing real different stuff, 
controlling different parts.

I suppose you wre thinking of the way most of 
us have an arm and a leg on each side of our bod-
ies. Sure can't argue about that, now, can I, 
Hoss?

I wonder what makes you think that fiddler 
crabs and flounders have more fun. Do you 
think they see each other's asymmetry and laugh 
their non-asses off all day? Now, now.

What I really want to know is why no one ever 
writes me questions about John Denver. When 
are you ever going to have such a gold mine of 
information about The Man again in your life? 
For God's sake, the guy was bom in Roswell and 
nobody thinks to ask me questions about him??

AK
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Letters to the Moon
Mr. Agresto’s Letter to 

U.S. News and World Report

Mr. Robert J. Morse 
Director of Research,
"America's Best Colleges"
U.S. NEWS 
2400 N Street NW 
Washington, D.C. 20037

Dear Mr. Morse,
After serious thought and discussion with our 

colleagues, we at St. John’s College in Santa Fe 
and Annapolis have decided no longer to be part 
of the U.S. News and World Report survey of col-
leges. We respect our colleagues who wish to 
continue to be ranked and rated by you; we just 
don’t believe the survey fits the needs of parents 
or students who are looking at us and who want 
to know who we are and what we offer.

It should be said that U.S. News and World 
Report has not done or ever attempted to do any-
thing harmful to this college’s interest. Indeed, 
we have been ranked everywhere from the third 
tier, to the second, to the first, to the “Top 25”. 
Yet, this very fluctuation seems odd in itself: We 
know we haven’t changed. We know that our 
mission and our methods have been virtually con-
stant for almost sixty years. So it can only be that 
the measurement itself changes or different edi-
tors weight things differently. We would rather 
be ourselves and have our college speak for itself, 
than to be part of this fluctuating outside analysis.

We also are concerned that the distinctiveness 
of each individual college and the diversity 
among them tend to be lost in a scale of “best— 
good—worse.” We know there are some col-
leges in the lower tiers that are exactly right for 
some students—their mission, their mode of 
teaching, their concentrations, their location, their 
moral or religious nature, might make them far 
superior than colleges in “higher tiers” or in the 
“top 25.” Yet, all the student sees is that his 
prospective college is "ranked lower."

Rankings assume that the value of an education 
can be quantified. We don’t think it can. 
Students ought to be looking at the quality of a 
school, but measuring quality requires the exer-
cise of judgments, a considerably higher function 
than the ability to count. These rankings involve 
too much counting and too little judgment.

Also, we know (through no fault of yours) that 
different school report figures differently; in 
some cases, you find them impossible to dispute 
or verify. We’d rather not be part of a grading 
system where everyone doesn’t necessarily 
answer the same question the same way.

Therefore, we will no longer complete the form 
you have sent us and request that you not rely on 
previously reported data since parts of it are out 
of date and incorrect. We further request that you 
remove us from you annual rankings altogether.

Sincerely,
John Agresto 
President

To the Moon:
I would like to address the Dean’s statement 

and the Annapolis responses reprinted in the last 
issue. First, to the Dean’s Statement of 
Educational Policy and Program.

The very idea of taking on the moral lives of 
the students as the topic for annual intercampus 
discussion is enough to send shudders down the 
spines of many of those involved. However, we 
all surely know that Dean Carey has never 
backed away from controversial topics, nor from 
confronting members of the community with that 
with which they would rather not deal. He 
begins by examining a little-used clause calling 
upon the College to develop the morality of men. 
Many, I’m sure, will take offense at the strongest 
part of the letter, in which Dean Carey speaks 
about the degradation of student fife, exemplified 
by those who leave the College; to wit, those 
who “undergo treatment for alcoholism,” and the 
reported “several date rapes,” committed, sup-
posedly leading to the exit of those “disgusted 
with the disproportion between the academic and 
social life of their fellow students.” I would like 
to begin here.

Life on campus is not idyllic. This will be 
admitted by nearly all. What many will refuse to 
admit, however, are the Dean’s claims regarding 
the drugs, alcohol, and the sexual adventures of 
the student body. Those of us who are stunned 
by these claims and cannot bring ourselves to 
believe him are fooling ourselves. That alco-
holism is rampant in our community is undeni-
ably true. That illegal drugs are in use here is 
just as true, even though most community mem-
bers, including myself, have no definite hold on 
what exactly the extent of the illegalities are. 
The Dean, however, does have information 
which we, as students, cannot have due to the 
need for maintaining the privacy of many of our 
less illustrious moments. Anyone who would 
claim that either there is no problem with our stu-
dents’ behavior or that these students are only 
harming themselves and we ought to leave them 
to their own lives would be mistaken. Not only 
is there a definite problem, but these students 
have drastically affected the life of this campus 
and this college. First, just ask many of the 
upperclassmen why they have abandoned cam-
pus life, or why they no longer attend Reality. 
For all of my years here, I have known a surpris-
ingly large number of people who prefer to 
ignore campus life than to deal with it. I am one 
of these people. There are even those who have 
left the college because of the audacity of the 
bottle-breakers and open drug users. Their 
departure and our surrender to this problem with 
which we would rather not deal is an indication 
of the vastness and power of these problems of 
our moral lives. Thus I would choose the latter 
of the two choices Mr. Carey presents to us, that 
we should indeed “decide that developing the 
moral powers is indeed a part of our charge.”
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The question then remains as to how we might 
accomplish this desirable goal.

Even if we cannot answer this question we 
need to discuss it and approach it on the level of 
individual situations. For those still in doubt as 
to the vastness of the problems our moral lives 
face, just look at those around you and the 
instances of moral degradation you find, and then 
realize that the worst of these, the severe drug 
addicts or major alcoholics, not to mention vio-
lent sex-offenders, remain a secret to you and 
me. So while I don’t know what exactly we can 
do, I do know that the problems Mr. Carey rais-
es are both real and extraordinarily pertinent to 
our lives here at St. John’s.

And now to respond to the letters printed in the 
Annapolis Gadfly.

I must begin by saying that Tim Carney's open-
ing quotation from Aristotle might help straight-
en the aim of those whose “aim at some good” 
has gone awry. However, the real problems in 
his article are problems with the reported opin-
ions of the majority of Annapolis students. 
When asked if there was a lack of moral develop-
ment, “a majority of students answered no.” On 
one level, this is quite right. After all, anyone 
ought to have some moral development over four 
years of their lives. The question of the develop-
ment of morals is irrelevant unless we are speak-
ing of a specific kind of development, one in 
which students might actually lead more moral 
lives. This development must take place in many 
individuals, but at present is left to chance. In 
fact, it is worse than merely left to chance—^there 
are several influences towards abuses of the body 
and mind which very much affect our continually 
younger student body.

The stronger claim made by most Annapolis 
students is that “such [moral] problems are found 
primarily at the Santa Fe campus and not here.” 
Considering the expulsions for LSD use in 
Annapolis last year, I would submit that many 
“Fean’s” feel that most of the problems are 
Annapolis’s and not our own. However, both 
would be wrong in more than one way. For one, 
problems at either campus are problems for all of 
St. John’s. And more importantly, the idea that 
moral problems are not so bad among our stu-
dents is a terrible misconception. That many 
Annapolis students feel that there is no moral 
problem on their campus is an indication of just 
how secret these problems are. Again, I would 
ask that these students ought to speak with then- 
dean, who, like Mr. Carey, must have the 
unpleasantness of dealing with the underside of 
our community. Such a conversation would, I 
am sure, show these students that far more goes 
on here (and there) than they realize.

And to Derek Alexander, I must applaud his 
observation of Annapolis students in class. 
However, I must take issue with his conjecture 
that we ought to make mistakes, both in class and 
in our social lives, so that we can learn from
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them. This, indeed, is a problem here at St. 
John’s. Students here are allowed many more 
liberties in their intellectual lives. I have tried to 
propagate this by fighting against such things as 
quizzes and “lab notebooks,” which are institut-
ed to make sure the student is doing his or her 
work. However, Mr. Alexander rather misses 
the point of having tutors in our classes. For I 
daresay that without them many of the mistakes 
we make would never be brought to light. We 
have no such moral comparison in our societal 
lives. I have said before that we should. The 
only question left to be discussed is how to pro-
vide this leadership, and it is to be asked whether 
the faculty can affect our moral lives outside the 
classroom in the same way it affects our intellec-
tual lives inside the classroom.

Sincerely,
Tim Wolff

Dear Editors:

Perhaps us hapless GIs would learn to read more 
quickly and efficiently if Tony Lagouranis could 
actually write. But then again, if that miracle 
occurred, the Moon would have to be actually 
edited (which includes proofreading and spell-
checking).

Moira Russell 
originally SF 92 
now GI SF 97

[It is the policy of the Moon not to emend let-
ters to the editors except in the interest of lay-
out. The copy editors cannot, however, help but 
note that “us would learn to read” is simply bad 
grammar. If any GI does learn to read and 
write over the course of the summer, we invite 
him to replace us as the Moon's copy editor. 
—AKK&JMM]

Summer Non-Program 
Reading Survey

a Taffeta Elliott
e Moon Staff

These members of the college community 
responded to the question, “What non-program 
book will you read first this summer?”

Loma Anderson: Rilke’s New Poems

Clay Walker: My brother has a math textbook I 
want to read.

Koo Im Tong: The Seven Pillars of Wisdom by 
Lawrence of Arabia

Paul Cadden-Zimansky: the collected works of 
Ayn Rand

Shannon Wiltsey: A Knute Hamsen novel

Sonnet Challenge
The Moon sonnet challenge climaxes with two 

submissions from Mr. John Carone. His sonnets 
were written from the first lines of the sonnets 
which follow them. The first uses a line from 
Berryman’s “Sonnets to Chris.”

A Kiss in Darkness

Keep your eyes open when you kiss: do: when 
Blind, their wish of devotion is forsworn; 
Darkness well knows sightless love: he again 
And always will take lhat ill-sent kiss, shorn 
Of all but purblind searching for its goal 
That itself lacks substance but for hope’s light; 
Shall you close your eyes, abandon control 
To chance’s hand, supplanting is for might!
Shall you trust the lodeslone of heart and trust 
That might be there? Allure allures all, but 
Love is known to repel its kin; you must 
Learn the way: traverse it with eyes unshut.
Keep your eyes open when you kiss: why? for 
A kiss, in darkness, dies and is no more.

—^John Carone

136]

Keep your eyes open when you kiss; do: when 
You kiss. All silly lime else, close them to; 
Unsleeping, I implore you (dear) pursue 
In darkness me, as 1 do you again 
Instantly we part.. only me both then 
And when your fingers fall, let there be two 
Only, ‘in that dream-kingdom’; 1 would have 

you
Me alone recognize your citizen.

Before who wanted eyes, making love, so?
I do now. However we aie driven and hide.
What state we keep all other states condemn.
We see ourselves, we watch the solemn glow 
Of empty courts we kiss in .. Open wide!
You do, you do, and I look into them.

—John Berryman

Secondly, Mr. Carone built a sonnet on the first

Steve Dumont: Infinite Jest by David Foster 
Wallace

Patience Melnik: books about Japan

Frank Pagano; The Jewish Wars by Josephus

Rachel Pitkin: Let Us Now Praise Great Men by 
James Agee and Walker Evans

Su Walker: Siddhartha by Hermann Hesse

Melissa Crawford: The World According to Garp 
by John Irving

Joshua Kates: La Theologie Blanche by Jean-Luc 
Marion

Sarah DeSilvey; Grace Paley’s collected short 
stories

Pat McCue, the Gardener; The Masks of God by 
Joseph Campbell.”

line of Sonnet XVIII from Auden’s “Sonnets 
from China”.

TTie Present

Chilled by the Present, its gloom and its noise, 
TTie ptuents, unnerved, rush their evening tasks. 
The soft keening pleading amongst the toys. 
Piercing bright paper and ribbon bows, asks:

Was I brought here to die in dark restraint?
I licked your hand as you put me in here:
‘Twos you I saw, not some red-bedecked saint, 
That entombed me in this cardboarded fear.

The parents, with yuletide sunups in mind. 
Surround the tree in multicolor^ stacks 
And flee to bed, leaving reproach behind.
Seeking dreams for the love that this night lacks.

Tlieir child sneaks down on Christmas (12:04); 
The Present, barking wild, is free once more.

—John Carone

xvm
Chilled by the Present, its gloom and its noise.
On waking we sigh for an ancient South,
A v/atm nude age of instinctive poise,
A taste of joy in an innocent mouth.

At night in our huts we dream of a part 
In the balls of the Future: each ritual maze 
Has a musical plan, and a musical heart 
Can faultlessly follow its faultless ways.

We envy streams and houses that are sure.
But, doubtful, articled to error, we 
Were never nude and calm as a great door.

And never will be faultless like our fountains:
We live in freedom by necessity,
A mouiuain people dwelling among mountains.

—W.H. Auden •

John Diaz; Marquez’s Love in the Time of 
Cholera.

Sarah Kent; The Botanical Works of Goethe

Mary Lorio: Winnie the Pooh

Matt Hood: Taiko by Yoshikawa

Anna Abbott: Like Water for Chocolate.

Mia McDaniel; The Last Temptation of Christ

Shannon Wiltsey: A Knute Hamsen novel

Denise Loya: The Celestine Prophecy

Jeff Huggins: Gravity’s Rainbow by Thomas 
Pynchon

Jonathon Orbeton: Old Man and the Sea by 
Hemingway

(continued on page II)
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On the Greatest Mathematician Ever
by Paul Cadden-Zimansky
the Moon Staff

So you’ve finished St. John’s (well, some of 
you have), and can now attest to reading the 
works of the greatest authors in the western 
world, who penned brilliance in the subjects of 
philosophy, literature, politics, economics, biolo-
gy, chemistry, physics, and more. But mathe-
matics? I think not, non credo. For the average 
graduate can attest to little awareness of the best 
mathematicians the ages have produced: Gauss, 
Fermat, Riemann, Weierstrass, Cauchy, and 
many others. But most troubling of all is that so 
few are aware of even the name of the greatest 
mathematician ever: Leonard Euler.

Euler (pronounced: Oiler), bom in Switzerland 
to a family line composed of mostly artists and 
pastors, lived a life that spanned most of the 
eighteenth century, in which time his mathemati-
cal output never subsided in either luster or 
amplitude. Although his works are still being 
collected and catalogued, it is estimated that his 
oevre will fill up eighty large quarto volumes. 
This hefty sum of compositions is of course not 
constituted of mere prosaic ramblings; each work 
shines with the conciseness and creativity of 
mathematical tmth spanning the entire range of 
the sciences, both applied and theoretical: 
astronomy, algebra, calculus, mechanics, topolo-
gy, navigation, number theory, geometry, and 
even ballistics.

Euler first received international notice for gar-
nering an honorable mention for a solution to the 
Paris Academy’s prestigious annual mathemati-
cal problem. He received this mention for a 
demonstration of the most efficient plaeement of 
masts on a ship, a rather impressive feat, since 
his landlocked upbringing prevented him from 
ever having actually seen a ship. Although he 
failed to win the Academy’s prize on his first 
attempt, he would win it later, twelve times.

As Euler’s career traveled between Russia and 
Germany, an unceasing flow of publications 
blossomed from a mind which was always aided 
by a phenomenal memory and computational 
ability. One story relates how he resolved a dis-
pute between two students by mentally summing 
a seventeen term series, in order to find an error 
in the fifteenth decimal place. Yet, his output 
was not restricted to find an audience in only the 
mathematical elite. He wrote many elementary 
textbooks which remained classroom standards 
for decades after his death, and even wrote a 
book for the general public of mathematical and 
scientific lessons, which sustained such populari-
ty as to need numerous reprintings in seven lan-
guages.

Neither was Euler’s learning restricted to the 
mathematical and scientific fields. When he 
entered the University of Basel at the age of thir-
teen he opted for a more general liberal arts edu-
cation before pursuing mathematics, and even 
received a master’s degree in philosophy at six-
teen. Nor was he ignorant of the classics. He

memorized the entire Aeneid in his youth, and 
could still recite it half a century later, even 
recalling the page number each line was on in the 
edition he owned as a boy.

But there is one particular aspect of Euler’s 
existence, divorced from his intellectual prowess, 
which elevates him to a stature of greatness: 
Leonard Euler was, by almost all accounts, a 
humble, kind, amusing, and virtuous gentleman. 
Mathematicians as a lot are rightfully stereotyped 
as the scum of the earth, usually suffering from 
diseases such as condescension (Newton), arro-
gance (Descartes), or just plain lunacy (Theodore 
Kaczynski). But although Euler’s brilliance 
could have easily justified such behaviour, he 
preferred instead to be a good colleague, a good 
teacher, a good husband, and a good father. One 
example will suffice. When the young, superb 
mathematician J. L. Lagrange conveyed to the 
elder Euler a new method of attacking a problem 
that had long baffled even the great Euler, Euler 
could have easily appropriated Lagrange’s tactic 
to quickly solve several longstanding problems. 
Yet, Euler refrained from publishing such work, 
giving Lagrange the time to arrive at and publish 
first the correct solutions “so as,” Euler wrote to 
Lagrange, “not to deprive you of any part of the 
glory which is your due.” It was a small act of 
academic generosity, but certainly a rare one.

It should also be noted that Euler’s amicable 
nature was not due to a life free of misfortune, he 
had as much a share of tragedy as anyone. Eight 
of his thirteen children died in infancy, and he 
spent the last seventeen years of his life com-
pletely blind. But even those years of darkness 
did not seem to hamper him. In fact his mathe-
matical outpourings actually increased as he dic-
tated treatise after treatise to his sons. And if 
Solon is correct that a life cannot be judged until 
it is finished, then surely Leonard Euler can be 
said to have had a blissful end. For he died 
drinking tea and playing with his 
grandchildren. •

Sympathy for the Devil
by J M MacDonald
the Moon Staff

Hey, kids! One last huzzah for my late, great 
column that so tickled you last term. And to 
resolve briefly our ongoing controversy, Mr. 
Cadden-Zimansky is absolutely right: Triumph 
of the Will is not about the Olympics. It is about 
the Nazi Party’s 1934 rally at Nuremburg. This 
disclosure in no way alters my claim that the last 
scene of Star Wars is an updated Nuremburg 
rally.

On to the villain of the week. One of my 
favorite, least-understood villains is Claudius 
from Hamlet, and I really mean it this time. 
Heck, this column was almost my senior essay.

Pity poor Claudius. He gets a terrible rap for 
being an unscrupulous, alcoholic weasel who 
just wants to get into his brother’s robes and his

sister-in-law’s pants. He also takes a lot of flak 
for making life difficult for the most sensitive 
soul in Western lit. Not a word of it’s true.

To understand Claudius, one must realize that 
he loves Denmark more than his own self. He 
kills Hamlet Sr. out of love for the state of 
Denmark. Claudius is the best man for the job 
of king, and he knows it. The only problem was 
that his slightly deranged older brother was king 
just because he was older.

Hamlet Sr.’s foreign policy consisted of strap-
ping on his chain mail and challenging heads of 
state to duels to the death. The man was a mani-
ac; that’s no way to do business. Claudius 
responds to the same situation not by thumping 
his burly chest but by sending ambassadors to 
the legitimate authorities and arranging a truce 
that makes everybody happy.

Hamlet Sr. complains at length to Hamlet Jr. 
about the agony of having poison poured in his 
ear. I find it an example of Claudius’ tact. Most 
political schemers poison one another at meals 
or fencing tournaments, which results in public 
gagging, stammering, fainting—the kind of 
thing we see Gertrude doing in act V scene ii. 
Claudius saved his brother the embarrassment of 
turning green at the table and kicking over 
chairs, pastimes most unseemly in a king. If 
Hamlet Sr. hadn’t been to confession recently, 
that’s his own damn fault.

And this business about Claudius’ treating 
Hamlet Jr. poorly is hoo-ha. Sticklers for tradi-
tion insist that a son should succeed his father, 
but do you really want Hamlet ruling Denmark? 
Perish the thought. Claudius sees a lot of poten-
tial in Hamlet, but the kid needs straightening 
out before he’ll be ready to run any country. 
Hamlet’s first state funeral would be the end of 
everything: look at how he behaves at Ophelia’s. 
Claudius was rather looking forward, I think, to 
watching Hamlet develop into Denmark’s first 
philosopher-king, but Hamlet insisted on follow-
ing his father’s macho, monomaniacal lead, and 
Denmark ends up a Norwegian colony.

In the end, Claudius does make arrangements 
for Hamlet’s death, but one must admit that 
Hamlet forced him to do so. The boy brutalizes 
his girlfriend, disembowels the Lord High 
Chancellor, and terrorizes the Queen, his moth-
er. His behavior promotes neither political sta- 
hihty nor national pride. Hamlet is both the heir 
apparent and grievously cracked. If the throne 
descends from Claudius to the thoroughly 
wigged-out Hamlet, Denmark will be in even 
deeper doo-doo than before. But neither can 
Claudius go back on his word and disinherit 
Hamlet. The solution dates back to Roman 
times: get rid of Hamlet and find another 
promising young Dane to adopt.

I hope I have cleared Claudius of much of the 
slanderous and unfounded charges against him, 
and that you can now see that Claudius is in fact 
a selfless and self-motivated patriot who saw the 
big picture, made difficult decisions, and who 
wanted only to serve the state to the best of his 
ability. And get into Gertrude’s pants.

Good-bye, good luck, happy reading of great 
books, and be good to bad guys. •

The Moon, Issue 16 p. 10 Thursday, May 15, 1997



Alumni Tutors’ Entrance Applications Open 
Window to Our Past

by Paul Cadden-Zimansky and Tony Lagouranis
the Moon Staff

As St. John’s College says goodbye to the 
Seniors and gets ready to welcome a new 
Freshman class, we decided to take a look back 
at the humble beginnings of some of our most 
revered tutors who went to school here as under-
graduates. Here are some excerpts from their 
entrance ^plications:

What are the strengths and weaknesses of your 
education to date?

Ms. Myers:
“I never really had a formal education because 

I was raised by bears, but I gained a lot of the 
tools I needed in order to study at your school 
since the only language I could use to communi-
cate to my bear family was symbolic logic.”

Mr. Stickney:
“I found my education in rural Alabama much 

too stifling and structured, so in my fifteenth 
year I packed up my guitar and gunny sack and 
enrolled in the school they call the Highway. 
During that time I composed a sequel to 
Ginsberg’s “Howl,” called “Ow.” I am interest-
ed in poetry not as words, but as music. 
Inarticulate stirrings of the soul. When I say the 
word ‘dog,’ you say ‘dog,’ but I don’t mean 
‘dog’, I wanna say ‘daaawg.’ I mean that long 
drawn ‘daaawg’ that rolls off the tongue of the 
American Negro.”

Why do you wish to attend St. John’s College? 

Mr. Kates:
“So much of our tradition is about tearing 

things down and looking at them in pieces. This 
is the violent, chaotic Western male mind. It 
doesn’t leave room for intuition. Where’s the 
love here? What about feelings? I want to study 
the Great Books so I and some of my really cool 
friends down in the Soho beat scene can reinvent 
it in the spirit of the Maharishi.”

Mr. Houser:
“I believe that you always have to go for the 

original sources. It makes complete total sense 
to study the Great Cooks of the Western World if 
you want to know about the culinary delights. 
How’s that for ‘food for thought?’ Ha ha.”

What was the most influential book you have 
ever read?

Mr. Kerr:
“That’s easy! Clifford the Big Red Dog for 

sure. Once I noticed that Clifford was a symbol 
for the growing influence of Communism, I was 
hooked. Clifford shows us how Communism 
can help the little guy stomp on the Capitalist 
pigs, squishing their gluttony between his big 
huge toes. Get it?”

Mr. Carey:
“I love Machiavelli. As a child of three, I dis-

covered through his tutelage that if I imposed a 
false religion on my parents, I could thereby win 
myself more cookies. I love cookies. Sadly, I 
was forced to saw through the brake lines on my 
mother’s station wagon because, though she rec-
ognized me as the master of the house, she 
adopted for me the unseemly appellation ‘Funny 
Bunny’. Funny Bunnies do not like cookies.”

Describe some experience that has profoundly 
changed your life.

Mr. Darkey:
“As a young boy, I was captured by the white 

slave trade and sent to the far east. Because of 
my exquisite feminine features, I was able to dis-
guise myself as a woman. I infiltrated the 
Sultan’s harem. Over the next sixty-seven years, 
I tasted the delights of all of his concubines. I 
return the greatest lover the world has ever 
known.”

Ms. Dunn:
“One time after reading Emily Dickinson all 

day, I looked outside and saw a little bird hop-
ping along in my backyard, a sparrow or a chick-
adee or maybe a robin or a turkey, and I under-
stood what Emily meant.”

Describe your reading habits and experience 
with books.

Mr. Forkin:
“When I was in second grade I really liked 

dinosaurs. And I went to my mom and I said, 
“Mom, I really like dinosaurs.” She took me to 
the library and pointed to a book way up high on 
the shelf called, “Dinosaurs.” When I tried to 
take it off the shelf it fell and bonked me on the 
head. Words are powerful things. They can be 
very dangerous.”

Mr. Sacks:
“Books? Yeah right.... Books are gay.” •

Reading Survey, continued from page 9

Natalie Freeborg: Tristram Shandy by Lawrence 
Sterne

Shon Meckfessel:77iw Way to the Gas Chamber, 
Ladies and Gentlemen by Tadeuz Borowitz

Andie Streator: Horace’s School by Ted Sizer

Carey Stickney: Vi/io e Pane by Ignatcio Silone

Sarah Morrison: Cyndi Lauper’s favorite. The 
Mists of Avalon by Marianne Zimmer Bradley

Jessica Darling: Carl Jung’s Answer to Job

Josiah Mannion:77ie Woman and the Ape

Kelly Stirman: Seeing the Thing Is Forgetting 
the Name of the Thing by Robert Erwin

Caroline Knapp: Paideia by Vemer Jaeger

Justin Dehnert: Autobiography of Salvador Dali

Xingyu Jiang: My Country, My People by Lin 
Yutang

Amy Ryce: Let It Come Down, by Paul Bowles

Chris Chew: The Soul in Archaeology

Aaron Garcia: Slowness by Milan Kundera

Steven Jablon: The Martian Chronicles by 
Bradbury

Deke Beltran del Rio: Since I graduated, the 
more interesting question is what I’ll read from 
the program. Being and Time.

Elizabeth Skewes: The English Patient. But 
since I haven’t done the program you should ask 
me what program book I’ll read. I want to read 
the Iliad.

Tom Petersen: 120 Days of Sodom by the 
Marquis de Sade

Andrew Burgard: Purple Headed Soldier by 
V.C. Andrews

Chris Reichman: Hustler

Arand Pierce: Gabriel Garcia Marquez, 101 
Years of Solitude

Honor Moody: Le>rd of the Flies

PatEamon: Ulysses

Jacob Eckber: Paideia Proposal by Adler

Mike Jerominski: How To Succeed in Business 
Without Really Trying

Zack Jemison: Infinite Jest

Matt Buttrill: Survival Through Design

Cristine Webb: Geek Love

Beverly Flemer: Magister Ludi, The Glass Bead 
Game, by Herman Hesse

Becky Lange: Mary Stewart, The Crystal Cage
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Gathering, cant'd from page 4 
parables
of love and fear/

place my surrounding goods
side by side
the simple game not
the stone and stalks alone but
everything
I can reach without moving 
I include them all

what reductions 
in the illumination 
what measure of abundance 
and intellect?

2.

I must ask for what is 
needed

(do you still
believe me do you feel the 
ineffabiUty

you and I have
cleared away our lives so often 
let us begin again 
bum some applewood 
we'll get drunk in the evening

5:30pm 
little light 
no sound

—just come over here with me and look 
at the landing of crows 
in the trees across the road

oh let us sit down together 
and receive what is ours.

SELF STORAGE
RESIDENT MANAGERS 

Richard Linda Livesay

Just one block offCerrillos Road 
between 2nd dr 4th Streets

• Individual units for 
f>ersonal or commercial storage 

5' X 10'
10' X 10'
10' X 15'
10' X 20'

• RV storage area

• Solid concrete fit steel construction
• Security fence with electronic gate

• Alarm system
• Excellent lighting

• Access 7 days a week
• 24-hour surveillance cameras

• Low monthly rates

• Professional on-site managers 
• MasterCard Visa accepted

• Insurance information

Office

5 ■c
■1 4t

h S
t.

Berry Avenue •o Empire
Builders

ToSl. Pr»nci» O Light______ CemllOS RoadTo St M<fiaT$

1501 Third Street at Berry Avenue
983'6600
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The Moon serves St. John’s 
College in Santa Fe, New Mexico 
as an independent bi-weekly stu-

dent newspaper. Opinions 
expressed here represent the 

views of their authors rather than 
those of the College. Issues are 
distributed at no charge to stu-

dents, faculty and staff on the 
Santa Fe campus, and yearly sub-

scriptions can be obtained for $35. 
Tax-deductible contributions wel-

come.
We solicit contributions from all 

members of the College community. 
Staff and contributors meet 

Wednesdays at noon in the SJC 
coffee shop.

St Jean Baptiste de la Salle 
founded the Christian Brothers, 

who, in addition to being disparaged 
in James Joyce’s Portrait of the 

Artist, run Calvert Hall High School 
in Towson, Maryland, where John 

Michael MacDonald went for a
year.

There is also a short and dirty 
street in Paris named after him 

(Jean Baptiste, not John Michael).


