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LETTERS THE GRADUATE INSTITUTE
...from a frustrated poet, a well-mannered tutor, and a litter-hater Aaron Clewell on the battle between the GI's and the undergrads

AMADIS DE GAUL HOROSCOPES
A mysterious critique of our polis by an anonymous author At long last, the stars tell all...
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LETTERS
To the Editors of the Moon:
I find it disappointing and disheartening that the Moon refuses to publish poetry. We go to a school 

where we read Homer, the greatest of poets, and Viigil, his sidekick; we read Sh^espeare’s sonnets, 
Donne’s love poetry, Milton’s Paradise Lost, which transcends its didactic content throu^ its poetry, and 
Dante’s Inferno. As we all know, poet comes from the Greek word for ‘maker’ or ‘creator.’ Poetry is a 
metaphor for the ineffable, the unspeakable: it is a method of inspiring the soul to sorrow, nobility, 
humility, terror, and love. The line between poetry and fiction is very often blurred by the master stylists: 
for instance, Jorge Luis Borges and Gabriel Garcia Marquez. Much great fiction hi graceful cadences 
resembling those in poetry. And how are we able to discuss music’s impact and force unless through 
poetry? Adjectives alxiut amusical piece mean nothing. How might one prosaically describe Beethoven’s 
9th symphony? ‘Loud, fascinating, complex, beautiflil’...how nauseating and repugnant this is to read, 
because these adjectives, in showing nothing but relative and cliched tastes, misrepresent Beethoven’s 
9th by failing to describe it properly. Is one able to talk about Beethoven’s 9th through anything other than 
met^hors?

To regulate poetry to a ‘literary magazine’ is a shameful act, for poetry is none other than the lan-
guage that humans use in an attempt to bridge the perhaps indomitable and infinite abyss between one 
another. That is, not through natural speech but through written words. When one reads Pablo Neruda’s 
poetry, one feels that there is such a thing as love, that humans are more than simply political beings. This 
would not come across at all if Pablo Neruda had written in prose.

I am not objecting to a literary magazine, per se, but the Moon’s act of refusing entrance to one of 
man’s noblest intellectual and spiritual creations.

One might agree with all that I have written, but respond that poetry’s purpose is unrelated to the 
purpose of the Moon, that is, reporting the news. But this ostensible journalistic focus is already breached, 
by having stories and non-news articles; even if it had not been breached, though, one must question the 
validity of a newspaper that refuses works of man. For a newspaper otherwise is simply a banal regurgi-
tation of the day’s or week’s events. Does the Moon want to banal?

Some people have objected to bad poetry that appears in the Moon. B.ut bad poetry is, to call it by 
another term, a representation of a false creation. In other words, bad poetry is not poetry at all; for poetry 
is the veritable midwife of pure ideas and emotions.

—Jacob Blakesley

Dear Ms. Armendariz and Mr. Lucia:
I was oflfended by the gratuitous obscenity quoted in your publication, p. 3 of the October 15 th issue.
I found it ironic that you complain about being the target of obscenity, p.2 of the same issue, and then 

print such obscenity yourselves. People have the free speech right to say what they want, but you have the 
editorial discretion and right to choose what to print. As ^parently some people have yet to leam, one 
either maintains certain standards of decency in a community, or one finds oneself in the mud of the 
swamp.

I delight in being at St. John’s, among a variety of important reasons, because of the respect I have for 
most of our students and the pleasure I take in their company. Are you sure The Moon is representing the 
best of the St. John’s student community? Sincerely,

—Samuel B. Johnson

To the College Community:
When I have seen the suggestion of “pick up one piece of litter every day,” I wonder why this effort 

is limrted to one piece a day. As members of this community, each and every one of us has responsibility, 
and should have the desire, to make the area the best it can be. If everyone picks up whatever litter they 
see, be it in their paths or nearby, it would make a major difference. If each person would take responsi-
bility and dispose ofhis/her own trash in one ofthe many trash receptacles provided, the campus wouldn’t 
be so littered!

In addrtion to litter (trash), if everyone picked up the coffee mugs, plates, and plastic glasses scattered 
around the campus, that would be a great help as well. (Of course, if these kitchen/dining utensils were 
left in the dining hall and coffee shop where they belong, we wouldn’t have the problem and Aramark 
would have sufficient utensils to serve students, as well as parents when they visit), not to mention the 
expense to Aramark and the ultimate replacement expense to the student or parent.

How about it? Let’s all  be responsible citizens of this community and properly dispose of our ovra 
litter, pick up that litter blown onto the campus or left by unthinking visitors (or residents), and stop 
removing utensils fiom the dining hall (use take-out packaging and dispose of it properly). Then, we can 
be proud of a clean campus and we’ll have a fully fiimished dining service!

—Suzanne Cooper

LETTER FROM THE 
EDITORS

Finally...you hold in your hands an 
issue of The Moon with fire in its 
breast; with wit, excitement, frustra-
tion. and some well-chosen words. 
The editors wish to thank all who 
have written, especially those who 
have offered letters to the college 
community via The Moon.

Much of the interest displayed in 
this issue of the paper was sparked 
by a single comment declared by one 
student, recorded by another, and 
printed by The Moon. The ‘comment' 
is of course "All Gf's should eat shit 
and die", which was prefaced by Mr. 
Aaron Clewell with “A universal sen-
timent..." That the editors allowed 
the quote to be printed is without 
doubt a questionable decision; but 
the offense which the student’s only 
partially-serious assertion may have 
caused has produced the most com-
pelling issue of The Moon so far this 
year. Grinning confidently in the face 
of the Graduate Institute's criticism, 
the editors celebrate with few apolo-
gies the budding success of the pa-
per as a forum for a vibrant intra-
community criticism. Constant apol-
ogy and social niceties, supposed 
"virtues" so well cultivated by the 
"manners" demanded by the hidden 
powers of our academic order, only 
effect a stagnant passivity within the 
community. Spontaneity and ironic 
humor produce healthy and lively 
dialogue.

On a separate note, the editors 
would like to bring the reader's at-
tention to "The Letters of Amadis de 
Gaul" on page five of this issue of 
The Moon. The article, part fable and 
part poetic criticism of "our" commu-
nity, has been submitted anony-
mously and with no information about 
the writer. The Moon usually refuses 
anonymous submissions, but the 
force and strikingly penetrating qual-
ity of the article convinced the edi-
tors to think otherwise. Hopefully the 
"letters" of our knight-errant will con-
tinue to appear.

—Adrian Lucia
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SHIT: THE DIVINE CIRCLE OF VIRTUE?
by Robin Vlosky, Graduate Institute (Liberal Arts)

Some thoughts on eating shit and Hying I 
have only ever known of one person who ate shit, 
and then died At the end of John Waters’ film 
Pink Flamingos, Divine eats the fi-esh droppings 
of a small poodle. We know she actually eats the 
shit because the camera does not stop filming 
There are no cuts. The camera does not move. 
There are no obstmctions to our view. So, Divine 
very decidedly eats shit. And Divine died. But, 
she died many years after the film event, and so it 
is problematic to claim that Divine’s death was a 
direct result of her eating shit. Not exactly what 
we are looking for.

In Pier Paolo Pasolini’s film Salo, or the 120 
Days of Sodom, in the chapter titled “Circle of 
Shit,” sixteen young boys and girls are brought to 
table to join in a shit-eating feast. As opposed to 
Divine’s comparatively primitive method of 
scooping the poodle’s shit off the street, Pasolini 
gives us (presumably human) shit served on plates. 
A step up the shit-eating ladder? At any rate, in 
the film’s next chapter, many of the shit-gorged 
boys and girls are tortured and killed. So, these 
people ate shit, and then were killed. Again, not 
exactly what we are looking for. What we are 
interested in, most definitely, is eating shit and 
then dying.

I recall Aristotle’s admonition to eat well and

protect one’s health. If an individual’s physical 
appearance reveals signs of neglect, indulgence, 
and the potential resulting ugliness, that person 
should be held responsible for being weak-willed 
and intemperate. Will eating shit make one’s body 
descend into a state of decay? Will eating shit 
make one obese? Will eating shit make one ugly? 
If any of these things come to pass as a result of 
eating - or as Aristotle might say, indulging - in 
shit, then the shit-eater would be held in contempt 
and should be fi'owned upon by society.

I also remember Kant’s categorical impera-
tive: do not take any action unless you would will 
that all people would take the same action in the 
same circumstance. Kant also writes about our 
duty to preserve life. Whether or not an individual 
wants to live is beside the point. The natural law 
compels us to preserve life at all costs, not out of 
inclination or desire, but out of duty. In the first 
instance, it appears that the circumstances must 
be very unique in which it would be appropriate 
to eat shit. The eating of shit must be something 
that, if you engage in it, you would will that ev-
eryone else engage in it in exactly the same cir-
cumstance. In this respect, the edict “All G.I.s 
should eat shit and die” might be appropriate: if 
we all do it in the right place and at the right time, 
Kant would say we are honoring the highest natu-

ral law.
In the second example, the part about doing 

one’s duty, we should consider the exact impact 
eating shit would have on an individual. If eating 
shit does indeed cause death, the shit-eater would 
be fulfilling one goal (eating shit and then dying) 
while negating another (preserving life at all costs). 
Which shall it be? Do we ignore Kant, and go 
ahead with flagrant self-destruction, or do we carry 
out our duty and remain with the living? A very 
difficult decision. It would seem that more re-
search needs to be done on the exact ramifica-
tions to bodily health of eating shit. To get at a 
partial answer, let’s assume that the fervent cry, 
“All G.I.S should eat shit and die” is, as The Moon 
informs us, a universally held opinion. Well, then, 
we might be close to fulfilling Kant’s categorical 
imperative. If all undergraduates will us to eat 
shit, and then die, in all circumstances, it would 
seem that we G.I.s have no option. However, if 
we choose to believe Aristotle, and deem it virtu-
ous to preserve health (assuming shit-eating causes 
health problems), then we must not eat shit, just 
in case we might die as a result (and thus reject 
Kant’s arguments). In either case, it is very diffi-
cult to determine the right course of action. So 
the question remains: How shall we do our doody?

HOMAGE TO CHEF PAUL
I left the library early because I could 

just feel it. Perhaps it was animal instinct, 
perhaps it was malnutrition, whatever it 
was it forced me to drop the Kepler and 
gravitate to the dining hall.

Oh, but how true were these instincts 
within! The St. John’s College Aramark 
Chapter had something up its sleeve — a 
Halloween dinner Buffet. As I am sure 
many of you know, this dinner was not 
only a “special”, but it was an historic din-
ner one as well. The Halloween dinner 
marked the end of Chef Paul Perrier’s ten-
ure as head cook.

Head cook at Saint John’s College, a 
college of “intellectuals” and children, 
cannot be an easy task. It seems the com-
plaints and suggestions of students are 
never ceasing... “This food is too hot”, 
“This food is too cold,” “Can I marry the

by Jerome Moroux, '01

Pan-Geos women?” etc. However, 
through all of the whining and griping. 
Chef Paul endured. Although I never ob-
served the kitchen during preparation, I 
have a mental picture of Chef Paul scream-
ing to his dedicated staff— “Je veux per-
fection maintenant.” Well Chef, 
Thursday’s dinner was magnificent.

As is customary for all special dinners, 
Aramark kept the students locked out of 
the dining hall. But once the doors were 
opened at 5:15, the feast began. Mashed 
potatoes, pumpkin bread, roast beef, 
cheese tortellini, chicken pot pie, and the 
delectable Salmon pastery were the main 
dishes on the menu. After dinner, I hur-
ried to try the Pecan Pie, the Pumpkin Pie 
and the Banana Creme Pie. Hands down, 
this was the best desert I have had during 
my stay in Santa Fe. But it was not just

the food which made this banquet so en-
joyable, it was the attitude of everyone in 
the dining hall. On one side of the dining 
hall there were students admiring the sun-
set, on the other side people were behold-
ing the pumpkins in the pumpkin contest. 
Students were there, administrators were 
there, even the phone technician was there, 
each saying, “Thanks” or “Merci” to the 
mind behind the St. John’s food machine. 
On behalf of all the students at St. John’s, 
I thank you Chef Paul.
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GOODBYE DIANE MARTINEZ...
by Siobahn Boyer, '99, and Britta Riley, '00

Mama’s leaving; it’s true. And when Diane Martinez retires,with 
her may go the last of the St. John’s family. Before Diane, the maids 
who used to clean the dorms, the surrogate family of our Johnnie prede-
cessors, put ruffians in their place after messing up their dorms, taught 
naive freshmen how to do their laundry, and gave lonely kids, far away 
from home a little bit of sugar. Diane has done as much and more in her 
17 years here, having worked as the registrar. Financial Aid director, 
and a Senior Resident.

Brendan O’Neill, who has received the benefits of her wisdom and 
caring both as a student and as an associate, remembers, “When I was a 
Freshman, a Junior was telling me the ins and outs of things. He told 
me, ‘Now there’s one woman who you have no business being mean to 
and that’s Diane Martinez, the registrar.’ Later when 1 got to know her, 
he said, ‘See, wouldn’t she be the perfect woman to marry?’

Too bad; she’s taken and it doesn’t sound like she’ll be available 
any time soon. In fact, her new husband is the primary reason she is 
leaving. “Most of my career at the college I was single and so I could 
immerse myself in it. Now that I have such a great home life, I want to 
spend more time there.” She plans to spend her time helping her hus-
band build their new house, gardening, raising animals, and becoming 
more involved in the lives of the six grandchildren she inherited from 
her husband.

So, for the past few years you’ve been going to her office and bitching 
about how hard your life is. Did you realize that Diane gets up at 5:00 
every morning and drives from Abiquiu to spend the day manually sched-
uling. Imagine scheduling classes by hand for the whole school, taking 
into consideration all of the special needs of the tutors and students, and 
organizing the times around the tutors’ schedules and the schedule of 
other school events. On top of this, she types every doiu'ag, organizing 
graduation, and generally just seems to keep the school running smoothly. 
Some of you may be worried, very justifiably, about what next year 
may bring without Diane. I’m sure no one could disagree that Diane is

an irreplaceable asset. Have you ever been waiting in line outside her 
office and seen her talking on the phone, filling out paper work, taking 
a picture... all at the same time? And somehow she always manages to 
make you feel like her first priority, no matter what she’s doing at the 
time you show up at her office. She makes it all seem effortless.

What justifies it for her? “I always thought God made me for this 
job, since I don’t have any children of my own,” Diane says, “I’ve never 
worked anywhere else where people have been the product. I worked in 
the chemical industry for a while. But working at St. John’s I’ve seen 
freshmen come in from whose grades I could tell they had not done well 
in high school. It’s wonderfiil to see them graduate as fascinating, inde-
pendent, articulate people.” For many of us, Diane has been the person 
who has most made St. John’s feel like a surrogate family. She is al-
ways willing to listen to any problem you need to talk about, whether or 
not it is related to her job. Students, faculty, and administration go to 
Diane when a problem needs to be solved. When you get to know her, 
you get a feeling that she is some sort of a guardian angel. She is al-
ways looking out for all of us. Most likely, even if you haven’t had 
much time to get to know her, she knows who you are.

When I was a freshman, before I really knew Diane, I met a Junior 
named John Grant who never stopped extolling Diane’s virtues. He 
told me how he regularly went to sit and talk with her not because he 
specifically had a problem, but because she was his friend. Many of the 
other students that I met shared John’s high opinions of Diane, and most 
surprisingly her friendship. So one day I went in, a little hesitantly, to 
just talk to her. I found one of the most beautiful, caring, and together 
people I have ever met. From then on, an extra stop by Diane’s office 
made any other business I may have had that day in the tower building 
a little easier to take care of On behalf of John, and all the others who 
may not be here to tell you themselves, Diane, wish you all of our very 
best wishes.

Oppressed by the divisive rif’nrs of the Enlit'htenment, \fr. Lucia failed to write an orif'inal 
"Signs of the Apocolypse" for this issue <?/ The Mooa he pivsentshis dewuted read-
ers with a few gentle words from the contemporary author E.M. Cioran (I9Jl-1995i. The 
quote has been extractedfrom Cioran's book A Short History of Decay. The title of the selec-
tion is "The Arrogance of Prayer", It uncovers yet another sign of the apocalypse.

’When we reach the limits of monoloque, the confines of solitude, we invent—for lack of 
another interlocutor—God, supreme pretext of dialogue. So long as you name Him. your 
madness is well disguised, and...all is permitted. The true believer is scarcely to be distin-
guished from the madman; but his madness is legal, acknowledged; he would end up in an 
asylum if his aberrations were pure of all faith. But God covers them, legitimizes them. The 
pride of a conqueror pales beside the ostentation of a believer who addresses himself to the 
Creator. How can one dare so much? And how could modesty be a virtue of temples, when a 
decrepit old woman who imagines Infinity within reach raises herself by prayer to a level of 
audacity to which no tyrant has ever laid claim?

by Adnan Lucia, '00

Sttlmissions are accepted via the Moon or Adrian Lucia.
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THE LETTERS OF AMADIS DE GAUL Anonymous

The episode that arose in our community, 
lifted into the air by the brooding bird of social 
paradox flapping its wings-that is, the “hooting 
and hollering” event that pronounced itself to be 
the manifestation of our diseased demiuige-is just 
the vein I would pull to address the infection of 
our public conscious. Yes, “conscious”; a small 
number of rigorous thinkers on the hill do; not 
escape the diverse demons dwelling in every® 
polis. I am not undertaking a task of addr^ing 
these screeching devils and their meaning in our*; 
community, but attempting to expose the wotmd 
for more thoughtful inquiry ftian i am capable. 
This latest “event” did, indeed, become the com-
mon entry into publicquibbling between studaits 
and the Holy Brotheihood, Mr. President and his 
disciples. Nothing is new, I have eyes, die col-
lege hasn’t become sterile, but merely begun to 
expose the disparity between the “conscience” 
of the community (as elegantly stated by von 
Briesen, lab father) and its sovereign subjects.
A problem: the very fact that 1 do have ^es and 
operate generally in the refl«:tive phantoms of 
what is outside rayselfl But we’ll come to that. 
Let us honestly look into ftie meaning of these 
babbling and feigned accusations between the 
allegiance of our conscience with theHolyBroth- 
erhood and the rest of our college " An accusa» 
tion on my part? Not apparently and certainly 
not malicious.

These presently Euising phenomena (it’s hard 
to use particulars since I am mostly blind!) can- ’ 
not be explained unless one pulls (or has pulled) ; ' 
the cap over his eyes. It is from this dimly lit 
room of ours that we may begin to make out the 
wool tapestry, this socialknitting, of wir college., 
For it is in this return to darkness that we may 
glimpse these social demons that so continuously,, 
infect us in the ’light’ of the public. Let me be 
clearer: we cannot know the disease of the pub**: * 
lie, making outward impressions innermost^' 
thoughts, if we do not come from within the stme- 
ture of this problem. What do events really - 
mean? Are not they, also, merely symbols? AIK' 
this talk contaminates.

I am stiff with cold. Tired of looking into all ' 
the dead eyes. I hate being known. I lace my. - 
shoes. Waikingdowntheway,“Hellothere, Mr. ^ 
Gaul.” someone says; “Evening, Mr. Enslaverl” ' 
I make die darkness' of our passage internal. 
Thinking about the manner the Enslaver called: 
me “Mr. Gaul’V-such arrogance! The cathedral 
music plays dimly on. Oppressing. *

I had put an inquiry in concerning a man, 
“Anthropolak.” Is that right? I am still cold. I

simply wondered, or perhaps hoped, “discovery.”
I knew his countenance. Years later I met a 
woman who knew him, she related that he was 
in her seminar. She probably would have told 
me about him regardless of my interrogation.

“He’s in my seminar, a very strange boy.” 
She muttered the words again, chopping her teeth 
upanddown. “Tm not sure what to say. Mostly, 
he doesn’t'say anything. He looks all around 
himself during class; very intent.” 1 saw her 
stiingtnglterself over a chasm of uncertainty con-
cerning the apprt^riateness of what she was 
abcHittosay. She cfuickly overcame her personal 
dilemma, though, and went on. “On many oc-
casions, after his close study of the whole elassr 
bespeaks. Red in the fhee, with penetrating and ’ 
descriptive language, all comingftomadiaboli- 
cal smile, he poims all around feverishly and s^s, 
‘Woe to you whodon’tsee!; This stage isniiuse- 
ating, driving me to in^roper self-rcllcction that 
would never happen in one’s private room with 
this text. This is an obscene display of callous 
disregard for yourselves that drives sharply into 
my own work I can’t do anything, it’ .And that 
is how he goes on,” she continued, “always mak-
ing us feel awkward.: i really do hate him."

I stopped listening to her and moved away, 
staring at my feet. The cold is awful, i meditate 
on this woman’s language.; Bothersome. 1 re 
membered a short verseand unknowingly made 
it describe this late encount^, “It dropped so 
I0W...A heard it hit the Ground/And goto pieces 
OB the Stones/At bottom of my mirkf’ 1 follow*', 
the object of her language and feel myself disitir' 
tegrate with this ware.

I am inc^able of standing under this oppres-
sion, incapable of any moveitsent. I stopped com-
paring rayself with my surroundings...
I; LateTj I saw Anthropolak walking down the 

path, Tu; o 5(d , tu; o5(o, ti5l...With his figure 
burnt out by the lights in the dark behind him 
came the discourse touching him I had heard. 
He was simply a veil of thatprevicxis talk, I could 
find nothing but those words to attribute to this 
spirit in the light 1 am moved beyond compla-
cency. I am ahead of myself

The Holy Brotherhood; a symbol, Klhink,, 
appropriate for our President and his presentpo- 
sition. I have unbounded gratitude for his occu-
pation, fiar what Ite must wac^ through to secure 
our tbinkery in the world, on flie golden road. 
His latest letter, responding t%an accusation of 
“elusiveness” regarding the storm of imbecile 
commentary from on high, is in the season of 
total paradox. We must not miss this opportu-

nity to examine ourselves with this timely exhi-
bition of public defilement. I do not accuse. Holy 
Brotherhood, but allow you to teach and become 
a vessel beyond one ego. I cannot overcome the 
extent to which illusion pervades his three short 
paragraphs. I am a strong advocate of contra-
diction within individuals!

The letter: it reeks of the preservation of idols 
by means of concealment. He would have kept 
quiet had we not enlisted him to speak. In your 
silence. Holy Brotherhood, would you have con-
tinued to quietly form the mold of our “healthy” 
community? I do not disagree, if these troubling 
things were said, they lacked the discretion of a 
properly developed child. Were am I, me, this 
tattered rag?:Gan;you blame the heathens though? 
For they exist only publicly under the imposi- 
tian of the synthetic portrait of a social body. If 
we are a warm, cheery place that has apple cider 
and Paul’s home-baked doughnuts on fall after-
noons, contoosed of healthyyoung scholars, why 
isn’t it appropriate to comment on the shapeliness 
of a woman’s breasts or the believed require-
ments to enroll minorities? These are only the 
healthy outward appearances of our college im-
posed upon us as the pictures in the catalogue. 
What does the skin of this letter look like; have I 
spelled my public occupation in our college? 
These are problems. The letter was only public; 
I find no concern in it for what these Caliban’s 
must be feeling. You cannot simply mention the 
“inside” and display concern. This letter, and 
this tension, is only a display of the division in 
our public occupation here; the division becomes 
intemal, though, as you say^ inverting the vio-
lent tension of the polis into theindividual. I am 
utterly frozen, my teeth are chattering.

1 yet have in me in this arctic space the grati-
tude towards this letter as a perfect proposition 
of our collective problem. Where, Holy Broth-
erhood, does the human energy go, that human 
«ieigy that desires unity in drunkenbliss? Where 
does it go when you impose uponitthe doctrine 
of a healthy social body, the image phantoms? 
Why are fraternities evil? What do they pro-
mote that seems so urmatural? These public idols 
of continuous health and community spirit in-
fect and divide us further outsideiourselves than 
the vic^ do. I do not mean that we should ap-
propriate the adVGcaty of licentious behavior 
about the college, but that we should look at those 
tendencies, even in you. Holy Brotherhood. This 
is only an attempt to open fiirther interpretation 
of this disturbing problem. Excuse me while I 
sip my cider.
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A LITTLE 
MATURE

PERTINENT
NO-COUNT”

“PUBLIC DEBATE” FROM AN “IM-
Interview with an honorary Good ‘Ol Boy.. .Confessions of a sensationalist... More 
of that glorious community yammering

by Aaron Clewell, '01
First of all, nobody told me that Graduate 

Institute Director David Levine spent some for-
mative years (mine, not his) in the great state of 
Oklahoma. It’s probably a good thing I didn’t 
know; I’m sure that if I had, our 45 minutes of 
talking about The Program and The Community 
would have been intermpted more than once by 
questions of Okie philosophy (sic) and why one 
would actually need a degree in Agriculture. As 
it happened, we had a very enlightening conver-
sation that included some rather interesting G.I. 
facts and a lot of me trying to avoid admitting 
that I had printed something about his people 
needing to eat shit and die. Of course he knew, 
but just in case he didn’t, I wasn’t about to bring 
it up.

Maybe this little piece should begin there, 
not in Oklahoma (though 1 would like to think 
that everything begins in Oklahoma), but in The 
Moon’s last issue, where two Sophomores joined 
forces to really piss a lot of G.I.s off. One of 
those Sophomores was me; the other was 
Demming Ballentine. She provided an ex-
tremely, um, colorful quote calling for some “fe-
cal consumption” on the part of the G.I.s, and I 
piped in and called it a “universal sentiment.”

I repeat these facts only to bring you up to

speed, not to put “another bee in the St. John’s 
bonnet.” I printed these statements, however, be-
cause (beside the fact that I am a sensationalist 
and Ms. Ballentine is infinitely quotable) the rift 
Seminars. Most felt that the G.I.s, on the whole, 
weren’t exactly team players in the discussion, 
brought in a zillion outside sources, and took 
themselves far too seriously. Of course this isn’t 
even true of most G.I.s, not to mention “all G.I.s.” 
Actually, from my own experience, I have seen 
that this IS true of too many undergrads. But a 
majority of the undergraduate students I spoke 
with felt that this was a specifically “G.I.” prob-
lem. As Mr. Levine told me, “In other places 
that would be called prejudice.” I believe that’s 
what we should call it here.

This is a very clear case of the brand of so-
cial distrust from which this enlightened “bubble 
on the hill” situation leads us to believe we are 
exempt. Put simply, we don’t know each other. 
We don’t live together. We don’t hang out. They 
have real jobs and real families, and we have 
classes and dorms and the dining hall. We lead 
completely separate lives in the same environ-
ment. An “us against them” attitude is natural.

It is not, however, necessary. It never ceases 
to amaze me how poorly Johruiies relate to each 
other on a camps where our pride is our com-

munication. Because we don’t know each other 
we don’t like each other, and rumors ensue. I 
grew up in a tiny town full of coffee drinking 
wheat farmers and bitchy old ladies. I know all 
about the rumor mill. But this place makes the 
small town south look pale. Stories of contempt 
and even unfair activities fund appropriations 
abound.

This would not be the case if we would ac-
tually talk to each other. As much as we would 
like to believe that the two groups are incom-
mensurable, the fact is that, as Mr. Levine put it, 
“we have things in common, the Books and our 
common love of learning.” That should count 
for quite a bit.

Even the factors that separate us could soon 
be fewer. Mr. Levine reported that all of the 
noise coming fi-om below the dining hall is in 
preparation for a new Graduate Common room. 
This will hopefully give G.I.s and U.G.s an op-
portunity to internet in a social setting on cam-
pus.

There is much discussion left before this gap 
is elosed. It is my hope that the debate can look 
past its inflammatory beginning and become a 
tie of sincere communication.

ICONOCLASTIC PERSONA
What of the rage in the lion? In the chest it 

rages mad for passion. That is the passion that 
must be brought to the helm of living every morn-
ing when we rise. To fight the oppression that is 
created there within. There are green valleys and 
there can be peace, but that world can only be 
entered upon through the pierce of your lions rag-
ing roar. Forever where we stand is at the inter-
section of choice, the crossroads where our inter-
vention plays the leading role, whatever can our 
options be? We of course will choose to live but 
that means little. There is the road of endurance, 
yes, that crowded path that leads us into our pat-
terns of survival. When that path is taken we lis-
ten to the words of our present world swirling all 
about, we grab them, cling to them and after we 
conform and acquiesce the patterns consume and 
create who and sometimes unfortunately what we 
are to be. Patterns scribbled on the wall. Patterns 
that devour our lives, swallowing the time we are 
lent. Where is the lion hiding? It must be some-

by Shane Stump, '01

where beneath our steel bolted and eaged chest, 
hidden fi-om ourselves. That path of endurance 
fails to release our rage because we are then only 
puppets of individual roaming, jesters that juggle 
these precious stones, roots of life. There, when 
we halt at the crossroads of choice we must not be 
hasty in our choice, we must turn all about and 
look beyond what our perception relates to us. 
We must also listen for that faint courage that is 
bleeding inside our essence. If we must sit for days 
then we must, for there is always choice, never to 
be vanquished, waiting to explode and crash like 
violent thunder. We must not let it fade in it’s lust 
to live, for to truly live has nothing to do with 
endurance, to live one must strive to create some-
thing that exists beyond our adopted patterns, to 
strive like a lion in its rage, echoing its name to 
the far reaches of the earth. To fear death is utterly 
ignoble, we must turn our dancing eyes and fear 
life, fear to tread that often trodden path, fear to 
choose the acceptable over the righteous, we must

fear ourselves and fight ourselves. To release that 
raging lion into the valley of peace is our only 
hope, for true peace is founded out of strife. Free-
dom how great a hope, to create our own religion 
and live by an internally wrought philosophy. 
Meaning does not lie beyond our capabilities it 
waits within, waiting for us to roar at our meager 
indulgences, waiting for us at the crossroads to 
decide whether to be everyone else or to be no 
one else. We must act as if utter chaos is crippling 
our minds, we must become saviors of ourselves. 
The only constitution that is worth a shit is the 
one erected in your heart, the only life worth liv-
ing is the one you lead. Standing over the puddle 
caught by our asphalt streets, ponder your reflec-
tion, look into your own haunting eyes and ask 
yourself who you are, then look harder and ask 
yourself who should you be. Your lion will not 
rest until you rage, an individual is worth more 
than a thousand patterned slaves. We need more 
heroes.
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by Carisa Armendariz, '99, and Geoff Petrie, '01

Scorpio (10/23-11/21)
Hi former control freaks. You’ve been letting your power slowly slip from your hands. This is unfortunate for you because it makes you feel like a 

loser. If it makes you feel more in-control, go out and buy a pair of handcuffs and a whip. But having no money to buy either of these items, you should 
really start watching where your dough is going. With no money, no handcuffs and no whip it looks like you won’t enter into a relationship either. A big 
change is in store if you follow your gut feelings.

Sagittarius (11/22 -12/20)
Diplomacy is for wimps. There is no need for you to agree with what others say if you do not agree. Express yourself in a way that says, “Shut up and 

listen to me.” Venus is in your sign which gives you the power to display some assertiveness. Venus is also great for romance. Maybe you should ask 
someone you haven’t had the guts to talk to if they’d like to see a film.

Capricorn (12/21 -1/19)
Now is a great time for Capricorns because there are interesting opportunities presented to you. If you choose to take advantage of these different 

avenues of your fate then you will have an equal chance of succeeding or failing. If I were you, I would pack a metaphorical suitcase and get ready to take 
a hell of a chancy, but fiuitfril, trip.

Aquarius (1/20 - 2/17)
If you have not taken out your garbage or done your laundry all semester then I suggest that you get off of your butt and do some cleaning. This 

cleaning doesn’t only apply to your pigsty of a room, it applies to all aspects of your life. Call your grandmother, write to your fiiend at school in Vermont, 
and make peace with an estranged friend. If you allow this mess to grow the ramifications will be that your social life will go to hell, your grandma will stop 
sending you cards and much needed money, and nobody will sit next to you in the cafeteria because your clothes will smell so bad. To quote the words of 
that giant tennis shoe company, just do it.

Pisces (2/18-3/19)
Lately, when you get to class do you realize that you only put deodorant in one armpit? If this has happened to you in the last few weeks it’s because 

your planets have been out of sorts (two fish, two mling planets, you figure it out). Anyway, things will start falling into place again and you’ 11 put your right 
shoe on your right foot. Sadly, love is not in the air and you’ll have to wait until the end of the month before anyone will notice that you’ve been wearing 
a mini skirt (or mini pants; what do men where when they want to be sexy?) every day for an entire week.

Aries (3/20-4/19)
It’s all about you, Aries. “What about my needs?” you think to yourself when a self-centered friend puts herself before you. Well, for the time being 

you must put yourself before everyone else, which does not mean alienating all of your fiiends. In order not to live the life of a social leper for feeling this 
way you must try to make people understand you.

Taurus (4/20 - 5/19)
If you have had the angel and devil on your shoulder problem lately, then I suggest that you have a chat with those little bastards. Exorcize the demon 

within, you psycho. Later this month you may be diagnosed with Turret syndrome. Well, maybe you won’t yell, “F*** you, you stupid slimy fungus” in 
Seminar, but similarly shocking things will come out of your trap.

Gemini (5/20 - 6/20)
You should trek into town and buy a big, fuzzy blanket and a roll of pre-made cookie dough. My boyfriend says that this is aimed only at women so 

if you are a burly man you should wrap yourself in a fuzzy blanket and get a handle of Jack Daniels (only if you are over 21 and can’t find the hot cocoa). 
Don’t judge too quickly. Now is a good time to hide in your room, away from the evil glares of those around you.

Cancer (6/21-7/21)
Throw down that cigarette and crush it with that cross-trainer that you’ve been wearing all year long and go for a run. Although you’re still behind in 

your work, the work you’ve done thus far is paying off. Look yourself in the mirror and say what that blue sweater wearing guy used to say on Saturday 
Night Live.

Leo (7/22-8/22)
“Trust no one,” Mr. George Aigla used to tell my Junior Lab class. Don’t divulge what should be kept in Pandora’s box. And when somebody says that 

you’re a big dork, don’t take them too seriously. Suppress your urge to take them on in a one-on-one match of Spartan Madball. What I’m trying to point 
out to you big mouths is that you have to keep it to yourself

Virgo (8/23-9/21)
When ski season starts in the near future, I suggest that you forego the trip if it means that you go to French/Greek unprepared. I know how easy it is 

to tell yourself that it’s just one class that you will scrimp on, but stick to your priorities. When you graduate from St. John’s then you will be able to indulge 
in the life that the graduated Johnny lives: ski bunny/bum, cable connoisseur/bum, Dave Heatherly/bum, etc. You get the picture.

Libra (9/22-10/22)
Sobriety is the key to the resolution that you’ve been seeking. In case your R.A. hasn’t pulled you aside to point out what sobriety entails, let me fill 

you in: little to no drinking, no all night hookah (in case you have never heard this word, refer to Baudelaire Les Fleurs du Mai) sessions, and put down that 
crack pipe! After you’ve flushed out your problems and come to some understanding about your situation, you’ll be able to create something that pleases 
you.
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Thanks goes out to Diane Martinez, Registrar, for printing labels for the complimentary 
copy of The Moon that was sent to all of the Undergraduate students' parents.

The Moon has been saving up for Front Page '98, a Web program that cost over $150. 
Carisa's brother, Charlie, kept an eye out for this program and just sent it to The Moon for a 
significantly lower price than what we expected. Thanks for helping us to get on the Internet.

i

The Moon recently received thefollowing letter. The words followed by question marks 
and parentheses were basically illegible; Mr. Gaglione wrote the letter by hand. Its offer 
applies to anyone interested.

I understand that my request may seem unusual, yet I believe this to be a peritive (?) 
effort. I am seeking an individual who would be willing to correspond with a prisoner. If 
your campus newspaper provides space for such request, please post the following:

Prisoner: W/M, open to all correspondence. Will respond to each letter received. No 
restrictions.

Any assistance concerning the porting(?) of my correspondence request is greatly ap-
preciated. Thank you for your time, effort, and for your understanding.

Sincerely,
Jerry Gaglione
C-42641 13-K-36
PO Box 4000 Fac-3
Vacaville, California 95696-4000
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