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A Day in the Life of the SRB
by Jason Bielagus

I was asked to write an article about how the
new Student Review Board would function.
Since I’m sure you all read the specifics of the
Board’s operations, which were posted for
months, I thought the best way to illustrate the
workings of the new Board would be by a hypothetical situation strewn with references to popculture and our Program:
Friday night you crashed the party. Saturday
you said you were sorry you drank so much
cheap booze, as you picked your face off the
blood and the mud and the beer of some strange
floor.
After finding your way home now, you take
your toothbrush into the bathroom. While brushing your teeth, you notice an unusual draft.
Parbleu! A window in the bathroom is missing!
Although it is strange, this observation of the
broken window is quickly forgotten, as you
stumble to your closet and find your cleanest
dirty shirt.
Within a week, you receive a note in your
mailbox. It begs you to attend a meeting of the
SRB. It seems that you are being held responsible for breaking that window in your bathroom.
At the meeting, one of the illustrious members
of the SRB reads the security report. It says that
a security guard heard a window break, and then
saw you bolt from the scene of the crime. The
SRB then asks you, gently, what you remember
of the night before the morning when you
noticed the broken window.
You can’t remember the events of the night
which interested them so much. The SRB has
compassion for your situation, because they also
know how the bottom of a bottle of Evan
Williams looks at five in the morning; luckily
they have gathered several witnesses.
The first witness is your RA. She says that her
only interaction with you was to ask you, without
hesitation, fear, or condemnation, to turn down
your radio. You responded quickly and apologetically, she says. The SRB respects the civil
and mature manner in which you and your RA
behaved to each other, how you both could deal
with a problem between yourselves, and did not
need to call in a third party (such as a Security
Officer).
The next witness is a friend of yours who lives
in your dorm. He says that he remembers breaking bottles with you in the bathroom.
This recollection prompts a clear and distinct
memory from within you. You did not break the
window! There was a third person in the bathroom! That third person was a dear friend, and
he was the one who pitched his bottle not at the
wall, but through the window.
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This realization paralyzes you. Should you lie
for a philanthropic concern? Is your friend’s
interests more important than your honor?
Quivering before the esteemed SRB, you realize that’s Kant’s sense of duty is beyond any
human, and you say, practically, “I did not break
the window, and I know not who did.”
The members of the SRB regard each other
quizzically. To the utter surprise of all present,
your dear friend, sitting unnoticed at the back of
the audience, leaps to his feet and says, “It was I
who broke that window! My dear friend before
you was with me, and he did bolt after I broke it,
but I was the one who broke it.”
After a quick deliberation, the SRB decides
that your dear friend should pay the costs to
replace the window. They recommend to the
Assistant Dean that the broken window be
replaced, and that the expenses for replacing it be
gotten from your dear friend.
The honorable Assistant Dean, more interested
in his profound seminar than the trite issues of
the material realm, approves the SRB’s recommendation. Thus the fine is paid and the sun sets
upon another ideal day for the SRB. •

A Mere $ 180
Details of the Mailroom Break-In
by Loma Anderson

the Moon Staff
Monday night, April 7, 1997. Some time
between midnight and 5:30 a.m. Footsteps
echoed against the tiled floor of Weigle Hall. A
lone figure glanced furtively down the dark,
shadowed hallway toward the mail room, listening intently against the regular beats of a rapid
heart for the sounds of other footsteps, the telltale jangle of keys signaling the presence of a
security guard. Nothing. Silence.
Working against quick, shallow breaths, the
perpetrator inserted a key in the lock to the sliding doors above the cabinet of the mailroom.
The locks had been changed. Resorting to force,
he used a large, metal object, something like a
crowbar, to pry the lock open. The doors swung
slowly open into the darkened, abandoned room
and the thief sidled quickly and effortlessly
through the deep shadows, avoiding comers, disturbing nothing, straight to a safe placed on a
shelving unit against the far wall.
He carried the small black box to the area in
fi'ont of the copy machine and set it down. He
stopped to catch his breath. And to listen. Still
nothing. Another pause, and then the perpetrator
pulled out the same heavy metal object used to
pry open the lock, and broke into the safe.
A mere $180.
^71

As he reached in, closing his hand around the
measly sum for which he risked a federal
offense, he fought back the sudden, unwelcome
recognition of the magnitude of his crime and
then laughed ironically at the pathetic reward it
yielded. Another pause, straining to catch a
slight noise out in the hallway. Silence grinned
back at him. The thief shrugged in resigned
acceptance of a fait accomplis, and then slipped
silently out of Weigle Hall into the night.
The preceding is a fictional sketch of a theft
which did actually occur on the date mentioned.
All details are conjecture and are meant only for
amusement and dramatic flair.
The school officials were notified the next
morning. They called in the FBI, because of the
nature and offense of the crime. The Santa Fe
police were also notified. They sent a fingerprint team to campus and lifted a few fingerprints, which are currently being investigated by
the FBI, in attempt to find a match and thereby
identify the thief.
There appears to have been no break-in to
Weigle Hall itself, which suggests that the perpetrator used a key into the building. He or she
also knew the mailroom closed at 5:00pm and
that at the time of the theft, no security guards
would be on site. The perpetrator also seemed to
know the inside of the mail room well, since
nothing was disturbed, and since few would
assume a safe to be located in the mailroom in
the first place.
Joe Shaffer explained that a similar incident
occurred back in June of 1996. In this case,
there was no sign of forced entry at all, which
suggests that the perpetrator used a key not only
to enter Weigle, but also to break in to the mail
room itself. At that time money was held in a
cash box and a total of $800 was stolen. The
perpetrator left no fingerprints and no evidence.
No one was found or convicted. There are possible suspicions that both break-ins were accomplished by the same thief.
The case is still under investigation. •

Note on Sonnett
Challenge
The editors remind you that two sonnet challenges remain unmet. If neither of the previous
first lines inspire you, try your hand at writing
from the third:
Keep your eyes open when you kiss: do: when
Chilled by the Present, its gloom and its noise,
I find no peace, and all my war is done.
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Prime Numbers, Quantum Physics, and the
Demise of the Global Economy
by Paul Cadden-Zimansky

dard for today’s codes. What code-breakers need
is a new kind of computer.

It is the game of mathematicians to make life
difficult for each other. While they could be

Enter quantum physics. Now the world of the
very small operates by strange rules where things
aren’t exactly one way or another, but both at

working on more important things, solving problems with actual applications, the mathematical
minds of each age tend to spend an inordinate
amount of time thinking up really difficult, and
really useless, problems so that someone can get
the glory of solving them.
Occasionally, though, by pure chance, heretofore inapplicable problems are discovered to be
quite useful. Such is the case with number theory, the study of the properties of positive inte-

quantum word, have started to find ways to harness its power (like the recent discovery of how

gers: triangular numbers, friendly numbers, and
of course the mighty prime numbers. It is these
last particularly that have obsessed some of the

to take a picture of something without exposing
it to any light). One of these pursuits is the quest
for a quantum computer.

greatest names in mathematics, despite their
admission that their studies are devoid of any
connection to reality.
Yet, with the modem age comes new demands,
and it was with great rejoicing that several
decades ago the practical need for powerful
encryption systems was wed with number theory.
The details of this union are rather sordid, but it
will suffice to say that the security of all those

Now the basic computational unit of today’s
PCs is the bit, which is just a switch that’s either
on or off, a 1 or a 0. But in the world of the
quantum one can have a switch that’s both on
and off, a mechanism that’s affectionately known

access codes that come into contemporary life
(your computer account password, your ATM
pin, your phone card number) is measured by the
difficulty of certain problems in number theory,
particularly the difficulty in factoring large numbers.
Basically, modem coding relies on the fact that
multiplying two prime numbers together is easy,
but factoring them out again is hard. Of course,
factoring a number like 15 into 3 and 5 is simple,
but discovering that 352,083,437 is composed of
the prime factors 16,187 and 21,751 would take
one a long time. Naturally, if someone wanted to
break the codes by factoring these large numbers,
they wouldn’t do it by hand, they’d use a computer.
Only a computer has the bmte computational
power needed to solve these problems.
Fortunately for those who want to keep a secret,
today’s computers just aren’t powerful enough.
While a standard PC wouldn’t have too much
difficulty factoring a 60 digit number, it is generally estimated that all the computers in the world
working together would take many a year before

once; a confusion that unnerves physicists and
philosophers and is generally responsible for the
bemused and vacant looks one sees in seniors’
eyes.
In the past decade, though, quantum physicists
have had a change of heart. And instead of
lamenting the uncertainty that comes with the

as a qubit. With this strange property, a qubit
can do many tasks at once instead of just one. So
that while 10 bits can do 10 things, 10 qubits can
do 1024 things, making for an exponentially
more powerful computer.
Due to the difficulty in controlling sensitive
quantum objects, these computers have for the
most part been just a pipe dream; as a theoretical
physicist who works on quantum computing said
to me last year: “Well, if we’re lucky, and we
get a few breaks here and there, in ten years we
might be able to build a computer that can factor
15.” But sometimes the breaks come faster than
you think. It was with amazement to most that
two Los Alamos boys announced a few months
ago that they had constructed a quantum computer which could actually add l-i-l, and get the
right answer. Furthermore, they expected to be
able to construct a computer that can factor 15 by
the end of the year.
What does this all mean? Well, if the development of quantum computing keeps up its rapid
clip, it may well be that a computer capable of
breaking codes thought unbreakable will be built
faster than anyone is prepared for. And then our
computer-dependent society, and the global
economy which relies on codes for almost all of
its financial transactions will fall into ruins. •

factoring the 230-1- digit numbers that are stanThursday, April 17, 1997
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Fast Eddie's
Results
by Alexa Van Dalsem

the Moon Staff

The final matches of Fast
Edciie's, the annual pool competition were held Saturday
night, April 12. After much
struggle we finally found people who remembered the winners' names. The results are as
follows:
Singles

Matt Hood beat Matt Bartels in
the final match to win the
Singles Title in pool.
Doubles

Brian Parkinson teamed up
with James Hedberg to defeat
Matt Hood and Nathan
Schleifer for the Doubles Title.
Foosball

Chris Nelson and Josh
Freeburg lost to Sam Markham
and Andrew Burgard in the
final Foosball match. •
Correction;
In the AprC 3 issue of the
Moon, the article entitled
Why Return of the Jedi is the
Best Star Wars Movie was
written by Alex
"Marmaduke" Zavracky.
The Moon, Issue 14

d^Sports Sputterings ...
by Tim Wolff

the Moon Staff
For those of you wondering why there were no
Sports Sputterings last issue, I must confess that I
was too busy weeping over the loss of my
beloved Big 12 in the NCAA tourney; but I am
consoled now in the fact that NO ONE picked
Arizona to beat Kansas, North Carolina, and
Kentucky en route to its first national championship. So I must confess, dear reader—I was
wrong. But as a naively wise man once said,
“The past is passed; why moralize upon it.”
The real issue here is all about those cocky GIs
and their bold (laughable?) claim that they are
unbeatable (if they are, it’s only because one can
never find a GI on campus). Sure, the sophomores are lame for not fielding a team (might I
mention the juniors...), but that’s no reason for
the full-of-themselves GIs to think they even
have a chance against we seniors. After all, how
could a team so old, so uncommitted, and so out
of shape dare to even dream of touching we
Seniors in the classic game known as softball?
In fact, I am so sure that we will defeat the GIs
on Sunday, April 20th that I will GUARANTEE
it. That’s right, and not with any empty promises either. If God comes down in the form of a
hitter and the GIs defeat us, then I will personally
donate one case of the fancy schmancy Imported
beer they love so much to their beer guzzling
revelry, so long as some GI has the guts to offer
the seniors a case of real, honest, true-blue
American beer should we win (and we will).
Any takers, big talkers?
And let us not forget the 3-0n-3 basketball
tourney being set up by SAG to raise money for
that hallowed institution known as prank.
Specifics are available in SAG, but the general
point is that this will be fun, without all that
macho competition brought to softball by those
ego-laden underachiever GIs.
Baseball Preview
Baseball lovers, the time is once again upon us
to behold the green grass glistening with the dew
waiting to be trampled by the graceful dives of
the wondrous athletes we call baseball players.
Enough poetry. Let’s get to something real.
National League.
East
So Sports Illustrated thinks the Atlanta Braves
are going to win the National League Pennant.
You know what? They’re wrong. The Braves
won’t even make the playoffs. They’ll finish
third behind the vastly improved Horida Marlins
and perennial, overachiever Montreal Expos.
And this year is the year that the Braves’ reserves
WGN’T step up, which will cause them dearly
The Moon, Issue 14

and will demonstrate the superiority of management residing in the minds of Felipe Alou and
Jim Leyland. Florida will be first, the Expos a
distant second, and the Braves a close third. The
Mets might reach .500, but the Phillies won’t
unless entropy just goes all-out bonkers.
West
This is a strange year for the surfer-skier division. Any team could win it, and it will be down
to tbe wire. None of the teams, however, will be
much over .500. However, the Dodgers will win
because they have the most heroes, and because
Tommy Lasorda, retired from managing, is now
up for the position of Zeus. The Rockies will
probably fall early, the Padres late, and the
Giants will stay around mediocre, which might
be good enough for this division.
Central
Volatile. Any team could be great (except the
Cubs), and any team could be terrible. Gn paper,
the Cardinals ought to win, but I wouldn’t count
out broadcaster-turned manager Larry Dierker of
the Houston Astros. Both could falter, and if
they do, look for the Reds. Cincinnati will have
to build a big lead early if they’re going to contend for the division crown, because they will
falter down the stretch. Believe me, they will.
The other springboard for success is the
Pittsburgh Pirates. Every once in a while, a team
loses its manager, its best players, and its confidence, only to take a team of no name players to
the highest level of play. This may be one of
those teams, but don’t count on it. Just don’t be
surprised, either.
The NL Playoffs
The Marlins will beat the Expos and the Cards
will beat the Dodgers. But the ensuing CardsMarlins series is too tough to call. My mind says
the Marlins, but my heart says St. Louis.
American League
East
The Yankees are a very good team with desire.
That is why they’ll take first. The Red Sox have
a lot of desire. That is why they’ll finish a close
second. The Grioles have a lot of talent. That is
why they’ll finish a close third. The Blue Jays
and the Tigers have neither quality. That is why
they’d be lucky to win 40 percent of their games
this year. And the BoSox might make the playoffs, depending on Chuek Norris and the Texas
Rangers. But they won’t win the World Series
(guaranteed). Neither will the Yankees (not
guaranteed).
Central
Now that the Indians have David Justice and
Marquis Grissom, they might finally get the
proverbial 800-pound monkey off their backs.
Gne thing is certain—^they’ll be far ahead of the
rest of their division. Look for the speedy, gutsy
Kansas City Royals to edge out the soon-to-be

disappointing Chicago White Sox for second
place. What about the Twins and Brewers?
We’re not sure, but we think one of them might
be able to contend for the championship of the
Little League World Series.
West
They should rename the Seattle Mariners the
Ken and Randy show, except that this would not
show proper respect for their bench. If those two
are healthy, then this is the best team in tbe
American League. And they’ll prove it. Texas
might be good enough for the second place wildcard, if, that is, their starting pitching holds
together. If not, then either the A’s or Angels
wUl finish second, but neither of these teams are
likely to have winning records. (I know Jose
Canseco and Mark McGwire are reunited in
Gakland—but the would BGTH have to break
Roger Maris’s record {for most home runs in a
season) for this team to even be respectable.)
AL Playoffs
The Mariners will sweep the Red Sox, and the
Indians will edge the Yankees. The rested
Mariners will then beat the Indians in six, and
head to the series
The World Series
If the Mariners are healthy, they’ll win. If not,
then look for either the Cardinals or Marlins. But
if I’m wrong when pennant time rolls around,
you can laugh at me all you want. I won’t be
around to hear it from all the pathetic people who
must return for yet another year in sportless
Santa Fe. (Insert maniacal laugh here)
Baseball Preview
Baseball lovers, the time is once again upon us
to behold the green grass glistening with the dew
waiting to be trampled by the graceful dives of
the wondrous athletes we call baseball players.
Enough poetry. Let’s get to something real.
National League
East
So Sports Illustrated thinks the Atlanta Braves
are going to win the National League Pennant.
You know what? They’re wrong. The Braves
won’t even make the playoffs. They’ll finish
third behind the vastly improved Florida Marlins
and perennial overachiever Montreal Expos.
And this year is the year that the Braves’ reserves
WGN’T step up, which will cause them dearly
and will demonstrate the superiority of management residing in the minds of Felipe Alou and
Jim Leyland. Florida will be first, the Expos a
distant second, and the Braves a close third. The
Mets might reach .500, but the Phillies won’t
unless entropy just goes all-out bonkers.
West
This is a strange year for the surfer-skier division. Any team could win it, and it will be down
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and Season Previews
to the wire. None of the teams, however, will be
much over .500. However, the Dodgers will win
because they have the most heroes, and because
Tommy Lasorda, retired from managing, is now
up for the position of Zeus. The Rockies will
probably fall early, the Padres late, and the
Giants will stay around mediocre, which might
be good enough for this division.
Central
Volatile. Any team could be great (except the
Cubs), and any team could be terrible. On paper,
the Cardinals ought to win, but I wouldn’t count
out broadcaster-turned manager Larry Dierker of
the Houston Astros. Both could falter, and if
they do, look for the Reds. But Cincinnati will
have to build a big lead early if they’re going to
contend for the division crown, because they will
falter down the stretch. Believe me, they will.
The other springboard for success is the
Pittsburgh Pirates. Every once in a while, a team
loses its manager, its best players, and its confidence, only to take a team of no name players to
the highest level of play. This may be one of
those teams, but don’t count on it. Just don’t be
surprised, either.
The NL Playoffs
The Marlins will beat the Expos and the Cards
will beat the Dodgers. But the ensuing CardsMarlins series is too tough to call. My mind says
the Marlins, but my heart says St. Louis.
American League
East
The Yankees are a very good team with desire.
That is why they’U take first. The Red Sox have
a lot of desire. That is why they’ll finish a close
second. The Orioles have a lot of talent. That is
why they’ll finish a close third. The Blue Jays
and the Tigers have neither quality. That is why
they’d be lucky to win 40 percent of their games
this year. And the BoSox might make the playoffs, depending on Chuck Norris and the Texas
Rangers. But they won’t win the World Series
(guaranteed). Neither will the Yankees (not
guaranteed).
Central
Now that the Indians have David Justice and
Marquis Grissom, they might finally get the
proverbial 800-pound monkey off their backs.
One thing is certain—they’ll be far ahead of the
rest of their division. Look for the speedy, gutsy
Kansas City Royals to edge out the soon-to-be
disappointing Chicago White Sox for second
place. What about the Twins and Brewers?
We’re not sure, but we think one of them might
be able to contend for the championship of the
Little League World Series.
West
They should rename the Seattle Mariners the
Ken and Randy show, except that this would not
show proper respect for their bench. If those two
Thursday, April 17. 1997

are healthy, then this is the best team in the
American League. And they’ll prove it. Texas
might be good enough for the second place wildcard, if, that is, their starting pitching holds
together. If not, then either the A’s or Angels
will finish second, but neither of these teams are
likely to have winning records. (I know Jose
Canseco and Mark McGwire are reunited in
Oakland—but the would BOTH have to break
Roger Maris’s record {for most home runs in a
season} for this team to even be respectable.)
AL Playoffs
The Mariners will sweep the Red Sox, and the
Indians will edge the Yankees. The rested
Mariners will then beat the Indians in six, and
head to the series
The World Series
If the Mariners are healthy, they’ll win. If not,
then look for either the Cardinals or Marlins. But
if Tm wrong when pennant time rolls around,
you can laugh at me all you want. I won’t be
around to hear it from all the pathetic people who
must return for yet another year in sportless
Santa Fe. (Insert maniacal laugh here)
NEDL Playoff Preview
Feel like winter? That’s because it is, at least as
far as hockey is concerned. The most exciting
playoffs in professional sports begin shortly after
my deadline. So even though I don’t know who
exactly will be matched up against whom, I can
tell you who’s gonna’ be playing hockey come
round two and who’s gonna’ be imitating golf
sensation Tiger Woods (did you catch the
Masters?)
In the East
Pittsburgh will win the first round. So will
Philadelphia, New Jersey, Buffalo, and/or Florida
(depending on who faces Pittsburgh in round
one). How do I know this? “Super” Mario
Lemiuex is retiring at the end of the season—and
he will not let his Penguins go down in the first
round. He has acquired the power to control
such things—do not doubt it. If only he had his
youthful energy again, then Pittsburgh might
have a shot at the cup. New Jersey has been on a
good streak, and Florida on a bad one: expect
both of these trends to continue. Buffalo has
been good all year, but that does not spell playoff
success. Philadelphia (like each of the past three
years) should be in the finals. If the falter, however, the New Jersey Devils will take their place
as the representative of the losing side in the
Stanley Cup Playoffs.
In the West
Nobody wants to face anybody in the west’s
first round. If Chicago plays Colorado, then look
for a first round upset led by streaky Jeff Hackett.
St. Louis can beat anyone, if for no other reason
p. 5

than Grant Fuhr, who will guarantee that St.
Louis plays at least 7 games if they lose. And
nobody—and I mean nobody—wants to face
Annaheim’s Guyhebert. He’s tougher than a
one-eyed muskrat. So expect at least one major
upset in the first round. Otherwise, look for
Colorado, Dallas Detroit, and some other team to
be in the second round. And look for Detroit to
escape the west after playing seven games in
both the semifinals and quarterfinals.
Why Detroit Will Win the Cup
Not only is fate calling for them after all this
time, but the Red Wings have actually improved
their playoff capabilities this season, most
notably in the person of Brendan Shanahan. His
power, combined with Sergei Federov’s finesse,
makes them an easy favorite over any team from
the East. So there you have it. And if I’m
wrong, just try to find me after graduation. •

Tony Anger says,
“Love Me”

by Tony Lagouranis

the Moon Staff

It’s not all gravy being Tony Anger, dear readers. People can be cruel, so cruel. Lord how are
they increased that trouble me! Many are they
that rise up against me. Everyday they wrest my
words: all their thoughts are against me for evil.
Let me tell you what happened to Tony Anger
this week, my devoted fans. On Monday morning as I was eating a bowl of red ants with porcupine’s milk and reading my mail, I found a letter
to me from Jan Arsenault. Apparently my last
opus, “Tony Anger Hates Girls” got her dander
up and she wanted to pick a bone with a man
named Anger. It was early in the morning, but I
managed to stomp around the coffee shop and
work up a good frothy lather before I went out to
open up the flood gates of fury on Ms. Arsenault.
I spotted her in front of the library and I started
towards her, picking up speed like a steam
engine. I was getting ready for a head butt.
Then she said to me,
‘Tony, why are you so angry? Is it because
you don’t feel like people can love you?” I
stopped and dug the heel of my boot into the
ground. ‘Tony, I feel that you are lonely and you
have a lot of pain inside you.” I realized then,
fans, that I had been waiting to hear those words
my whole life. I threw myself on the earth and I
cried and I cried.
“I love you Patrick Nash,” I said. “Beautiful
boy. Beautiful, beautiful boy!” Jan rocked me in
her arms. “Thank you, Jan,” I said, “Thank you.
I want to hug a G.I. now." •
The Moon Issue 14

Whiskey Bottle Murder
by Cobalt Blue

the Moon Staff

I was sitting at my desk. It was mid afternoon.
I could tell because the bottle was half empty.
The room was boiling and the flies circled lazily,
business had been slow. Hell, business had been
non-existent. I don’t particularly enjoy work but
it pays the bills. And that was something I had
been unable to do for a long time. I had let
Nancy, the secretary, go because I couldn't pay
her salary. What a shame. She had such a nice
ass.
There was a quiet knock at the door. I swung
my feet off the desk and straightened my tie.
“Come in.” I fingered the .44 in my pocket nervously.
She slipped in, dressed tight in black with a
veil that hid everything but her dark red lips. I
stretched forward and gave her the once over.
There was nothing I didn’t like. The curves were
in all the right places, and she had exceptionally

The Bills:

beautiful legs. I’ve always been a sucker for
legs.
“Mr. Garret... “
“Nick. Call me Nick.”
“Um . . . Mr. Garret, you are a private dick
aren’t you?”
“I prefer the term investigator.”
“I... I need you.”
“Really? Ms ...?”
“Mrs... Actually Mrs. Cynthia de Vandercamp,
the 3rd.” A married woman, my heart sank.
Other parts of me rose though.
She came closer. Her walk was smooth yet
with enough hip action to make old men feel
underage.
“I have a case for you and I’m willing to pay.
Willing to pay . . . anything,” her lips moistened.
She sat on the comer of my desk. She crossed
her walking sticks high, showing me plenty of
leg and her cool, white thigh. Her lips pouted,
“Will you take my ... case?”
“Well, that depends. By the way, I charge fifty
dollars a day, plus expenses. Unless there are ...
unusual circumstances. So why don’t you tell
me some more?”
She unzipper her purse. I caught
the glint of something metal inside.
I held my gun firmly, my breath

Children's Theater

Tley Mr. Crow! It's me,
Fox! That is a very nice
piece of cheese you have
there. May I have some?

^Oh but you are so lovely and^
pretty, I'll bet you have a
beautiful singing voice!
Would you sing for me even
though your mouth is full ofj
cheese?

How did this story end,
again?

quickened. She drew forth a cigarette case and
offered me a smoke.
“Don’t you know better? Those things can kill
you.” I took one. She lit me up.
“I’m in trouble, Mr. Garret.”
“What is it? With your money and those legs I
can’t imagine what it is.”
“It’s murder.”
She would have to say that. I hate murder.
Death is always so messy. “So who was killed,
Mrs. Vandercamp?”
“No one. At least not yet.”
“I’m a little confused. Is someone trying to kill
you?”
“No, it’s my husband,” she said as she bent
down close to my face. I could feel the heat of
her breath and the intoxicating effect of her perfume was making it difficult to think straight.
“So, someone is trying to kill your husband?”
“No, someone is going to kill my husband.”
“Do you know who this person is?”
Her hand slid behind my neck and drew me
even closer. “Yes, it’s you.”
“Whoa! I’m a detective. If you want someone
to bump off your husband, talk to Jimmy the
Weasel. He’ll wack anyone fora price. If you
think I’m going to knock off your husband,
you’re not playin’ with a full deck, doll.”
“I don’t think you’re going to kill my husband, I
know that you’re going to kill him.” Her lips
found mine. The warmth of her body was
pressed against me. I was sure my gun was
going to go off. The world began to spin and I
felt myself melting into her. Her hands. Her
tongue. Her legs. All around me.
“I’m not . . . going ... to ... do .. . this,” I
gasped.
“You don’t give me any choice,” she whispered. “He followed me to the building.”
Suddenly, it was all clear. It was a set up. She
screamed. I tried to untangle myself from her
lover’s limp lock and push her aside, but she held
tight. The door burst open. A man in a grey
flannel suit with a wide-brimmed hat ru;shed in.
A snub nosed thrity-eight waving in the air.
“Die, you sonuva-bitch.”
With one swift motion, I heaved the whiskey
bottle. It caught him upside the head and he fell
like the stock market. A hard backhand sent
Mrs. Vandercamp crying to the floor. I rushed to
check the damage. Her husband was out cold,
the whiskey bottle was still intact.
“You bastard. You had to make this difficult,
didn’t you?” She lifted her skirt revealing two
gorgeous gams and a thirty-eight strapped to her
thigh. Out it came and she held it firmly.
“No, baby. No! We can make a deal. Legs.
Trust me.”
“It’s too late now, Nicky. You’ve ruined
everything.” She fired. The whiskey bottle shattered. I whipped my piece out and fired twice.
She fell to the floor with a severe case of lead
poisoning. I checked her pulse. I checked her
breasts. I checker her purse. There wasn’t
enough to interest me in any of them. The room
was quiet. I let my piece drop, then I slumped to
the floor. A tear rolled won my cheek. What a
terrible ending for a fine bottle of whiskey. •

by Dave Johnston and Tony Lagouranis
The Moon, Issue 14
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reopening Questions?
AK,
Why are burritos called burritos?
Mexi-mixer

Mexi-mixer,
I’m sorry I just named you this. I can’t remember who asked me this question, though. And
now look, I don’t even have an adequate answer.
Our conjecturing with Paul C-Z in the coffee
shop about the burros was right, but I can’t
explain how it works yet. So, we’ve got burros—you know, asses—and then we’ve got burritos—you know, little asses. Maybe burritos
used to be shaped like work animals; maybe they
are packed full of stuff just like burros pack a lot
of stuff. Maybe, as Paul suggested, a burrito at
one time only qualified as such when it contained
some small portion of donkey meat. That would
be sort of like sparkling wine can really only be
called champagne when it’s from Champagne,
France. Well, it would sort of be like that.
I’m sorry I’m worthless, but perhaps as with
what happened when I wrote about bacon, the
Bon Vivant will Dane to do a follow-up article
for me on this topic—one ean only hope.
AK
Speaking of asses:
AK,
What does ass taste like?

This question has to be approached delicately, I
think.
When you asked me this I got the sense that
you were asking this the same way that one
might ask, “What does chicken taste like?” By
this I mean that you had in mind how people will
sometimes exclaim, “Eeuw! This burrito tastes
like ass!” I’m juxtaposing this with a similar
scenario: “Hey, what does that unrecognizable
piece of meat taste like?” “It tastes just like
chicken.” This is to say that you don’t mean no
harm by asking what ass tastes like; you really
wonder. That’s just fine.
So, I’ve done some canvassing for your cause.
Someone’s knee-jerk response was, “It tastes like
Tony Anger: he’s always eating poo.” Another
said, “Anything that tastes like feta and
shouldn’t.” Yet another, “It tastes good.”
Perhaps the most intriguing thought was the
one my sister Leslie had. She was plunged into a
childhood remembrance as she often is. “What
does ass taste like?” she mused. “Well, in third
grade Mark Alvarez used to lick his shoulder and
say, ‘It tastes like broccoli,’ then encourage
Thursday, April 17, 1997

Now you should see what I had written that got
everyone to lick his shoulder. Maybe it’s like edited. This is what different kinds of gas might
be passed:
that.”
l.The hot kind. This is the sort that burns
What would it mean in relation to hind-quarters, if Mark Avarez’s shoulder always tasted like every orifice that it comes in contact with. I
think that it’s largely a result of spicy food
broccoli?
Perhaps the phrase, “tastes like ass,” is similar intake. One might worry, perhaps, that someto the blackbird in Wallace Stevens’ poem, thing aside from air may be emitted.
2. Those that are most commonly called SBDs
“Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird.”
[Sorry, Amy.] You see, in the poem Stevens lays (Silent But Deadly). I’m going to conjecture that
out thirteen different scenes, involving the black- these come from greasy foods, starchy foods, and
bird in each. The thought is that he wouldn’t be proteins.
3. There’s the kind that comes from bananas.
able to talk about the variety of things that he
4. Generic. This is the most common kind.
wants to without giving them some common factor—we can’t go around saying that A=C with- They make noise, they stink, the whole business.
out first saying that they are both equal to B, 1 suppose that carbonated beverages cause these
right?
So, when he writes, "A man and a in large part.
5. Pizza kind. We’re thinking pepperonis, lots
woman/Are one./ A man and a woman and a
blackbird/Are one," and then, "The river is mov- of cheese. Of the fragrances that arise from
ing./ The blackbird must be flying," we can dig emission of gasses, Ben Ilka suggests that this is
the most tolerable to the releaser in particular.
it.
Declaring that something tastes like the prover- This one has a lot of force behind it. It makes a
bial ass gives everyone something to relate to, lot of noise.
6. The LBO (Loud But Odorless).
and yet leaves the individual to form his own
See there? That’s all I had to say. What 1 had
opinion as well. Really, one could just as easily
intended
to do was to give a cure for each of the
say, “Eeuw, this tastes like Herodotus!” We’d all
types,
having
identified them, so that these boys
understand.
with
the
gassy
friend could maybe help him out a
AK
little, make his life a bit easier.
I suppose it is crass. I suppose it’s gross.
I’ve tried to bring some cleanliness to this
Some
people don’t want to read about gas, right?
notion of ass having flavour, because if I don’t
Well,
some people don’t like to read about
then Tony will edit me. HEY! speaking of AK
steamy
sexual reiations! That’s fine.
being edited, look at this letter I received:
Jelly, it’s just matter of taste, and I guess that
we shouldn’t worry about it too much.
AK,
AK
Why is it that the powers that he at the
Moon won’t let you discuss farting in a sensible, sophisticated, and biologically accurate
manner, but they will print pseudonymic free
verse about fucking?
Jelly
Sweel Miiinds ol VitUic. liulh. and Gi'od
deceive
Jelly,
yet I contemplate on them to no avail,
Aren’t you a sweetheart to have noticed.
in vain I labour, frustration I receive
My readership, what this person is referring to this loyal nature pulls me ofl the rail.
is a hot topic, hot. You may remember my article
about how one of our classmate’s friends were In seeking clarity of mind I long
very concerned about his flatulence troubles. for some escape fioin words which are deranged;
Well, you didn’t hear all that I had to say on the and reaching for the .sweet, dink tincture strong
issue. Tony Anger called me crass and crossed I'm pleased to find confusion rearranged

Sonnet

out a third of my article (perhaps rightfully so,
perhaps not). You may also recall that not too
long after there was a bit of anonymous poetry
having to do with, you know, what AK is too
lady-like to type except in the form of a direct
quotation: "The Trip/ The Grip/ I fucked/ her
hips/ Arms flailing to all sides of the war/ Help, I
come in peace/ but his madness has taken her
over/ used abused lost and accused."
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f erinented rye loosens my gnarled thought
by comlorling my mind m warm delusion
though toiled over knots come undone naught
T lesign never to reach conclusion,
Though elixir for a time does coddle
my aching head returns with empty bottle.
—Spencer T. llaynsworth
The Moon, Issue 14
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the Moon Staff
To know wbat is good in life is not always as easy as we may wish it to
be. I often do not know what i want as much as 1 know what I don’t want
As 1 wander the aisles of our iocal markets, 1 find that I am more repulsed
than attracted to what 1 see in general. What distresses me about this is that
my knowledge of economics fells me that if someone were not busing it, it
would not be stocked or even made. Who. then, is buying the processed
cheese?
Let me begin by clarifying what it is we are talking about. Cheese is
good. Cheese is produced by adding rennet (a enzyme from the lining of
calves stomachs) to milk. The kind of milk (cow’s, sheep’s, goat’s, yak’s )
mid the way in which it is allowed to cure will determine the flavor of the
cheese. Cheese is perishable. This means that some care must be taken
when dealing with it because it will spoil faster otherwise. I know that I just
said ‘spoil feter” and that what this means is that it will spoil eventually no
matter what is done to it, Normally when you and 1 look into our refrigerator and see that the normally good neighbor mold of our stilton has been
usurped hy s<^ young upstart, long-haired mold we say “fliere goes the
neighborhood” and dtrow it away. This is however not the case with supermariicts and cheese storage houses.

Untitled

by Cobalt Blue

the Moon Staff
She still dances is my heart,
but now she owns the theater.

by David Johnston

In the world of big business there is a market for spoiled cheese, ‘’B:
us your green and furry, your slippery and riddled” they shout into the r
west and the trucks come in. Processed cheese is not milk that has b
processed into cheese, It is cheese that has been processed into someti
new and evil. You may know it by many names like Velveeta, Amerii
and Whiz. Fear them all. 1 am afraid that 1 cannot tell you all of the alii
that the devil will take, and it is the same for processed cheese, I can c
tell you some signs to look for:
Do not eat cheese that does not need to be refrigerated.
* Do not eat cheese that says ’‘under pressure, keep away from oi
flame.”
'
* Do not eat cheese that says “May also be used to seal radiator leaks
« Do not eat “chee.se” that has artificial bacon flavor. (Artificial bat
anything is inherently evil and any producers of artificial bacon should
be burned at the stake and i am completely serious about this.)
* Do not eat cheese that has individually wrapped slices.
* Do not eat “cheese” in any powdered form (Mac and cheese iov
beware).
In short, cheese looks, smells, and tasttes like cheese, not a petrolet
product If you do not know what cheese should look, smell, or taste lil
god save you. 1 do know one alias of Satan and you may be familiar with
KRAFT. *

Two New Emilys

the Moon Staff
Most of the senior language tutorials are just
finishing a segment on the poetry of Emily
Dickinson. My litUe sister, Sadie Johnston, is a
freshman in high school back in the Chicago
area. Oddly enough, she also just finished a
Dickinson unit in her English class. Her final
assignment was to write some poems in the style
of Emily, and show usage of her poetic tools. I
thought some readers might like to see what she
turned in.

Duke never showed fear. That’s not to say he
didn’t experience it. He just never let it seize
control of his facial expressions.
He sat there with his emotional poker face and
watched her walk away. Inside his soul trembled. Deep down he was sure he would see her
tomorrow—there was no doubt about that. He
just wondered about the hours, the minutes, the
seconds between the two places where time
stood still that worried him. Where did she go?
What did she do? Was she alright?
Remembrance
Duke thought about this, maybe he was jealous that she belonged to the rest of the universe
Remembrance has a rear and frontfor that short tim. The whole world had her then
‘Tis something like a house;
and there was not telUng what could happen out
it has a garret also
there. The world can be a big scary place. It
for refuse and the mouse
would be better to stay close and out of its way.
Duke shook that off. He didn’t like thinking like
besides the deepest cellar
that. It made him feel petty and low. Indeed he
that ever mason hewed;
preferred to look at it from some pseudo-philoLook to it, by its fathoms
sophical, quasi emotional, semi-logical rational
Ourselves be not pursued.
which said, “Possession is nine-tenths of the law
which means she legally owns my heart.” That
line of thought helped to explain the pinch he
felt in his soul every time she walked away and
The Spider Holds a Silver Ball
the little voice in his head which quietly whispered, “ouch.” His heart truly belonged to her
The spider holds a silver ball
and she always took it with her when she walked
In unperceived handsaway. Maybe therin lied Duke’s fear. When she
And dancing softly to Himself
left she took his heart and if she lost it or misHis
yam of Pearl -unwindsplaced it he didn’t know how to function without
it and he didn’t have a spare. •
These notes to the teacher were at the bottom of

her assignment paper:
The poem ‘remembrance’ is about memories.
simile: Remembrance...’Tis something like
house.
End rhyme: house and mouse, hewed and pu
sued
Alliteration: s sound- Besides the deepest cellar
Metaphor: (from second poem) The spider hob
a silver ball
Imagery: Yam of Pearl (spider’s web)

But there is more Emily fun. Our own Shan
Mae Sassoon, senior, was given the exact sam
assignment when she was in high school. He
mother, PhylUs Sassoon, saved a copy and dictal
ed it to the Moon over the phone.
Into the Night I fled before
The stars my torch and flame
The moon I saw above my head
Its laughter pierced my brain
First from the day’s bright sun
I clocked my bare, dear skin
A hell-burnt face did look for grace
A silence surged within
Thrown beneath the cynic’s smirk
In his cold air I begged
Only to be thrown back to
The piercing orb I dread.
—iTicu. jasauuii, ai i

Nice job, ladies.
Thursday, April 17, 199 7

Crossword PuzzleWithout an Ear?

y Meri Gots and Alex Zavracky
.cross:

. “The enigma of Time” and “Hallucinogenic
orreodor”
. 760 mm Hg and 22 deg. c.
. Lymphocyte made in marrow
4. Friend from Seinfeld
5. Mouths
6. “I Drove my Chevy to the__”
7. Sci.-fi. guy
8. Wind God
;0. Regarding Chaucer
;1. “____ Danger” with Harrison Ford
14. Takes stock in
15. Fencing, to Pierre
19. “Debbie__Dallas”
10. Stableman or groom (esp. in Delhi)
12. Mr. Turner
13. Matriculate
15. “Me_Homy” 2 Live Crew hit
16. A mnning chore
19. Akimbo
41. Beginning (prefix)
42. “__ riches”
64. Freud’s black horse
65. Likely
68. “_singular sensation...”
69. Logical prefix
72. Senior nightmare
73. Isak Dinesen heroin
76. Lovers
78. Good bye notes
80. What, to Tolstoy
83. _weensie
84. In other wds.
85. _linton,___osby,__ ody
86. My__, site of Vietnamese massacre
87. King of Thebes
89. _era
90. New World Order at S.J.C.
91. Snakes’ sounds
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Down:
1. Nietzsche’s claim to fame
2. Alcoholism recovery place
3. A note to follow so
4. Yammering dmnks? (2 wds.)
5. Sows
6. Our sun and nine planets (abbr.)
7. Alathea
8. Overtaken one
9. Ce n’est pas noir
10. Town sq.
11. “Mother of all living”
12. Shorter for Leonard than Lenny
13. Rent
19. Chooses
22. Yogi is smarter than the___
23. To eat, to Husserl
26. Where the partridge (or bacteria) resides
27. Most highly developed of all organisms
28. Likely take-off (abbr.)
31. Rocky mtn. state
34. Fucked up
37. Dog with phonograph’s co.
38. Tattlers
40. State-mn gambling
41. Perfect pen tip (2 wds.)
42. _Roy
43. Up, to Socrates
64. He, in Paris
66. Dawdles
67. Book and Record store
70. Merman and_^red The Unready
71. Lyric poems
74. B. Clinton’s opponent
75. Expel
77. Things pertaining to the ear
79. Opposed to far
80. Dir.
81. Rubout
82. P.Y.T. needs some
88. Bone prefix
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Letter to the
Dear Editors,

Moon

With all due deference to those who’ve had
enough of Star Wars, seeing the friendly discussion of the Trilogy degenerate into personal
attacks and misinformation in the last Moon
issue, I could not stand idly by.
First comes Mr. MacDonald’s letter, wherein
he desperately tries to save Star Wars’ flimsy
nature by assigning some sort of tragic foreboding to its Triumph of the Will quotation.
Unfortunately, I cannot refrain from doubting
that Mr. MacDonald has ever felt any pathos
from Star Wars’ connection to this film when he
identifies Triumph as “a Nazi sponsored film
glorifying the ‘36 Berlin Olympic games.” By
confusing Leni Riefenstahl’s 1936 Olympia with
her 1934 Triumph of the Will, my right honorable friend only reveals he has never seen either
of them or Ms. Riefenstahl’s superior cinematographic skills which the directorially challenged
Lucas was only too happy to steal.
In attempting to find some incredibly obscured
bit of tragedy in Star Wars, Mr. MacDonald only
acknowledges Empire’s superior tragic nature.
Perhaps, in his quixotic quest for this nature, Mr.
MacDonald should have gone so far as to note
that Star Wars is based on The Hidden Fortress
by Akira Kurosawa, a man who, eerily enough,
later attempted suicide.
Now to Mr. Zavracky, who evidently could
find so few positive things to say about Jedi in
his article that he had to resort to attacking me
personally. I will resist the temptation to psychoanalyze Mr. Zavracky, whose fractured psyche is so close to the surface that he effortlessly
writes the phrase “pussy with teeth’’ in a
respectable school journal.
While Mr. Zavracky faults me for being an
“intellectual,” it is his article that reeks of a mind
poisoned by the Great Books. With references
to such Western classics as Beyond Good and
Evil, the New Testament, and Terms of
Endearment, Mr. Zavracky clearly demonstrates
himself to be in need of some valuable life
lessons. Indeed, Mr. Zavracky’s final invitation
to “join me in the Good” is the mark of a man
who has read the Republic one too many times.
In advocating Empire, I was merely trying to
save such poor souls as the teddy-bear-clutching
Mr. Zavracky, who have fallen into the fantastical haze of The Program, from believing they
could forever reside in the Santa Fe meuntains,
quoting Lao-Tzu. I only hope that Mr. Zavracky
soon realizes that the rebels are as “destined to
win” as he is of finding employment after he
graduates.
—Paul Cadden-Zimansky
The Moon, Issue 14

☆ HoroscopeilV
by Carisa Armendariz

the Moon Staff
Aries
Mars turns direct this month. This means you 11
get a big push of energy. Lately you may have
felt kind of scatty, but it seems you’ll be able to
pull it all together this month.
Taurus
Your romantic prospects are numerous, which in
some cases may be good, but at this time they re
just confusing. What do you do? Well, you wait
for a sign. Maybe you’re walking and a dove
passes over your head with an olive branch in its
mouth. I don’t know. Maybe the sign will be a
wink, a clap on the back, etc. Interpret accordingly.
Gemini
Venus helps your personality lighten up a bit this
month. This will help you get over the loner
slump you’ve been in lately. Some good fortune
will also come your way in the form of positive
praise from others.
Cancer
The Sun helps boost your energy level allowing
you to do some much needed work. Your boss
will notice your extra effort. Resist the prowlings of an eager Leo.
Leo
Now’s the time to take it easy. A small trip may
be in order. Go somewhere warm. If you can’t
manage a trip, do something daring and dangerous. I don’t mean something illegal, but I do
thinV you Can Stand to do something you usually
don’t have the self-confidence to do.
Virgo
Life lately has been confusing to say the least.
Where am I going, what am I doing, you may
hear pounding through your ears. I don’t have
any specific suggestions. However, I do think
it’s time you make a game plan. Think about
what’s going on and then take action. It usually
doesn’t work the other way around.
Libra
You have a relationship that you think is so-so.
Try to stick it out a while. Why the hell should I
waste my time, you ask? Challenges are fun and
The Moon, Issue 14

often prove if your love will last or not. P.S.Apologies to all my Libras for the lack of predictions last issue. Extra, extras sorries to Sarah,
Tony, and Rose.
Scorpio
Something in our large universe is keeping you
from feeling svelte and beautiful. What you lack
is a friend to give you ego-boosts. Join up with a
Cancer and do some fun stuff to improve your
image.

Changes: Reflections on Adolescence
Talkin' about pizza
DoodUn' on your books.
The wind of change
Sprouting nipples
Finally getting looks.
Maturity is calling you.
Time to take a stand
But don’t forget to be a little silly
And join a rock 'n roll music band.
—Dave Johnston, Evan Skladany,
Alexa Van Dalsem

Sagittarius
Going hog-wild is a bad idea this
month. Make one or two changes at
most. Jupiter in Aquarius brings
out wild impulses in your decision
making abilities. Restrain yourself.
Sag.
Capricorn
You’ve resisted giving others a
piece of your mind, but resist no
longer. A higher-up is ready to
know what you're thinking. If
they’re not, you’ll show them that
you are not to be messed with.
Aquarius
Blunt Aquarians are always surprised when given two-fold
answers. Other signs are different
and whatever they say has to be
taken with a tiny bit of skepticism.
Even if you feel like you’re playing
the fool listen carefully to what’s
being told to you. Juicy gossip
comes in many forms.
Pisces
Pisceans have been tough to please
the last couple of months.
Relationships may have trouble due
to the characteristic flakiness of the
Piscean. I recommend a reconciliation on your part. I know that it’s
hard to apologize when you don’t
think y
. d anything wrong, but
find out what’s going on with the
other party. You may be surprised
at the results of your past and future
actions. •

by Evan Skladan
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Feeling pasty white? Feeling blue all
alone in yonr room, looser? rVeed
another exense to procrastinate? Then
get yonr bntt out on the field and
compete for yonr class in the

St. Jc±n's
,1
Wednesday, April 16 Sophomores vs. Juniors
Sunday, April 20 G.l.'s vs. Juniors
Wednesday, April 23 Freshmen vs. Seniors
Sunday, April 27 G.l.'s vs. Freshmen
Wednesday, April 30 Seniors vs. Sophomores
Sunday, Way 4 Juniors vs. Freshmen
All Wednesday games are at 4:15 and all Sunday
games are at 1:00. The classes playing are responsible for getting the equipment from S.A.O. After
Way 4 a Round Robin competition will begin in
earnest. Schedule to be released.

Thursday. April 17, 1997
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Announcements
Shakespeare In Santa Fe

We didn't get a lecture
review for this issue. We
For its 9th summer season Shakespeare In Santa Fe, in association with have but one measly
St. John’s College, will present Shakespeare’s The Winter’s Tale, directquote:
ed by Nagle Jackson. Enjoy the savory picnic suppers catered by Wild
Oats Market, and lively festival entertainment. The show will run on "Who cares if it's true,
Fri., Sat., and Sun. evenings from July 6th through August 17th, with since it's so new and excitdinner at 6 pm and the curtain at 7:30. Preferential seating is available ing." - Mr. White on
with a contribution of $25 or $15; general admission is free, though a $5 Kant's argument in the
p>er person suggested donation is appreciated.
Transcendental Deduction.
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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 con-^
tributions welcome.
We solicit contributions from all members of the College community. Staff
and contributors meet Wednesdays at
noon in the SJC coffee shop. Material
for the following issue should be submitted by noon on Friday, March 23.
Written work may 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 also acceptable. The Moon
reserves the right to edit and to
reject any submission.

St Donnan and fifty-two companions were slaughtered by some
robbers while celebrating the holy mysteries on the night of Easter. The
raid was instigated by an old woman
who had formerly pastured sheep on
the land and resented the loss of it to
the monks.

