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Basia Miller takes the reins 
as SF's new Assistant Dean
By  Carisa  Armendariz , 99, with  Basia  Miller

Basia Miller recently took on the 
position of assistant dean on the Santa Fe 
campus. The assistant dean considers what 
actions to take when college policies are 
violated. Our conversation covered both of 
those responsibilities.

Ms. Miller uses the analogy of 
seminar class as a basis for a standard of 
behavior. This means having respect for 
other people and controlling one’s own 
behaviors, both sexual and emotional, is 
also part of the seminar analogy.

The seminar analogy applies to the 
entire college community (undergrads, grad 
students, faculty, and staff). However, Ms. 
Miller recognizes the apparent rift between 
groups in the community. Building connec-
tions between different groups on campus is 
one of the most difficult tasks the college 
community has to deal with because so 
many people must take responsibility and so 
many individual choices must be made.

How will Ms. Miller handle viola-
tions of the alcohol policy? She said she 
would follow the system put in place by her

predecessors. For example, a first violation 
of the policy, ie. underage drinking or 
destructive behavior associated with drink-
ing even by a person over twenty-one, can 
be subject to a $150 fine; the second viola-
tion is subject to a $300 fine. The money 
from fines goes to the Community 
Scholarship Fund.

So, what about our new noise poli-
cy a.k.a. the sleep/study rule? What is its 
purpose? “The sleep/study rule honors the 
right to every individual to use their dorm 
room for study and sleep at any time. It also 
levels the playing field for quiet people," 
says Ms. Miller. Where are alternative 
places to go during the week if students can-
not be in their rooms? The coffee shop sit-
ting area (not the serving area) will be open 
twenty-four hours a day Tor students to 
socialize and study.

Any comments or questions can be 
directed to Basia Miller via campus mail or 
at extension 6470. Editorials about any of 
St. John’s new policies (or old policies) are 
welcomed by the Moon.

Dear Readers,
This issue has been enjoyable 

to put together for many reasons but 
mainly because our articles came 
from such a diverse group. One of 
our main objectives this coming 
school year is to gather input from 
the entire college community, ie. 
undergraduates, graduate students, 
faculty, staff, parents, and the Santa 
Fe community as well. We also feel 
that issues and problems at St.
John’s College need a forum and 
that forum is The Moon. The Moon 
is a chance for our entire community 
to objectively participate in our 
school’s politics and new ideas. We 
invite you to write for The Moon 
whether creatively or investigatively.

Our next deadline is 
September 12 at 6 p.m. Send your 
article via campus mail on a Mac disk 
saved under text and include a hard 
copy. We look foward to hearing from 
you.

Sincerely,
Carisa Armendariz and Evan Skladany, 
Editors

New Brochure Aims to STOP Sexual Harassment
By  Matt  Joh nsto n , 98

We’ve all seen, I hope, one of the 
college’s newest publications, “STOP 
Sexual Harassment”. I do not wish to pro-
pose that St. John’t has condoned harass-
ment of any type in the past, but to prevent 
it is another thing entirely. The issuing of 
this pamphlet coincides with a second mea-
sure. The R.A.’s have introduced an hour- 
long examination of communication skills 
coupled with conflict prevention and resolu-
tion to freshman orientation. This addition 
to our orientation program, as anyone 
involved will tell you, is still under con-
struction, but it and the new pamphlet are 
doing their best to introduce, or perhaps elu-
cidate, an understanding of the most effec-
tive methods of living together in so close a 
community as St. John’s.

Let me explain some of the reason-
ing and history behind these recent addi-
tions. This summer, myself and a group of 
students, staff and faculty struggled to find

some way to address certain problems on 
our campus. By and large the student body 
constitutes a pretty well-behaved and friend-
ly bunch, but I’ve encountered a fair number 
of people and exchanges around campus that 
did not reflect respect or goodwill. Some of 
these encounters I’m willing to chalk up to 
maliciousness, but the majority represent 
what I perceive as a lack of understanding 
on the part of the perpetrators.

Despite the terminology, I don’t 
fault only the “perpetrators” for the above 
transgressions. It is undeniably important that 
we be on the lookout, as potential perpetra-
tors, for signs that others are uncomfortable 
with our actions. But no one can be expected 
to tiptoe around all the time trying to antici-
pate what sort of actions or statements might 
offend those around them. It is therefore 
equally important that we make others aware 
of what we ean and cannot tolerate as the 
offended party and even as an observer.

That an awareness of your desires, 
of how you are received and of how others 
receive you is a virtue cultivated academi-
cally at St. John’s gives me particular confi-
dence in a more universal inception of these 
ideals. However, we are also a community 
of extrordinarily free thinkers, and tactics 
that carry any semblance of impinging upon 
that freedom are rejected almost immediate-
ly. This has been evidenced by past 
attempts at introducing principles and insti-
tutions that smell of popular psychology. I 
propose, however, that such considerations 
should not come into play with these most 
recent proposals. They are presented with 
the understanding that no policy will stand 
without the support of the community, fur-
thermore, I believe these ideas reside in 
enough of our members that they will find 
their place in all of our words and actions.



The Moon September 4, 1997 • Volume 2, Issue 1 ^

The Significance of S & C
By  Evan  Skladany , 98

What is the significance of S & C as each year’s kick off 
party? The theme-a panting upperclassman descent upon incoming 
freshmen-is only a small first step toward the explanation of the 
character of the phenomenon. When I read about this party in a col-
lege guidebook before coming here, I pictured some sort of candle-
lit, wine and cheese gathering with bearded guys in Shakespeare 
shirts chatting over the quiet thrum of a mandolin. But when I went 
to my first S & C here in Santa Fe back in 1995 I was confronted 
with something quite different. Far from an anachronism, the party 
had a California feel. Techno, intellibeams and strobe lights turned 
the cavernous cafeteria into a rave-style arena. Shakespeare shirts 
were replaced by rubber skirts, Wonder-Woman belts and neon jock 
straps, and any attempt at conversation was drowned in a profoundly 
anti-intellectual, exhibitionistic, over-loud swirl. The pitch of this 
party was one step away from the Sadean horror that last year’s S & 
C became, offending it’s way to being a landmark moment in the 
life of this college community as the genesis of the dialogue con-
cerning sexual harassment on campus, and as one of the principal 
factors contributing to the controversial institution of the revised 
alcohol policy. The S&C that I attended last night, however, was 
perhaps the most successful and tasteful (as far as such an event can 
be) of the three, and it revealed itself to me as having a more com-
plex character than a simple tribute to Dionysus.

Last’s night’s party went on in the wake of the severe cen-
sure last year’s S&C received from administrators, tutors, and stu-
dents. Dean Carey sent a letter of apology to all members of the 
community, expressing deep concern that a college-sanctioned event 
could be so raunchy and so seemingly ill-intentioned. Mr. Starr, 
who, as a Senior Resident, checked I. D.’s at the door, wrote a letter 
to The Moon claiming that the propagandistic and manipulative tone 
of the party had evolved to the level of institutional sexual harass-
ment, and that the rights of students with possible objections to or 
sensitivity about the extreme nature of the event were steam rolled.

Student response to Mr. Carey’s apology appeared in the 
same issue of The Moon (September 12, 1996) as Mr. Starr’s letter, 
and was fully in support of the party. Jason Kane, a current senior 
and Alex Zavracky, a senior last year, justified S & C as a necessary 
release and an important experience in its challenge of moral codes. 
Both mentioned the fact that the party wouldn’t exist if such 
provocative currents were not running beneath the surface of the 
student body, and that attendance or agreement was in no way 
mandatory for anyone.

This year the signs advertising the party were far more sub-
tle, and the decorations, excepting perhaps the implications of the 
dance cage, had no sexual content. Alcohol was not served-proba- 
bly a first in the history of S & C. The dress of the participants this 
year had, in addition to the traditional white and black theme, the 
smattering (perhaps more) of provocativeness and transvestitism of 
the last two years, with a few sadomasochistic dashes. The activity 
on the dance floor was largely the sporadic bumping and grinding 
you find in nightclubs, with occasional moments of erotic camp. 
The floor was nearly full almost all night, and had moments of mass 
get down beyond what I’ve seen here before. My perspective is a 
limited one with regard what may or may not have been whispered

in peoples ears, but as far as I could see, there was nothing outward-
ly offensive about this year’s summoning of the S&C spirit.

What is fascinating about this party, however, is that it 
occurs one week after school begins, and , as Jason Kane pointed 
out in his letter, does not set the tone for the rest of the year’s parties 
but rather represents the upper limit for raciness-no other party 
attempts to equal it. I disagree with a small point of both student 
letters in that I think no case can be made for the party’s sexual con-
tent having anything to do with stress relief or an escape from acad-
emics. We are still full of summer freshness, and the first week of 
classes is far more exciting than difficult. S&C happens when it 
does for a different reason, and I am inclined to think it a positive 
one.

I think the party is apotropaic, a parodic warding off of the 
evil of America’s commercialization of sexuality. My ideas on this 
were crystallized by an essay I read by Lewis H. Lapham entitled 
“In the Garden of Tabloid Delight, Notes on Sex, Americans, 
Scandal and Morality" that appeared in the August issue of Harper’s 
Magazine. In it, Lapham makes the point that the proliferation of 
sexual scandals in the American media is indicative of a troubling 
trend of an economic subsumption of politics and ethics in this 
country. The market willingly caters to our lowest urges, and in the 
absence of a generally accepted moral order, is pleased to offer a 
bewildering array of fashionable sexual identities which are readily 
exchangeable and which, “like the liquidity of cash, preserve the 
illusion of infinite options and holds out the ceaselessly renewable 
prospect of a better deal.’’ I am reminded here of my run-ins with 
television over the summer which, since my collegiate alienation 
from it two or three years ago, always makes me feel self conscious 
and rushed, and floods my head with thinly veiled erotica. The sex-
ual identities being hawked on television and constantly forming the 
cores of new irreproachable sub-cultures throughout the country, 
from the nightclubs to the talk shows, are exactly what are being 
parodied on the dance floor at S & C. When you consider that there 
are thousands of Americans trying on such masks with the intent of 
defining themselves, the sight of a male student dancing in a pink 
wig in the dining hall is far from alarming.

In fact I find it liberating. Considering that the student 
population at this school is largely American-meaning that many of 
us grew up with and were perhaps victimized by rampant con-
sumerism that has freely attached itself to all we’ve inherited from 
the sixties-this liberation is intellectual rather than sexual. S & C is 
a living, dancing Gorgon, reminding us at the start of the school 
year of what is incommensurable with our course of study. The 
narcissism of experimenting with the myriad of sexual options made 
available to us as Americans has no place here; how you look in the 
outfit of your new persuasion palls in comparison to the ideas we 
are attempting to think about every day. It is this aspect of S & C 
that particularly impresses me; that we as a student population, in 
what could be the second most self involved time of our lives after 
horrible high school, can parody what could ostensibly tempt us if 
we weren’t studying or thinking, laugh at it and dance around it a 
bit, and then get on with the year.
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Graduate Institute Skirmish Continues
The following written exchange took place over the sum-
mer between last year’s Moon editor, Tafetta Elliott, and 
Graduate Institute student Moira Russell. We have re-print- 
ed the letters written in last year's final issue for those of 
you who missed it.

May 15,1997 
Dear Editors:
Perhaps us hapless Gls would learn to read more quickly 
and efficiently if Tony Lagouranis could actually write. But 
then again, if that miracle occured, the Moon would have to 
be actually edited (which includes proofreading and spell-
checking).
Moira Russell 
SF GI ‘97

This note was included in the May 15 issue by Anne 
Kniggendorf and J.M. MacDonald, the Moon’s proofers:
"It is the policy of the Moon not to emend letters to the edi-
tors except in the interest of layout. The copy editors can-
not, however, help but note that 'us would learn to read' is 
simply bad grammar. If any GI does leam to read over the 
summer, we invite him to replace us as the Moon’s copy 
editor."

The following letter was received by both the former and 
current editors:

To the Editors:
On re-reading my letter to your magazine and realizing my 
grammatical mistake, and then reading your comment on 
my letter and mistake, 1 am reminded of a famous anecdote 
concerning Winston Churchill: At a dinner party, a woman 
coquettishly asked him if he thought she was attractive. He 
said no. She then lost her temper and said, “You’re 
drunk!” Churchill replied, “Yes, madam. But 1 will be 
sober in the morning.” I can realize and overcome by mis-
take quite easily- in other words, 1 “will be sober in the 
morning.”

But 1 wonder if people like you will ever overcome 
your prejudices, which you substituted for the words “grad-
uate students” in your smears on Gl’s (for example: “If any 
women learn to read over the summer...”), the situation 
would be very clear. Obviously, you wouldn’t make such 
slanderous remarks based on people’s race, sex, or gender. 
But apparently, graduate students, in your book, are fair 
game, simply because we’re not undergraduates. Such

small-minded, crude and downright mean behavior may be 
tolerated in the incestuous crucible of St. John’s, but once 
you get out into the real world, you will learn you can’t 
groundlessly insult whomever you please simply because 
you think it’s funny.
Moira Russell 
cc to: Taffeta Elliott

Taffeta Elliott, in turn, wrote this letter to Ms. Russell and 
to the Editors:

June 1,1997 
Dear Ms. Russell:

You have mistaken me for the Moon’s copy editors, 
who responded to your printed letter. “AKK and JMM” are 
Anne Kniggendorf and John Michael MacDonald. Perhaps 
you could have read their response as a challenge to you 
rather than an insult. Under its “credits” section the Moon 
makes clear that opinions published therein belong to their 
authors rather than the editors or the college. During my 
editorship the Moon printed satire of racial and feminist 
prejudices as well as prejudices against the GI’s. In addi-
tion I solicited and wrote material criticizing the college for 
racism and for its refusal to prohibit discrimination against 
homosexuals.

Satire is a far cry from slander. Furthermore, Mr. 
Lagoranis’s satire was grounded in an all-too-real rift 
between the graduate and undergraduate programs. As he 
pointed out to me, the reality of the problem he satirized 
was evidenced by the fact that graduate students were the 
only group he could consistently anger. Two administrators 
have independently remarked to me off the record that the 
Graduate Institute has a long way to go before being inte-
grated into the rest of the college community because grad-
uates pay less tuition for the same quality of education and 
the Graduate Council fails to contribute to community 
expenses like the student computer lab, which was stocked 
from undergraduate activity fees.

Writing what offends no one rarely says anything. 
My concern as editor was whether the satire I printed was 
funny, and not whether if showed sensitivity to everyone’s 
ego. I firmly believe that the Moon should give students 
the opportunity to attempt writing as difficult as satire, 
whatever their success.
Sincerely,
Taffeta Elliott
SF ‘97 -
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Health, Wealth, Addiction... Bring on the Smokes!

Reichman Breathes Fire 
at Smoking Apologists
By  Ch r is  Re ic h ma n , 98

I have recently had to admit that I 
am an invenerate smoker. It is now time to 
use rhetoric to prove that every cloud has a 
silver lining or, more appropriately, employ 
logic in the high function of rationalization. 
I only pray that I may help the majority of 
my classmates with their own fumigation 
dilemmas. I know all too well that every 
smoker seriously considers quitting 
at some time. And while the argu-
ments in favor of quitting are 
numerous and well known, the 
other side must be explored in order 
to make a calm, sane, and rational 
decision. So next time you consider 
this obnoxious habit, please take all 
points into consideration.

This obnoxious habit is 
shared to some extent by the greater 
part of our classmates; and obnox-
ious it is. We are rarely enjoined to 
quit this marvelously self-destruc-
tive habit when actually smoking. 
Non-smokers, especially the partic-
ularly righteous and health-con-
scious variety, are too nauseated by 
the wafting grey clouds of indolent 
leisure. Thank the heavens that have 
been recieving the vapors of burnt 
offerings since ancient times.

I, for one, have no interest 
in talking to someone egotistical and crass 
enough to criticize my still-legal forms of 
relaxation. People like this would bother 
hunters in season for disturbing their nature 
hikes. Continuing to puff is the best method 
of dispersing people who take an unwarrant-
ed concern in your physical welfare.

Unfotunately, we can not smoke all 
of the time, as the legions of tender-lungs 
have instituted their manifesto into most 
indoor areas. They claim damage from some 
ridiculous thing called second-hand smoke. 
Of course there is second-hand smoke, but 
that is not our fault. We paid good money 
for the cigarettes and don’t want others 
reaping our harvest. Let them have the

indoors and the intra-national flights, we 
still have the bars.

In the cozy public houses, we make 
up the rules through a majority of numbers, 
liver damage and loud voices. Even the cof-
fee houses must leam to respect the ways of 
smokers. It should be telling that the N/S 
population controls places of work, subur-

ban shopping malls and gas stations 
while fire breathers retain places of 
sociality and entertainment.
While some claim that smoking 
will shorten our lives, I think that 
the leisure and stress relief offered 
by a well timed cigarette break will 
allow our stress and adrenaline to 
settle down and stop overworking 
our bodies. Which makes the heart 
pound harder, a nice lazy drag or 
the terror of an impending paper 
oral? So there is a little tar in our 
system; it makes the body tougher. 
I’d be willing to bet that the body 
has to work harder to clean out the 
residue of a cigarette than to run for 
fifteen minutes. So we get the relax-
ation and the excercise.
That relaxation is very important. 
We have to thank the non-smokers 
for impeding our ability to smoke 
while at work becaue it forces us to 

take a smoke break. During that break we 
need something to occupy our hands as we 
stand there in black-lunged meditation. The 
meandering thoughts of a person on their 
smoke breaks range farther then those who 
prefer to socialize inside.

The smoker is already an iconoclast 
and therefore less frightened of considering 
taboo subjects. This cannot be done in the 
N/S world of publicly monitered coffee 
breaks and office lunches. At St. John’s, pay 
attention to the people slipping out between 
classes to inhale half a cancer cylinder. They 
almost always show up to the next class more 
refreshed than those who proceed directly 
and wait in the room for the class to begin.

Smokers also form personal bonds 
more readily. It is well known that extreme 
conditions can bring people closer together. 
A smoker faces these conditions every day 
during the winter time.

Outside of any building, you will 
see a small huddle of people offering their 
purpling hands as an extra wind-shield to 
the newest member attempting to light up. 
This is an amazing show of plain old human 
generosity in our cynical times. The veter-
ans of these groups will show the novitiates 
the most effective ways to light up in the 
wind, how to stamp their feet to keep them 
warm, and even bum a butt to the needy. 
These informal parties allow us to meet a 
wide variety of interesting people without 
the need of a silly social convention to draw 
us together.

Cigarettes are not silly. Even the 
non-smoking types see this. They pay so 
much attention to us that they worry, not 
only about our health, but even our finances. 
They worry that we are supporting the 
medicare that will pay for their prostate can-
cer with our happily paid sin taxes. They 
insist that we save $500 dollars a year by 
giving up our enjoyable pack-day pastime. 
Smoking $500 just doesn’t give me the 
same satisfaction as igniting hundreds of 
thousands of cigaretttes. At least the ciga-
rettes look neat while they burn; burning 
money just makes me ill. Seriously, though. 
I’d rather spend money on cigarettes than 
most things I pay— like bills.

Finally, cigarettes give one a close 
look at and time to consider death. 
Montaigne says that death becomes less 
fearful when we calmly examine it. I say it 
becomes less fearful the closer we calmly 
approach it. And what better way to 
approach death than with cigarette in mouth 
and a self-satisfied smile on lips. So the car-
bon monoxide will take some years off the 
tail of my life. Those are the catheter years 
anyway.

"The Non 
Smoking 

population 
controls 

places of 
work, subur-

ban shop-
ping malls 

and gas sta-
tions while 

fire
breathers 

retain places 
of sociality 
and enter-
tainment. "
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Cobalt Explains:The Way It Is
By  Cobal t  Blue , Reside nt  Cool  Guy

Gather round, me little Johnny brothers and sisters while I 
tell ye a tale of the ol’ days of yore, when we built the arc-with-a- 
keg-in-it and carried it freely through the land of beer and money 
which was also known as the Land of Can-I-Have-Another, when 
the great books were written by dying white males before they were 
dead white males and we used to read words that were ten times as 
long as the words used in translations today.

Or instead, let me just say, “Welcome to the Disneyland of 
Capitalized Nouns.” To those repeat offenders who are hooked and 
can’t seem to shake their Great Books habit, the administration 
would like to say, “Thank you for your money. Its been a business 
doing pleasure with you.”

As for you young ‘uns who are visiting us for the first time 
let me just give you a few tips and spell out the way the game 
should be played...

One: If you check your mailbox more than five times a day 
then you are considered normal.

Two: The food in the dining hall— Quit your whining. I’ve 
eaten rocks and tree bark and even army issued M.R.E.’s (Meals 
Refused by Ethiopians). Trust me, you could be eating worse, so be 
careful with your criticism. If I may be so bold as to quote William 
S. Burroughs completely out of context, “Nobody owns life but any-
one who picks up a frying pan can own death.” Think about that 
before you start complaining.

Three: Love, lust and the latch— During these first two 
weeks you will be in a strange and scary environment and your first 
tendency will be to seek out and latch on to other lost and confused 
people. In about two weeks you will recover your senses and, like 
Oedipus, be asking yourself, “How could I have been so blind?” It 
happens the same way every year. I’ve seen this ugliness before. So 
here’s my advise: Women— don’t fall for the first guy who offers 
you a late night tutorial to demonstrate the Prime Mover to you. 
Men— (I’ll keep this simple) You will hear two voices. The small 
one is your brain. Listen to it. If you have trouble distinguishing 
between the two - the brain is the one above the waist.

Lastly— Nobody really cares what you did in high school.
Now as far as the rest of the game goes it is really quite 

simple. This is a community. It is a community that discusses its 
problems. We don’t break things in protest. We don’t run to higher 
powers without trying first to talk out problems amongst ourselves. 
We look for peaceful ways to settle our differences. If, by chance, 
we do get a little rambunctious and out of hand (it happens occa-
sionally...) we take responsibility for our actions. If you buy the 
ticket then you have got to take the ride.

Don’t let the words on the page be dead to you. Learn from 
them and live by what you have learned. Be a responsible communi-
ty member.

Lecture
Review The God of Isaac

By  Jeremia h  Buckley , 98
On Wednesday, August 

27th, those who were able to 
come to the lecture "God of 
Isaac" heard an excellent paper 
by Mr. LeCuyer. The God of 
Isaac is first mentioned at the 
end of Isaac’s life, when he is 
tricked into bestowing his bless-
ing upon Jacob instead of Esau. 
Through the talk given by Mr. 
LeCuyer, both how the decep-
tion wrought by Rebecca and 
Jacob might not be such an out-
rage, and who this God is were 
carefully explained.

When Isaac is near 
death, he tells his first-bom and 
most beloved son, Esau, to catch 
game and prepare some delica-
cies which Isaac loved to eat. 
Isaac’s wife Rebecca overhears 
this request, and while Esau is 
away hunting convinces Jacob, 
her favorite, to impersonate

Esau to a nearly blind Isaac and 
recieve the blessing himself. 
Jacob enters Isaac’s tent with 
fleece on his arms to imperson-
ate the burly Esau and presents 
Isaac with the delicacies. Isaac 
is suspicious of Jacob’s respect-
ful speech although he cannot 
distinguish between the voices 
of his two sons. Isaac asks how 
his son managed to carry out his 
instructions so quickly and 
Jacob replies “Because the Lord 
your God granted me success.” 
(The quotations are from my 
bible and might not be the same 
translation Mr. LeCuyer used). 
This is the first time the God of 
Isaac is referred to by anyone. 
After Isaac convinces his senses 
that he is speaking to Esau, he 
eats the food offered to him and 
blesses the son who brought it. 
Jacob leaves and soon after Esau

comes to Isaac asking for his 
blessing. When Isaac realizes 
that he blessed Jacob, he shud-
ders and declares “I have 
blessed him? Yes, and he shall 
be blessed.”

Mr. LeCuyer believed 
that Isaac upholds the blessing 
because in the shudder of recog-
nition Isaac realizes how he is 
partially at fault and not just the 
subject of deception. Isaac is a 
god-fearing and hardworking 
man, but his view of people is 
easily skewed for he recognizes 
people by their outward appear-
ances. When Jacob comes into 
his tent disguised in fleece and 
smelling like Esau, Isaac con-
vinces himself that this man is 
his first-born son even though 
he acts differently. He bestows 
his blessing on someone he 
knows he is unsure about. Isaac

did not see what Rebecca saw, 
that the outward form of Esau 
could easily be copied, but 
Jacob’s unequal-led respectful-
ness and faith were far more 
important. In this story Isaac’s 
mistake is common to many of 
us and Rebecca is almost depict-
ed as seeing with God’s eyes.

The lecture was very 
well done for several reasons. It 
was both rigorous in explanation 
and relaxed in presentation. Every 
separate part of the myth was very 
carefully explicated and put forth 
in relation to the whole. Mr. 
LeCuyer was casual and down to 
earth while as always showing a 
respect for the text and his audi-
ence. It is possible that his slow 
and quiet manner of speech could 
have let some of the audience dis-
tract themselves.
[Continued on next page]
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n a i s s a n c c Man
[Continued from previous page]

There might have been one problem 
with the lecture. Mr. LeCuyer started off with 
the intent to describe the God of Isaac. After an 
hour of carefully explained proof about how 
the details of the story supported Isaac’s recog-
nition at the end, Mr. LeCuyer finished the lec-
ture without a general summing up of points. 
Every point of the lecture was well focussed so 
that it was possible after some reflection to 
understand how the whole lecture fulfilled his 
intent, but it would have made it easier for the 
reviewer at least if that step had been taken in 
the lecture. On the other hand, the lack of a 
compelling concluding statement was a very 
good device to force the audience to reflect on 
the entire content of the lecture instead of 
walking away with the final statement as an 
vaguely supported truth. In this way Mr. 
LeCuyer very kindly helped us avoid making 
hasty judgements in the manner of Isaac.

This lecture and God of Abraham 
will both be in the library archives in the 
near future. There is also hope of a third 
lecture to come: God of Jacob although no 
release date has been set.

‘WUcrc
By  Jason  Biel agus  

MARICIO’S “LA PLAY A” Located Just 
a few doors down from the Osco on 
Cordova, this is the closest Mexican seafood 
fare of which I know. It also feels like a 
real Mexican restuarant (unlike many of the 
tourist aimed joints in town), not only by the 
food, but also by the variety of hot-sauces 
and Jarrito’s sodas.

WHISTLING MOON, at 402 N 
Gaudalupe, serves decent Greek and Italian 
dishes. I recommend getting a bottle of 
Chianti, the Mediteranean Sampler, the 
Tuna Salad, and finishing with some 
Turkish coffee.

If you were to suddenly come into a large

*To 'Eat
sum of money and ask me where you could 
find a proper Italian meal, I would recom-
mend BABBO GANZO’S, at 130 Lincoln.

HORSEMAN’S HAVEN, 6500 Cerrillos 
Rd. For the one or two people at this school 
who have not yet been to the Horseman’s, 
you must experience it. Once the green 
chile penetrates your flesh, a subtle intoxica-
tion begins to seep through your soul, puri-
fying your being, opening your nose to 
accept the love rising up from each day, 
you’ll be able to be satisfyed by any other 
food which claims to be “hot.”

SOON TO COME: SUSHI REVIEWS! 
PIZZA REVIEWS!

ScXIlcll by Anna Cbristenbury

”How do I get that freah to stop ashing me to go see his 
autographed copy ohRaths Greatest Hits?”

Hello there to all of you in St. John’s 
land! I hope that your first few weeks back 
at school have been going well. I’m sure 
many of you have already engaged in a bit 
of humble celebrating and partaking of liba-
tions. Maybe you partook of too many liba-
tions and went home with that freak in your 
math class. And just maybe you had been 
celebrating so joyously that you don’t really 
remember exactly what you did with that so- 
called freak. But you’re getting a little 
scared because Mr. or Ms. Freak is giving 
you this crazy kind of “that was fun” smile 
in class. Now you’re praying to all the 
gods you can think of that you did not do 
what you think you might have done last 
night. Then through a haze of Aristotle and 
Ptolemy you remember all those horrible 
diseases that they told you about in ninth 
grade health class. You know, the ones 
where things swell and itch and turn nefari-
ous shades of green?

Well I’m here to refresh your busy minds 
about all of those diseases, how you get 
them, where you can go to find out if you 
have one and where to go if you do have one

(or more). I’m also here to answer any spe-
cific questions you may have. For instance, 
“How do I get Mr. or Ms. Freak to stop ask-
ing me to go see their prized autographed 
copy of Ratt and Roll: Ratt’s Greatest Hits?” 
“How do I tell Mr. Achilles or Ms. Helen 
that I think I may have slept with that freak 
and I might have a little insect problem?” 
“My roomate keeps having sex while I’m 
trying to sleep- and sometimes he doesn’t 
even have anybody with him. How can I 
tell him to knock it off?”

I’m also here to answer any serious ques-
tions regarding sexual health, emotional 
health related to sexual problems like abuse, 
rape, assault, harrassment and the like. I 
will try my best to get you some serious 
information on the topic, like who to go to 
for extensive help, what to do in the mean-
time, and the procedures for pressing 
charges.

So basically, if you have a question and it 
relates to sex in even the remotest way, drop 
me a line via campus mail and I’ll try to get 
you an answer. The best thing is that you 
don’t have to tell me your name, so that all

of the school doesn’t have to know who you 
are and which freak you think you might 
remember sleeping with. And if you want 
to ask me a confidential question that you 
don’t want to be printed that’s fine too- just 
leave me some way of getting back to you.

And now on to our first bit of handy 
phone numbers:

Planned Parenthood of New Mexico
514 Onate Plaza, Santa Fe 
982-3684

gynecological exams, birth control, 
sexually transmitted disease test 
ing, HIV testing, and pregnancy 
testing- just remember that this is 
not a free health clinic, they do 
charge for services 

Rape Crisis Center crisis hotline 
986-9111
Kim Bear, Campus Nurse 
x6418
Jan Boyer and Jan Arsenault,
Campus Counselors
x6419
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By  Carisa  Armendariz , 99
Virgo: On August 17 Mercury begins a 
retrograde cycle through September 10. 
Your birthday should be exciting because 
you end up doing the unexpected. Now is 
also the time to shake things up a bit by 
doing what has before terrified you. Invite 
someone on a date, buy a pair of hip-hug- 
gers, whatever. Don’t forget to record 
dreams- they could be the key to your new 
spiritual awakening.
Libra: Love is here for your pleasure, 
baby! Venus enters your sign and stays 
there until September 11. Venus also 
means adeptness at the fine arts so try out 
painting, dancing, nude photography. 
With all the fun you’ll have in your leisure 
time you must not forget to be reliable and 
malleable in your work situation.
Scorpio: Your view of friends and lovers 
is about to change. Outing superficial 
friends is what you’ll do and at the same 
time you will discover friends with more 
depth. Change is essential and you cannot 
fear an intimate relationship. Rethink 
long-term goals.
Sagittarius: There was an important 
eclipse in your tenth house on September 
1. Your tenth house is your house of fame, 
achievement, and mastery. Practice cau-
tion with your reputation. Or us your good 
reputation to your advantage. Housing 
needs may change in the next few weeks.

A surprise announcement may change 
your plans.
Capricorn: I know that one of you out 
there plays the accordion or was a state- 
champion yodeler. Does your mother have 
pictures of you spelling “adjacent” correctly 
in the school spelling bee? Think back to 
the days of old and reclaim your lost talents. 
Aquarius: An eclipse in your eighth house 
(house of rebirth and soul) makes you 
aware of interesting but unsettling secrets. 
If you don’t want to know, don’t ask 
September 1-9. But on the tenth Mercury 
turns direct, making truths easier to accept. 
Embrace the truths that are good and rec-
ognize the ones that are not.
Pisces: Clip the ties that bind, Pisceans! 
The Virgo eclipse inclines you to choose 
different eompany. I say get rid of the 
lousy boyfriend, lose the “I’m bored” 
friend and ask the chick in your math class 
to do yoga with you.
Aries: September 2-11 Venus and Saturn 
are in opposition. Separate business and 
pleasure. It’s actually all about balancing 
everything. You give a little, you take a 
little. And don’t ignore the good fairies 
and sprites that inhabit your eighth house. 
They will help in communion with your 
past and future lives.
Taurus: In September there is an eclipse 
in your fifth house (romanticness, creativi-

ty). You must be progressive about love 
and projects. Be loving with those that 
show need for your attention. A long-term 
commitment in your social life is eminent. 
Gemini: The eclipse on September 1 
makes communication difficult. You must 
insist that people make themselves clear. 
The second eclipse on the 16th affects 
your tenth house (fame, mastery). Be flex-
ible at work and don’t forget to look your 
best.
Cancer: September’s eclipse on the first 
and sixteenth brighten two of your houses 
(communications and education) through 
fall equinox. Concepts that were difficult 
to understand will become clear if 
reviewed. You have wondered: “Why 
does that girl in my language class always 
smile at me and compliment my transla-
tions?” Time to move out of the darkness. 
Cancer.
Leo: With an eclipse near retrograde 
Mercury in your second house, your 
money situation is shaky. Don’t worry; it 
could be more or less moolah and you’ll be 
able to deal with it. When Venus enters 
your fourth house on September 11, you 
will value beauty in your home. I’ve 
found that a couple of niee posters (not 
Led Zeppelin and Michael Jordan) and 
some Christmas lights make for a lovely 
and charming dorm room.

Gabriel and Ian at the Movies: "Conspiracy Theory," "Soylent Green

So our editor told us we had four days to do a movie 
review. Last night, mere hours before the deadline, we realized that 
meant we had to go take in a movie.

Crushed beneath the overwhelming weight of this tyranni-
cal editorial oppresion, we dragged seven other people with us to 
Villa Linda Mall, peering out the back window for glimpses of the 
infamous silent black helicopters the entire way. Ever think that 
‘something is out there,’ that the government is out to get you, that 
the Vietnam war happened because of a bet between the president 
and Aristotle Onasis? Or wonder why the Grateful Dead are 
ALWAYS on tour, and why lone assassins always have three names 
(John Wilkes Booth) while serial killers only have two (Charles 
Manson)?

In “Conspiracy Theory,” Mel Gibson manages to demysti-
fy all the enigmas which make our day-to-day lives so strenuous by 
answering all of these questions. In his spare time, he wins the heart

of Julia Roberts and bites off Patrick Stewart’s nose. It was good. 
Official Rating: [deleted for security reasons]

In keeping with this week’s conspiracy theme, (what was 
that noise?) we decided to review the greatest conspiracy classic of 
all time: “Soylent Green”. A dystopian epic of an overpopulated 
future, starring Charleton Heston (in his most moving work to date), 
a dozen man-squishing bulldozers, several thousand oddly colored 
triscuits (ingredients unknown), and a shock ending possibly more 
publicized than the one in “The Crying Game” (for those of you 
who missed “The Crying Game”- she’s got a penis!!!)

In case the lure of the ending isn’t sufficiently intriguing, 
rent “Soylent Green” just to see stud-muffin Charleton Heston wear-
ing that unbearably cool hankie-thingie around his neck. Rating: 
Worth the 49 cents at Hastings and the cost of a box of triscuits 
(food coloring optional).
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On Entropy and It's Presumed Chaotic 
Entelechy as Manifested in 1/Infinity = Zero

By  Jacob  Keller , 98
The theme of their song is uni-

verse: he sings of one, she of infinity; at twi-
light, his melody over hers, together they 
sing of nothing. Their song is both temporal 
and spatial, and is as elusive as its subjeet: 
the whole infinite void of which they have a 
singular unbounded absence of knowledge.

He sings of one as of a lost home-
land; he pretends to have memories of it. 
When he tries to return to it, his ego, that 
fiery ever-turning sword, blocks the way 
with coquettish display of how interesting 
and complex he really is. Whatsoever one 
he picks, his ego shows him pieces that do 
not fit; his ego divides it or adds to it. His 
ego shows him the diagonal of the unit 
square: what does the square root of two 
care for his unit? Further, his ego shows 
him that there are more incommensurables 
than he could ever care to go through. Truly 
he yearns for his homeland, but his memory 
fails him: “Maybe it was not one, but infini-
ty, that I was thinking of.” He hears and lis-
tens to her approaching song:

She promises in frolicking col-
oratura to lead him in all directions; she 
bursts forth colorful as infinity itself; even 
so, there is a note of doubt. Her doubt is 
ego. It shows her the pattern of what she 
does; it shows her how she is merely elabo-

rating a few notes, and offers to further sim-
plify things. Attracted by the dastardly 
offer, she follows her imagined scent of the 
ultimate one further and further until she 
finds him who seeks infinity:

“I have seen that one is not. I am 
going in search of infinity,” he tells her.

“Seek no further, for neither is 
infinity. Surely we must admit that there is 
nothing,” she replies.

Together they sigh, forget what the 
other has said, and continue on, in crossed paths.

They do this now and always, and never.

This is the story of two physicists 
left alone in a quiet room; the crises of noth-
ingness are a function of the tempi of their 
minds. Add more noise and people and 
these crises will rarely happen. Technology 
and science in general mean to do just this: 
perhaps we will think we know something if 
we talk and keep talking to people and more 
people. Fortunately we are able to make 
machines that will talk for us. Even white 
noise comforts us.

The second myth of thermodynam-
ics is the attempt of a desperate scientist, all 
too alone, to subdue all humanity as he pon-
ders his impending death. First, this “law” 
assumes randomness, an assumption that is

neither obvious nor reasonable; it disregards 
eausality. In the doctrine of strict causality 
there is predestination. In other words, 
might the dice of the universe be loaded? 
Might the universe yearn for order as much 
as it allegedly longs for disorder? Or maybe 
it wants two-thirds order and one-third 
chaos-who are we to say? The force of 
gravity, at least, seems an indication of the 
universe’s desire for coherence.
Further, I offer to the following:

What is the meaning of “order” or “disor-
der” in a universe that is one in terms of 
space and time?

What is the meaning of these terms in an 
infinite universe?

Why is there something rather than nothing, 
or along the same lines, whence order?
Why has the universe not already reached its 
presumed chaotic entellechy?

The motivation of this paper is my dismay 
with people who predicate a chaotic ent-
elechy for the universe. I suggest they think 
less of their death and more of their birth 
and the eternal now.

Dear Rachel,
While we are here at St. John’s, learning how to relate to the 
world around us and the ideas behind the methods of operation of 
our everyday world, often problems arise in each of our lives. 
Rather than turn to Plato, Augustine, Montaigne, or Freud, who 
all had their own ideas of how to manage problems, for our every-
day difficulties just asking advice of a fellow student can be help-
ful (and requires very little additional reading!)

Dear Rachel,
I have always had a problem keeping friends, not 

because I fight with the friends I make, but rather due to an 
unceasing tendency to seek out faults in others and make them 
undesirable as even aquaintences. I realize how unfair I am being 
to my friends. Is it wrong to choose your fiiends carefully? I’m 
tired of constantly changing the groups of people with whom I 
associate.

Dear Self-Inflicted Hermit,
Everyone has faults, and relating to others despite differ-

ences is a very important part of life. One tends to become 
friends with others who share common interests, values, and 
habits. Friendships take work on the part of all parties involved, 
and often simply sharing an affinity for Aristophanes’ zany sense 
of humor is not enough. Consider also, that although the quirks 
of others can become distracting (if not downright annoying), 
there must have been some reason you were drawn to your 
friend. Try to keep the good qualities of your friend in mind. 
Talk to your friend about your feelings and do not let minor prob-
lems go unresolved, for small barriers tend to grow into impossi-
ble hurdles because we find it easier to ignore a conflict than to 
rectify it.

Self-Inflicted Hermit
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From the Adobe Kechina B & 8

Dea^ Mafylou,

How to begin to tell you?^ I've [ust am'ved In Santa Fe, and eve^y- 

thing the man at the ash^am said about it is tme! The mountain views, the 

blue skies, the wofksho|>s... really, the crystal energy here is amazing. 

Browsing through the local weekly, I found notices for solar reflexology talk, 

'Healing Through Basketweaving,* s|>iritual massages (with aromathera|>y!) 

and much more. I can't even begin to count all the Dee|>ak Cho|>ra study 

groups. Ri^t now I'm hesitating between 'The Warrior Within: Menstruation 

as Therapy,' and 'Finding the Oppressed Minority Inside Yourself.* Then 

there is always the peace prayer group... I just hope I'll have enough time for it 

all.

I spoke briefly to Bud yesterday on the phone. He seemed rather 

hostile. I tried to explain again that the patriarchal establishment of Western 

so-called culture (especially as manifest in Cedar Falls, Michigan) had been 

oppressing my vibrant female creativity. He muttered something about it

being rather sudden. Realizing that he was far behind me in spiritual under-

standing (doubtiess he too has been emotionally stunted by life in the barren 

white maie wasteland of Middle America) I abandoned attempts to philoso-

phize. I reminded him that Santa Fe has the largest percentage population of 

divorced and separated middle-aged women in the U.S. 'You see, ' I said, 

'There are lots more women here just like me.* He oniy snorted. I started to 

quote to him from Healing Yourself from the Inside Out, but I heard little 

Clarissa crying in the background and ! felt as though I was losing his atten-

tion. I told him how to work the dishwasher and hung up.

For one moment, I confess, f almost succumbed to the guilt feel-

ings instiiied in me by all those years we shared in Catholic school. However, 

one look at The Liberated Woman's Guide to Santa Fe which mg hostess had 

thoughtfully left in my room restored me. Reflecting on the incredible self 

delusion of Western society, I headed to the Plaza to buy myself this gorgeous 

serape I had seen earlier. The path to enlightenment does have its perks!

Liberatedly Yours,

Sylvia

Sports  with  Shawn : NFL Preview
By  Shawn  Watts , 00

If you are the gambling type, there is really no reason to 
wait around for the penny ante, low stakes games at Lola’s. Take all 
that you have in savings-hell, even borrow from relatives and 
tutors-and put all your money on the Green Bay Packers to win the 
super bowl in 1998. Last year’s most dominating offense and most 
intimidating defense show no signs of slowing down for the start of 
the upcoming NFL season.

Aside from the sure shot Packers, watch out for these teams
in 1998:
New England Patriots - The head coaching change that the Patriots 
went though during the off season will prevent them from getting 
back to the super bowl. However, they still have the best young 
quarterback in the league in Drew Bledsoe. Their offense still has 
reliable tight end Ben Coates and sensational running back Curtis 
Martin. They are a lock to win the AFC East.
Jacksonville Jaguars - Quarterback got a huge contract in the off 
season and an even bigger knee injury. He will miss the first eight 
games of the season, but will be back in time to prevent any irrevo-
cable damage. Jacksonville simply has no competition in the AFC 
Central.
Denver Broncos - If there is one team in the NFL with the talent to 
give the Packers any kind of game, it is the Denver Broncos. They 
have one of the best quarterbacks in the history of football and the 
most exciting and surprising young running back in the league. 
Denver’s defense is solid and has plenty of experience. Overall, 
they are the best team in the AFC. The bad news for Bronco fans is 
that the Broncos are classic underachievers. Still yet, they are the 
team to beat in the AFC West.
Dallas Cowboys-The most intimidating and talented team in the

1990’s has experienced a fall from grace. Problems off the field 
continue to plague the Cowboys. From coach Barry Switzer’s guns 
to Nate Newton’s sexual harrasment problems (maybe we should 
send him one of those nifty pamphlets), the Cowboys collective rap 
sheet is longer than a re-read of Plotinus. All that aside, Dallas still 
has unbelievable offensive football players. They will be unchal-
lenged in the NFC East.
Tampa Bay Buccaneers - We already established Green Bay’s 
place atop the NFC Central. However, keep an eye on the 
Buccaneers. The losingest team in football since 1985 had a 
respectable showing last year under new head coach Tony Dungee. 
A year of getting ajusted to him and a stellar draft leaves them in a 
position to surprise all of the sporting world and win at least eight 
games. If they can muster some strength and gain the favor of Zeus, 
they just might make the playoffs.
San Francisco 49ers - They are old, broken, and expensive. Still 
yet, they have have men on both offense and defense that simply 
know how to win football games. They will not be the dominating 
team that they were for all of the 80’s and most of the 90’s, but they 
have what it takes to win the NFC West.

ONES TO WATCH:
Barry Sanders - The Detroit Lions got the one thing any competent 
running back needs: a coach that likes to run the football and a guy 
to help clear a path in which to run. Sanders has been the best run-
ning back in history even without those two neccesities. This year 
he should explode for even more yards than he has in the past. I feel 
like some long time records might be in danger.
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Dear Buffy,
My transfer here to Santa 

Fe from Annapolis has been most 
illuminating. Not so much is differ-
ent here as we had expected, though 
I have noticed a few things. I’ll start 
with Seminar. As you warned me, 
we were required to check our shoes 
at the door of our seminar room. 
Some light was shed on this practice 
by the pamphlet I received from the 
dean’s tepee. I had no idea that cov-
ered feet interfere with one’s aura: 
“Only with toes exposed can the pos-
itive energy be properly channelled.” 
The dynamics of the discussion were 
also somewhat different than they 
back east. There was none of the 
usual shouting and fist-fighting to 
which I had become so accustomed. 
At one point, a timid student was 
actually allowed to express a dissent-
ing opinion and I was reprimanded 
when I rose to strike him. In addi-
tion, many of the students had the 
audacity to show up without black 
ties and evening gowns— Yes, to 
seminar!! The only sense I could 
make of this was that such apparel 
was too warm for the ten mile hike 
up the hill to our classroom. 
Incidentally, the helicopter pad from 
which flights to the nearest town 
depart is very close to my seminar 
building, so that’s tolerable.

Life outside of class has also 
presented some subtle differences. I 
was quite excited about actually 
receiveing plates and silverware in 
the dining hall— how is the old 
Marriot slop-trough, anyway?— but 
my stomach has yet to adjust to the 
jalapeno and chipolte peppers which 
they serve as entrees here. I saved 
some of the lettuce from last nights 
dinner for a project I am working 
on. You see, the last blade of grass I 
saw was at the Colorado border and 
no grass means— what else?— no 
croquet; unthinkable, I know. So I 
have gathered some tumbleweeds, 
which I managed to crush with my 
student-issue mountain bike. This, 
along with the lettuce, should allow

me to, within a month, fashion a 
lawn suitable for a true outing of 
brie and champagne and the sport 
which put the divine back in divini-
ty.

It has actually been some-
what difficult to get anything done 
here without the familiar sound of 
those Annapolis bells whose song 
used to guide me through each activ-
ity of the day. My tentmate, 
Moondog, had to explain to me that 
we don’t have to wait from any 
authorization in order to use the out-
house. I should say that Moondog 
has been instrumental in helping me 
fight off the bears and coyotes which 
harass us during the night. He has 
also shown me some of the steps to 
the sombrero-dance which they do 
here in place of a waltz. Again, I 
was shocked by the amount of free-
dom which the students have at 
these functions: no entertainment 
master, no chaperons, nobody wait-
ing with the guillotine for dancers 
who attempt un-sanctioned dancing 
moves.

This place is not quite the 
bedlam of debauchery and damned 
incest which we have been led to 
believe. Once one gets used to the 
screams of the peyote and heroine 
addicts and, of course, the weekly 
public-fornication hour, it is really 
quite homey. I do miss our night-
long drinking bouts and the ensur-
ing brawls over whose intermural 
basketball team will win the ‘ivy- 
cup’. Which reminds me, how goes 
our efforts to gain official ivy league 
status? I am beginning to feel that 
Winston was right and we simply 
need to open those fraternaties we 
spoke about.

That about wraps up the 
differences I have found here in 
week one. Please give my deepest 
affections to the Dean and her 
entourage.

Clatu Veratu Nectu, 
Rhinehold

A TRAIN ROLLS through the light and shad-
ow of a local train station.

Pho to  by  Heathe r  Cam po , staf f

$oetryCorner
This mom, a silvery hollow 

mist hangs low
Outside the awakened poet's 

window
Smoothing the aggressive 

desert sunlight
Into folds of rosy hues angelic
Save for the elegy of mourning 

doves
The ideal hush beckons the 

bard to compose

By  C. Boyle , 01
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Announcements
Placement Events
Wednesday, September 10, 3-4:30 p.m.. Junior Common Room- Reality Check for Seniors: 
What should seniors be doing right now to avoid being at loose ends the day after gradua-
tion? How do you apply for graduate school or a job? How do you find the right graduate 
school or job? What can you expect after St. John’s in terms of other education or employ-
ment opportunities? How can the Placement Office make the transition easier? Warning: 
Senior who do not attend this meeting will be subject to unreasonable panic and recurring 
nightmares. Skip this at your own peril!

Thursday, September 10,9 a.m. - 3 p.m., Peterson Lobby (across from Coffee Shop) - 
Peace Corps Recruiter: The Peace Corps loves students from St. John’s. St. John’s has 
more students accepted into the Peace Corps each year than the University of Texas at 
Austin - a school 100 times our size. The French you get at St. John’s makes you good can-
didates for jobs in West Africa. If you were to supplement that French through summer 
programs, you would be guaranteed a placement. If you want to do something rewarding 
and challenging- something that will really stretch your initiative and creativity- talk with 
the recruiter.

Watch The Moon for news about Placement events each month. In between issues, talk to 
Margaret Odell, your Placement Director, Weigle Hall, Rooms 13 and 14, ext. 6066; e-mail: 
placement@mail.sjcsf.edu.

Film Society Shows
Saturday, September 6 at 7 p.m.: Patton

Saturday, September 13 at 7 p.m. and 9:15 p.m., respectively:
Destry Rides Again and Witness For The Prosecution
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The Moon serves St. John’s College 
in Santa Fe, New Mexico as an inde-
pendent bi-weekly student newspa-
per. Opinions expressed here repre-
sent the views of their authors rather 
than those of the College. Issues are 
distributed at no charge to students, 
faculty and staff on the Santa Fe cam-
pus, and yearly subscriptions can be 
obtained for $35. Tax-deductible con-
tributions are welcome.
We solicit submissions from all mem-
bers of the College communtiy. Staff 
and contributors meet Wednesdays at 
noon in the SJC coffee shop.
Material for the next issue should be 
submitted by 6 p.m. on Friday, 
September 12. We insist that work be 
submitted in text format on a 3.5” 
Macintosh disk along with a typed, 
double-spaced copy including the 
author’s name and phone number. 
Hard copies without disks are accept-
able in certain circumstances. The 
Moon reserves the right to edit and to 
reject any submission.
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