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LETTER FROM THE
EDITORS
While changes to the Moon in the
1998-99 academic year will not be
drastic, the editors would nonetheless
like to stress a few points with regard
to writing submitted to the paper:
1) The Moon is not a literary magazine. Creative writing is of course
welcomed—we wish only to notice the
unnecessary pain of cliched poetry and
Bielagus-inspired short stories. Liz
Borshard is always in need of literary
writing for Tag, the College’s new and
improved literary publication.
2) The city of Santa Fe exists. Petty
bickering over inconsequential “problems” and disagreements on our Magic
Mountain quickly become boring. Yes,
the Moon is a forum for dialogue concerning the College community; but
let’s not forget to extend our lives into
our city.
3) A well-written Moon article does
not consist in quoting as many program authors as possible. Attempting
to justify, for example, one’s Godgiven right to throw a chair through a
window is a difficult task—clouding
one’s writing with the vaguely connected words of Aristotle, Jane Austen,
Plotinus, and Lavoisier really doesn’t
help much.
4) Short academic papers are
highly encouraged. Hi, tutors.
This year the Moon hopes to offend
more people and to help the College
community take itself less seriously.
Cheers.

Carisa Armendariz
Adrian Lucia

IP
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LETTERS
To All Students:

As I sincerely hope many of you know,
the hooting, shouting and jeering at this
year’s Convocation was a welcome respite
from an otherwise stuffy and uncomfortable
ceremony. When two faculty members have
to leave their seats to restore order at a formal college ceremony, they avoid leg
cramps. What was ugly and obnoxious was
the costumes of the faculty. As far as appropriate action, on behalf of the freshman class
I’d like to take it now and thank those responsible.
To freshman parents who felt they had
made a mistake in sending their sons and
daughters to St. John’s, I offer the raspberry
of the whole school and invite them to
lighten up. Anyone expecting St. John’s to

MOVING IN

educate anyone in appropriateness or social
propriety should have more seriously considered the Annapolis campus. They might
also look over the curriculum and count up
the alcoholics, lunatics, and otherwise socially unacceptable thinkers that their children will be studying here. For a watereddown version there are several ivy league
schools back east.
I feel almost as good about the “prank”
that interrupted the Dean’s lecture. This lecture is an overly formal college event, that
itself does noting to introduce freshmen to
this seminar-oriented enterprise of ours. The
good name of the college in Santa Fe and
beyond is the concern of El Presidente and
the administration, but not the senior class,
who I encourage to do whatever it can to
maintain its sanity after three years of chal-

lenging cliches and prejudices. The dean's
lecture was carefully considered, challenging, and, like any lecture, long and boring. I
was personally so encouraged by the display
that I decided to stick around.
If the senior class would like to prank
my don rag, it is invited and welcome. Tutors given to lecturing should be yelled at
until they find a school to which they are
better adapted. I know there are times when
we want to step back and not take ourselves
too seriously. “Important”, stuffy, and silly
ceremonial occasions of the college offer a
perfect opportunity.
I trust that we can all now say that these
events and other like them lie ahead in plenitude. In his letter El Presidente apologized
to the freshmen for the behavior of the seniors. I would like to extend the apology of
the freshman class for El Presidente’s letter. We didn’t mind.
Sincerely,
Douglas Smith
Freshman

by Carisa Armendariz, '99
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Thanks to Student Polity for
not harrasing
The Moon when
we asked for
money this year
We will be able
to afford some of
the equipment
we really need
(like a new computer and a Web
design program).
The Moon is of
the students, by
the students, for
the students.
Viva La Polity!
Photo by Danielle Stanton, '01

by Adrian Lucia, '00
Hearye.Signs of the Apocalypse is a column dedicated to the uncovering of the barbarian
revolution. Submissions are accepted via the Moon or Adrian Lucia.
ABC television has launched a new series of graphically sparse advertisements which has attracted much attention from the American
public. On a uniform yellow background in a slightly broken, black typeface, the billboards and posters offer such rhetorical questions as “If
TV is so bad for you, why is there one in every hospital room?”, “Without a TV. how would you know where to put the sofa?”, and "Hello?
It s free. Each ad consists of one sentence, usually in the form of a question. ABC apparently hopes to amuse the advertisement’s viewers,
but any at all critical eye will perceive that this “humor is merely a facade for the television giant’s true imperative message: loose the antitelevision whining and submit to the dark side.
:

—--------------------------- i
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LOVE AND HAPPINESS
Peter Zachariadis was a member of the
undergraduate class of 1998 and had
planned to join the Eastern Classics Program this fall. He traveled to India this
summer to participate the wedding of his
teacher's son. While bathing in the Ganges
River as a rite ofpurification for the wedding, Peter was swept away by the current.
He has not been found.
I’ve been thinking about what I want to
say in this article about Peter for a while now.
I haven’t been sure if I want to share my personal memories of Peter, or if I want to try to
talk about the kind of man and friend Peter
was. For days I despaired that I would not be
able to write anything that was not purely selfindulgent and depressing; something more
about my own personal grief and less about
Peter.
I’ve also been putting off writing this article for a while. It is one thing to think to myself about Peter’s death, or to even talk about
it to other people. But putting in print that Peter is gone has a sort of finality to it that I don’t
want to have to deal with.
Every time I get sad and start to cry because I miss Peter, I see Peter in my mind. He
has this look on his face that he would give
me every time I was being silly or over-indulgent in my own personal melodramas. Peter
would sort of cock his head to the right, crinkle
up his big brown eyes and give me this little
laugh. And Every time I am sad about Peter
being gone I just know he would give me that
same look if he could see me. Peter would
think it silly that I should get so upset about
his being gone, when he is obviously in a good
place now.
I think that if you were to take that last
sentence and imagine Peter saying it, it would
sum up a lot of Peter’s greatest qualities. He
would say the word silly because it is a very
gentle way of saying that it’s not the end of
the world. Peter had a very peaceful demeanor
about him. The way he spoke, the way he
laughed and the way that he loved was gentle
and calming.
Peter was also the type of person that could
be confident that when he died he would be in
a good place. He was a very spiritual man and
I think his faith gave him a strength that few
people possess. Peter’s strength must have also
stemmed from the vast resources of love that

he had in his heart. Just being near Peter, you
could feel what a strong and loving person he
was.

I could try for days to list every quality
that made up Peter but I’m sure I wouldn’t be
able do him justice even if I were to try. Instead I think the best way for me to honor Peter is to talk about the way I know him best: as
a teacher. Peter was always helping me to see
things in a whole new light. He showed me
things about life that I had never known before. I don’t think that before meeting Peter I
knew what it was to know a man; a true man,
not a boy masquerading as a man. That is not
to say that there are no other real men out there,
only that / had never really known one before
Peter.
Peter also taught me what it was to truly
love and be loved by someone; to love without motive or reserve. The only way that I
know how to express what I mean is to say
that Peter was my heart. That sounds strange,
but think of it as a colloquialism that tries to
express an elusive idea through weird wording. When you love someone so much, they
really do become a part of your
heart and soul.
Even recently I have learned
something from Peter. One day,
about a month or so after I had
heard that Peter died, I realized I
had never actually said the words
“I love you” to him. I had never
told him just how much his friendship meant to me. I think that realization tore me up as much as
knowing that Peter was gone. I despaired at never having thanked
him or returning to him some of
the love he gave to me. But then I
would just see Peter making that
little face at me again, saying
“Don’t be silly, I know you loved
me.” Only, just like everyone else,
Peter was not perfect, he didn’t
know everything. I should have
taken the time just once to say "I
love you" to him. I should not
have taken for granted that I would
always have the opportunity to say
Peter protesting the inaccessabilty of
newly installed sculpture in 1992. Peter
said that the protest was "a little gentle
satire."

by Anna Christenbury, '00

it to him.
And then this morning, I learned yet again
from Peter. I had been so upset over never
having another friend like Peter, never knowing that gentleness, that easiness, that ability
to make me so happy. But then I was woken
up by a friend to a beautiful Sunday morning.
And then another friend came over, and then
another. And I listened to A1 Green’s “Love
and Happiness” really loud. And all of theses
ideas started to come to me. It’s not that Peter
was the only real man, or the only one that I
had loved or could make me happy. It’s just
that it was easiest for me to see and feel those
things with Peter. I realized I have many
friends that do all of those good things that
Peter did. There’s the friend that can just put
me at ease, or the one whose smile makes me
want to smile, the one who is always there,
the one who with the smallest gesture makes
me feel so loved. I realized that there are
people all around me that are like Peter, it
just took knowing Peter for me to see it.
And for that I am most grateful.
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JQRGE LUIS BORGESl
AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL NOTES
Se,g,yL„chin

ipeness.
Throughout my life, devoted largely to
books, 1 read very few novels and, in most cases,
it was a sense of duty that forced me to turn the
last page. At the same time, I always loved reading and rereading short stories. Stevenson,
Kipling, James, Conrad, Poe, Chesterton,
Laine’s One Thousand and One Nights, and
certain stories of Hawthorne were my, as far as
I can remember, usual reading. The feeling that
large novels like Don Quixote and Huckleberry
Finn are essentially shapeless only
strenghthened my favor for the short story form,
the necessary elements of which are brevity, a
definite beginning, middle, end. But, as a writer,
for many years I supposed the short story beyond my capacity, and only after a series of shy,
wandering attempts at narration, I finally sat
down to write proper stories.
It took six years - 1927 to 1933 - forme to
advance from the overly confident sketch

Hombres Pelearon to my first
real short story Hombre de la
Esquina Rosada (The Man from
the Cafe 'Rose'). My friend, a
former political boss and a renowned gambler in the North
parts, Nicholas Paredes died, and
I wanted to preserve something
I heard from him, his tales and
his manner of telling. I polished
every page, tested to the ear every phrase and tried to relate accurately his intonations. At that
time we lived out of the city, in
Adroge, and I, knowing that
mother would disapprove of the
story line, composed in secret
over the course of several
months. At first, it appeared as
Hombres de las Oriells (Men
from the Edges of Town) in
the‘Saturday Edition’ of the Critique, which I published through
that boulevard paper. Diffident,
and, perhaps, deeming it unworthy of my level, I signed a pseudonym — Francisco Butosa, a
name that belonged to one of m
grandfathers. Although the stor
attained a wide, almost
uncofortable degree of popularity, I never considered it a sort
of a starting point. It simply occurred, as some
caprice.
The true beginnig of my journey as a writer
of stories was a series of shorts named Historia
Universal de la Infamia (A Universal History
ofInfamy), with which I supplied the pages of
the Critique during 1933 and 1934. The irony
of the entire enterprise is in that The Man from
the Cafe ‘Rose' was a proper short story, while
these sketches, and some that followed them,
were in spirit of mystification and pseudo-essay. In my Universal History I did not want to
repeat what Schwab did in his Imagined Lives.
He conjured up biographies of existing people
- fairly obscure or thoroughly unknown. But
I, on the contrary, read biographies of famous
personae and then purposely changed and tailored them at my discretion. For example, having read Herbert Ashbury’s The Gangs ofNew
York, I produced my own liberal version of
the Jew gangster Mank Eastman, bearing no

likeness to the man described by the selected
author. The same happened to Bill Killer, John
Merrel (whom 1 renamed Lazarus Morrell), to
the Masked Prophet of Chorasan, the liar
Teachbome, and a few others. 1 never considered publishing these stories as a book. They
were meant for a pleasure read in the Critique
and were made purposely peculiar. Nowadays,
I imagine that the actual worth of these stories
- besides the unmistakable pleasure I took writing them - lies in their being an excercise in
narration. Sinee the basic throughline and circumstances were already laid out, I was only
required to stitch them with all imaginable living details.
My next story The Approach to AlMu 'tassin, written in 1935, is a mystification
and a pseudo-essay all in one. It is contrived
as a review of a book which was published in
Bombay some three years earlier. The ficticios
‘second edition’ before me I owe to the ‘original publisher Victor Hollance,’ and the preface - to a real writer Dorothy Lee Sayers. But
the book and its author are both my creations.
I relate the plotline and even several detailed
episodes - borrowing from Kipling and reworking the Persian mystic Fariddadin Attar and in the end of this review expose thoroughly
the book’s various important flaws. The story
appeared the following year in my collection
of [real] essays Historia de la Eternidad, (The
History of Eternity) pushed back to the very
end, along with the article ‘The Art of Insult.’
Those who read Approaching Al-Mutassim
took my scheme seriously, and one of my
friends ordered from London a copy of the
mentioned ‘first edition.’ Only in 1942 I published it as intended, in my first book of stories El Jardin de Senderos que se Bifurcan (The
Garden of Forking Paths). Perhaps, I have
treated it unjustly -1 think now that it was a
foretoken, and even may have set a sort of a
pattern for the stories still awaiting their incarnation, and on which my reputation as a
writer of such now stands.

f,

Jorge Luis BorgeS fl 899 -1986) is mostly
known for his short stories, although a good
part of his extensive literary career was devoted to poetry. His remarkable erudition, that
allowed him to freely converse on the
Kaballah, Dante, One Thousand and One
Nights, Averroes, Conrad, the Nibelungs,
Plato, the Talmud, etc., comes through in both
genres. The most famous, and widely available, books by Borges are: Ficciones, The
Aleph and other stories, and the compilations
Borges: A Personal Anthology and Labyrinths.
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THE PLUNGE OF MOUNT
OLYMPUS INTO THE SEA„.,.«

As a senior who, since my days as a perMr. Agresto states that “Pranks,” like the
spective student, has felt the awesome power one staged during the Dean’s Lecture, “do
of our congregation deep within my blood, and nothing to introduce freshmen to this enterhas been actively involved in campus life, both prise of ours.” I would like to ask “this colin the clean, wholesome intellectual environ- lege” what was done to introduce freshman
ment of the classrooms and lecture halls and to, what used to be, our unique way of doing
the dark, decrepit dens of inequity known to things around here. Rumor has it that the RA’s
some as Anderson, McCune, Thalia, Suite 5, did not prepare a “Seminar from Hell” skit and
Apartment 8,1 feel it is my responsibility to that Community Day was a bust. Rumor has
address what appears to me the systematic re- it that the attendance of upperclassmen at the
moval of all the important myths and tradi- Dean’s lecture was few and far between.
tions which have made this school utterly
I, for one, remember a hearty welcome
meaningful and excellent throughout all the from the RA’s when I was a freshman. I loved
years I have been here.
every hoot and holler thrown at the crowd by
There has been a long miming campus myth the upperclassmen at Convocation (granted
(which I would be willing to bet is quite tme) they weren’t as immature as others were this
that in Playboy Magazine’s list of the Top Ten year). I do remember the entire college slavParty Schools in America, St. John’s College ing out in the mud and the rain on Commureceived the “honorary asterisk,” which read nity Day. 1 do remember the entire school sitsomething like: “St. John’s College would have ting and listening attentively to the Opening
been ranked # 1, but we didn’t want to rank the Lecture. And I even remember a wonderful
professionals with the amateurs.” This is a far prank being pulled by Andrew Van Luchene
cry from the publicity some of you might have that made me say to myself, “Man, am I glad
seen hanging up on the walls in Peterson across I came to such an off the wall place!” Nearly
from the switchboard and an infinitely far cry every freshman felt exactly the same way as I
from the way Mr. Agresto painted “this college” did. Not to mention the following year’s
in his letter to the students of August 31.
“Quadrivium Police” prank pulled by Salvator
“To those of you who were responsible [for Scibona and John Michael McDonald, exthe obnoxious hooting at Convocation], this ecuted with a grace and eloquence that could
college was mortified by your behavior. As we only be found at St. John’s. All of these things
discover those responsible, we will take ap- painted “this college” as an extraordinary
propriate action.”
Who exactly is “this college?” I not only
pose this question to Mr. Agresto, but also to
the entire college community. Is this the same
college that thought it necessary to institute place, where the students seemed to have a
an alcohol policy? Is this the same college that more noble and enlightened interaction with
thought 21 and over dormitories were a great each other than I had ever seen in my life.
idea, the same college that unanimously deIt is only in recent times that “this entercided that Mr. Wilkinson and Ms. Dunn were prise of ours” has become straight laced. Does
unfit to teach here, the same college that liked anyone else remember parties (where alcohol
the idea of welding the Water Tower shut so was indeed being served) filled with as many
that people wouldn’t go up there and have a freshman as seniors talking way into the night
good time, the same college who wanted the about the Meaning of Life, where one could
coffee shop closed after the first three semi- strike up a conversation about the books with
nars so the community wouldn’t have a place just about anyone? Anyone else recall a smoketo go to get to know each other a little bit bet- filled coffee shop bustling with tutors and stuter?
dents eager to continue the seminar discussion
I don’t remember being consulted about long after class had ended? Now mediums for
any of this. I don’t remember the Student Re- community wide conversation such as these
view Board putting these issues to a vote. I are nearly non-existent. Even if one could thordon’t recall “this college” discussing any of oughly list the detriments of alcohol and nicothese things in a public forum.
tine to the physical and “spiritual” health of

our community, it still would not outweigh the
fact that by removing these “vices,” we have
severely, if not permanently, stifled the Conversation.
The Conversation, namely, “this enterprise
of ours” referred to by Mr. Agresto in his letter, is an organic and fluid being that needs all
the outlets it can to spread itself deep within
our community in order to make our Spirit
blossom. These outlets include the highest and
most noble things: Aristotle, Stringfellow Barr,
Hegel, Mr. Kates, the Great Hall; but they most
definitely include the more frivolous and debauched : drunken poetry readings in the Water Tower, the Ark Party, Chris Reichman,
S&C, the “Prank.” To limit any of these outlets is to limit our community from the fullest
experience of itself that it can have. How can
a school which bases its education on dialogue
about everything and anything possibly impart strict rules (without first consulting the
community) upon the way that dialogue must
be performed?
Perhaps I do not fully understand the fine
line that an administrator has to walk in order
to reconcile business and a liberal education.
But doesn’t it seem strange that after years of
walking that line so straight to the delight of
the community, now the administration has decided to put restrictions on what is possible
within a St. John’s liberal education in favor

ublic Image and the Erosion of the St. John's Spirit
of a more rigid and business oriented campus?
Did we used to find it necessary to please parents and Townies in attendance at the Dean’s
Lecture? Isn’t the Dean’s Lecture for the tutors and the students (most of whom, by the
way, probably enjoy a good prank) who actually attend the college? Did the Greeks mandate chaperones for the Festival of Dionysis?
In writing this essay, I have tried my best
to explicate what I see as the imminent transition of St. John’s from an untraditional and
radical truth-seeking environment to a school
with a more conservative and stringent atmosphere. I lay no claim to a complete understanding of all the factors involved in this transition but rather wish to provoke thought in
our community’s mind about the past, present,
and future of itself.
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ANNOUNCEMENTS
Calling

The Moo n

All Thespian s

“Speak the speech, 1 pray you...”
Starting in the second week of September, a new series of extra-curricular classes will be
offered at the college. Teacher and director Genie Stevens has been invited to launch a “Theatre Project for the 1998-99 academic year. The project will include four classes in acting,
movement, voice and Shakespearean text work as well as a class in yoga, especially designed
for actors. In addition to the classes, September auditions will be held (Sept. 7 and 8) for the
December production of Twelfth Night, wile December auditions will take place for the late
spring Shakespeare production. All interested members of the St. John’s community and the
general public are encouraged to contact the Student Activities Office for details.
In addition to the project, students on campus will be directing an producing plays for both
the fall and spring. Over parents’ weekend, the students will, once again, offer an evening of
one-act comedies. Last year’s single evening of plays was highly successful and played to a
capacity audience. This year’s evening of plays will be repeated for a second date, with shows
at 7 p.m. on Saturday, October 17, and at 2 p.m. on Sunday, October 18. Watch for announcements of the students’ spring production.

Carisa
Adrian

Danielle

Andrew

Karate -Do Class
4p Great Hall
Taiendash
Chi Class
6p Great Hall

TUESDAY

Ballroom
Dance Class
4:30p Great Hall
Fencing Class
7p Great Hall
Volleyball
Open Play @ Prep Sehool
Van Leaves Cirele
6:55p

IWEDNESDAY
Life Drawing
Class
2:45p FAB Studio
Soccer Open Play
4:30p Soeeer Field
Yoga Class
5p Junior Common Room
Pottery
Class
7p Pottery Studio
Basketb all Open Play
Van Leaves Circle 6:55

SAR Meeti ng
6:30p Junior Common Room

THURSDAY
No
Schedule d
Activiti es

FRIDAY

Soccer Open Play
4;30p Soeeer Field
Swing Dance
9p Library Plaeita
Great Hall in Case of Rain

SATURDAY
Tai -Chi Intro
1 la Junior Common Room
Films
7p Great Hall
Cartoons

One Week

starring Buster Keaton
and the Oscar-Winning film

Wings
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The Moon serves St. John’s College
in Santa Fe, New Mexico as an independent bi-weekly student newspaper.
Opinions expressed here represent the
views of their authors rather than those
of the College. Issues are distributed
at no charge to students, faculty and
staff on the Santa Fe campus, and
yearly subscriptions can be obtained
for $35. Tax-deductible contributions
are welcome. We solicit submissions
from all members of the College community. Staff and contributors meet
Tuesdays at noon in the SJC coffee
shop. Material for the next issue should
be submitted by 6 p.m. on Friday, September 18, 1998. We INSISTwork
be submitted in text format on a 3.5”
Macintosh disk (if you absolutely cannot use a Mac then save your file as a Rich
Text File) along with a typed, doublespaced copy including the author’s
name and phone number. Hard copies
without disks are acceptable in certain
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