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Parents- Can't Live With Them, Can't Seem to Get Away From Them
By  Faye  Ashl ey , mother  of  Amber  Boyds tun , '99

Who should decide to show up on a 
weekend filled with papers, readings, lab 
work, and general overload? Why, those 
very people who have counseled you all 
these years to plan ahead and keep your pri-
orities in order. What can we say? We love 
and miss our sons and daughters. We’re 
parents - Socrates recognized that we’re 
imperfect; someday you were bound to find 
out for yourselves.

So, on Oct. 10th through Oct. 12th, 
Parents Weekend 1997, we came, we saw, 
and we were very proud. Thanks for having 
us (a sentiment we hope you share from time

to time). If you’re interested in the activities 
of the relatively new St. John’s College 
Parents Association, read further. If not, go 
back to (or start) your seminar reading.

Established in 1997, the St. John’s 
Parents Association serves as a liaison 
between parents and the college community, 
developing good communication and rap-
port. The membership includes all parents 
and guardians of current students, with a 
few of those members comprising an 
Advisory Board. The Advisory Board has 
five standing committees; an Executive 
Committee, a Nominating Committee, a

Parents Events Committee, a Student Life 
Committee, and a Fundraising Committee. 
Of particular interest to students, over the 
weekend the Student Life Committee 
received parental concerns about several 
issues. If you would like to pass informa-
tion to the Student Life Committee and/or if 
your parents would like more information 
about the Parents Association, please con-
tact Elizabeth Skewes, Alumni Office, 
Weigle Hall 2nd Floor, or contact Faye 
Ashley, E mail feafb@boco.co.gov, or 
phone (303) 494-5079.

Ramon Jose Lopez: The Man behind our Mace
By  Evan  Skladany , '98

If you’ve ever attended a St. John’s graduation ceremony, 
you may have noticed that the marshal leading the processions of 
graduates and tutors carries what the O. E. D. deseribes as, “A 
heavy staff or club, either entirely of metal or having a metal head, 
often spiked: Formerly a regular weapon of war.” This former 
weapon is our school’s ceremonial mace. The one wielded by Mr. 
Houser last year is new, and was made by Ramon Jose Lopez, a 
local artist in the Spanish Colonial tradition and recent winner of 
one of the N. E. A.’s National Heritage Fellowship Awards. Ramon 
was on campus on Saturday at the Spanish Colonial 
Arts Market held for shopping-mad parents in the 
Great Hall, selling jewelry and silver items (candle-
sticks, rosary boxes) made by himself, his wife, and 
his children.

To get an idea of who Ramon was and 
what he did, I read an artiele by Lesley S. King in 
this month’s Santa Fean about him which, while 
having a fair amount of useful information, was 
more about the experienee of visiting Ramon at his 
home in Hyde Park than about his work. Ms. King 
described herself following Ramon in a trance-like 
state as he showed her his array of artwork and 
uttered some perfectly timed one-liners pregnant 
with mystical meaning. I do not have a eopy of the 
article in front of me, but if I had to recreate one of 
its more wistful moments I’d write something like:

I followed Ramon down the wooden stairs 
which seemed to creak to him a language of wood, 
wood cut and shaped by the sweat of his forefathers, 
that only he could understand. At the base of these stairs lay his 
workshop, a room dank with the acrid stench of creation which 
wrapped itself around me and quickly penetrated the orifices of my 
head, as well as those of my soul. Ramon walked over to a hanging 
mass of hand wrought tools and turned toward me, his beautiful 
face flimmering in the candlelight and his arms spread like the 
wings of a condor. Lightening flashed through the one small win-
dow of the studio just as his voice reached me in its half-whisper.

forming words that at the time I was powerless to interpret as any-
thing but a wild and foreign tongue, but which I later recalled to be 
asking me, plaintively, “What was your name again?" -/ don’t 
know dnymore my dear Ramon. I just don’t know.

I had actually missed Ramon himself (who had gone home 
with back pain) when I finally got to the market, but I got to talk to 
his wife, Nance, who was much more pleasantly down to earth than 
Ms. King.

To begin with, Ramon is a santero, or saint-maker, a classi-
fication of Spanish Colonial art which implies the 
making of three main types of pieces, bultos, 
retablos and reredos. All of these are traditional 
ways of depleting saints and all are forms of 
painted wood, the bultos being three dimensional 
sculptures, retablos painted panels, and reredos 
alter screens.

While Ramon had none of these types of 
work on display, nearly every other table at the 
market did. I learned the following facts about 
them from various other santeros. They are tradi-
tionally carved from cottonwood root, though an 
artist can choose to break from tradition a bit and 
use jelutung, pine or aspen. The paint used is 
derived from minerals like azurite, plants of the 
genus indigofera(for blue), roeks, clays and 
ochres of the hills (for reds and yellows), and 
occasionally from arsenic. The varnish is made 
from pinon sap.

The figures are generally Christian saints, 
although I also saw one of the muerte Sebastianna, a wild looking 
skeleton woman, and another of a guy in a wife-beater. All of the 
figures have something of a similar look, coming not only from the 
shared methods of the craft but also from a particular way of repre-
senting the human figure, usually with large eyes, and almost child-
like bodies, carved or drawn simply and similarly ornamented with 
stylized rays of light or halos.

Mr . Houser  holdi ng  our  new  mac e .

[Co nti nued  on  Page  4]
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Letter To The Editors
To the Moon editors and the college community,

Since Mr. Chris Reichman implicitly addressed me in his 
article in the most recent issue of The Moon, “On the Wearing of 
Hats,” e.g., his reference to the tutor on whose door is a Dear Abby 
letter about hats, I trust it’s appropriate for me to write a response.

I was glad that Mr. Reichman’s article seemed to be written 
in an open, good-hearted spirit. Teased I perhaps was, but not 
attacked. This was in contrast with the treatment of Mr. Jason Kane 
in the same issue. I didn’t see the flyer Mr. Kane was said to have 
distributed, so I can’t judge the appropriateness or the proportionali-
ty of the vituperative attack to which he was subjected.

I was also glad to find out that some people do look at the 
various things I tape up on the office door. How delightful. I even 
have some new stuff to put up, but I’ve been delin-
quent, thinking no one cared.

Turning to the substance of Mr. Reichman’s 
article, I must admit that my immediate thought was 
that he could start wearing a fillet. This would pro-
vide decoration above the ears with no pretext of pro-
tection against the elements, and it would not need to 
be removed indoors. In the twentieth century I think 
there would be little risk of Mr. Reichman’s being 
mistaken for the guest of honor at a sacrifice to the 
gods. (However, if others started pouring wine over 
him while raising their hands to the heavens and 
mumbling, he might want to reappraise his choice.)

I doubt if I can be objective about any 
inferred desire on my part to return to the supposed 
good old days. I’m pretty sure I have no yearning to paddle anyone.
It is true that in the good old days, i.e., my own youth, although 
some of my male peers may, in secret and behind closed doors, have 
spent large amounts of time and large quantities of hair care prod-
ucts trying to achieve a certain look, every single one of them would 
in public have manfully denied any such vanity and would have 
gone quietly to the rack rather than admit to anyone that he cared 
about how his hair looked. Of course, in those days one man wore 
the hair that it would take ten men to wear today.

I also confess, if “confess” is the right word, that I do 
believe that it is important for our male students to know and not 
forget the fact that they are surrounded (still?) in the larger society 
by a huge number of people who see a man indoors with a hat on 
and are not particularly surprised but do simply assume that the hat 
wearing man was raised in a bam, is an ignorant and ineducable 
boor, and picks his teeth with his toes. A man indoors with his hat 
still on reminds me of a man wandering by who hasn’t noticed that 
his fly is unzipped and his shirt is sticking out the opening.

(Grant, oh immortals, that no male student of ours would 
walk into a job interview wearing a hat, perhaps while explaining that 
he was having a bad hair day. I’m told that getting a job after spend-
ing one’s undergraduate years here is already hard enough as is.)

Somewhat more seriously, I note, and Mr. Reichman 
acknowledges and approves, that we live here in a community 
where we all address each other generally as Mr. X and Ms. Y. This 
is purely conventional and rather old-fashioned. Nonetheless, there

seems to be agreement that it has a certain significance, sets a cer-
tain tone, says something to us and about us, even if it doesn’t have 
any relation to our individual, idiosyncratic modes of expression and 
even if it’s more formal than the style to which many of us are 
accustomed in social life with our peers.

We human beings live in context; we do not move and 
function in a vacuum, nor are we without history or without society. 
At St. John s, surely, if no place else, we are particularly conscious 
of history and context. Surely here, if no place else, no one pretends 
that we ever write on a clean slate or act without a history or without 
a larger society underneath and behind our actions. Surely here we 
don’t believe that dusty books are always right, but we also don’t 
believe they’re always wrong. Surely here “antiquated” is not pejo-
rative.

With our actions, just as with our words, we are 
not Humpty Dumpty in Wonderland. We cannot attach 
arbitrary meanings to our words and demand to be 
understood as we intend; similarly, we cannot attach 
arbitrary meanings to our actions and insist that we be 
understood only as we intend. “When I, in contrast to 
other people, make this gesture to you, sir, with the mid-
dle finger of my hand, I do so only to communicate to 
you my warmest affections and most humble respect.” 
Not likely.

Isn’t this a community which in the past year has 
spent a fair amount of time wrestling with the issue of 
how to be a community while being made up of so many 
determined individualists? Isn’t there a relation between 
that issue and the question of whether one can unilateral-

ly declare one’s independence of the conventions and habits and 
fabric of the society around oneself? It has been suggested, for 
example, that a man doesn’t necessarily intend to be insulting or 
rude to a woman when he appears nude in front of her in a public 
place, that it is up to her to be offended or insulted or not, but noth-
ing should be imputed to the unclothed man. Does the answer to 
that depend on whether the woman came voluntarily to a time and 
place where she was warned there might be public nudity? Did she 
have a choice about going there? Do I have a choice about 
showing up at meetings of tutorials and seminars? Who defines the 
social rules and conventions at dances? In the coffee shop? At semi-
nar? On the plaza in Santa Fe? If a student decided to come to tutor-
ial meetings nude, would it be appropriate for me to enforce a rule 
that she or he be clothed? What is the logical distinction between 
enforcing the societal convention about hats (not to be worn 
indoors) and pants (to be worn at all times in public)?

In closing, I would only stress that I was pleased to see Mr. 
Reichman’s article and to have been implicitly invited into dialogue.
I even enjoyed some of Mr. Reichman’s humor. Conversation is the 
soul of St. John’s. I look forward to conversations in the future, per-
haps on this topic or on others more momentous.

Sincerely,

Samuel B. Johnson

"A huge number of 
people who see a 

man indoors with a 
hat on... assume that 
the hat wearing man 
was raised in a barn, 
is an ignorant and 
ineducatable boor, 
and picks his teeth 

with his toes."



^ The Moon • October 16, 1997 • Volume 2, Issue 4

By  Chris  Reich man , '98
Aristotle says that all men by nature desire to know. I, having 

failed at religion, desire to know women (in the Biblical sense). 
Usually I desire to know a specific woman, primarily because I can’t 
properly handle more than one at a time.

Unfortunately getting to know women this way usually involves 
an odd mixture of delicacy and bluntness, or taking advantage of 
them. Taking advantage of them simply shows that you are not 
worthwhile enough to attract their interest. It seems rather pathetic 
that any man would have to get a woman toasted (or worse) just so 
she can stomach sex with him.

Now, those of you who know me will break my finger to point it 
back at me. While I have tied one on and woken up in some unusual 
places (and positions), I have never fed some unsuspecting beauty liq-
uid happiness. I am still pathetic, but I would never let anyone know 
this through demeaning and pitiful practices in the art of love.

Any woman who gets drunk still has to take responsibility for her 
actions, even if she can’t remember them. But, there are no free rides 
on the responsibility train. If she trusted you enough to get blotto 
with you, she’s your problem too. Yeah, I know responsibility sucks, 
but your alternatives are drinking alone, stag parties, or date-rape 
charges. It is easier to be a decent guy and endure the occasional cold 
shower.

If you are both drunk and bump into each other, and then keep on 
bumping into each other, then I guess you’ll have to turn on the 
lights in the morning and sort it out. If you went out of your way to 
take advantage of her, then you’ll have to look in the mirror in the 
morning and try to see in yourself what she never will. There is no 
fate worse that knowing a woman will only make love to you when 
you lie so much that none of you is left, or when she’s so hammered

Craft and Carnage: the
[Con tin ue d  From  Page  2]

Getting back to Ramon however, 
his specialty seemed to be silver, though he 
and his entire family have ventured into sev-
eral other areas of Spanish Colonial art.
Ramon got his start by making hollowware 
(bowls, chalices and dishes) to sell in the 
Spanish Market held summers on the plaza 
and winters at the Sweeney Center.

These days, Ramon’s silver- 
smithing includes candlesticks and some 
particularly striking altarpieces called mon-
strances or resplendores, which are decora-
tive cases containing a sacred relic (the bone 
of a saint perhaps), mounted on a candle-
stick-like bases and framed in silver.
Ramon carefully researches the traditional 
materials, tools and methods used in making 
such things and sticks to them faithfully, the 
drive for authenticity and preservation of 
tradition being one of the most important

that you are just a fiizzy blur. I pity a man like that too much not to 
put him out of his misery.

I also want any man worthless enough to sneak attack a girl (even 
boys on a playground usually have more self-confidence than this) to 
take the rest of us men into account. Every time you justify your 
insecurity by stringing some girl along, you make my love life more 
difficult. Personally, I’m about to gather every other stand-up guy 
and come a-lynching for your dragging butt. Don’t think you can 
hide either. All we have to do is ask damn near any woman, “Who 
was the lowlife?’’, and we’ll get an answer. My beating you up 
won’t solve anything, but, considering your character, it won’t hurt 
anything either. And it would sure make me feel good.

If you really can’t hold the urge in, find a prostitute. At least she 
wants and loves a part of you; your wallet. So it’s illegal, if she’s 
willing to sell it and you want to buy it, most of us don’t care so long 
as you don’t spread it. If you try to take it from a woman who is 
unwilling though, we do care. We care enough to sneer down at you 
as a pus-filled affliction on our society. Incidentally, we tend to be 
sneering down form the height of a jury box.

Finally, I want to implore you ladies to make your own lives easi-
er. If you should ever realize that some greasy-faced loser’s hand 
has found its way onto you, tell him no. If it doesn’t get rid of him, 
at least his jurors will have no doubt about sending him to jail where 
he will be sodomized. If you don’t want him (or me, for that matter), 
say no. I know that mystery is part of romance, but if you don’t want 
romance, get rid of the mystery.

Excuse me, I just had to vent a rant... at those unmanly, useless 
scabs, below even pitiable excuses for the men that the rest of us are.

Man behind our Mace
ability to produce salable work highlights 
one of the pleasures such a tradition-con-
scious art form affords —^passing it on. In 
addition to training his four children, Ramon 
taught a year long workshop last year for the 
students of Alemeda Junior High, where his 
twin sons Bo and Miller were eighth graders.

I am tempted in this last paragraph 
to get poetic about the connection between 
the way Ramon is preserving a tradition of 
folk art and the way the great books are kept 
alive here, but I’ve thought the better of it. 
Disaster averted. But when the mace is car-
ried on graduation day, remember Ramdn. It 
is a beautiful silver-topped, ebony-handled 
piece with the heft of a real medieval 
weapon, and it was made here in Santa Fe 
using tools and methods that rose out of these 
hills. It is easy to forget where we are, and 
Ramon’s mace serves as a pleasant reminder.

aspects of working in this vein.
Ramon’s panoply of craft has two 

other significant points, his furniture making 
and his buffalo hide tanning. I didn’t get to 
see any photos of the furniture, but the buf-
falo hides are used as canvasses for the type 
of saintly portraits described above, and can 
also be incorporated into pieces of furniture. 
The tanning process is intriguing —it is 
accomplished by kneading buffalo brains 
into the hide by hand. I lit up when I heard 
this. Apparently there is some sort of chem-
ical reaction between brain and hide which 
manages to soften the latter.

According to Ramon’s wife, 
Spanish Colonial art is burgeoning. The 
number of artists exhibiting at the Spanish 
Market has reached a record-high four hun-
dred, including one hundred children. The 
involvement of so many children and their
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Inexorable Suffering
Bodies destroyed or wasting away
minds corrupted and infested
fragmented, alone, the pictures around us
have no meaning anymore,
the images long dead and decayed.
alone we are bom, alone we live, and alone we die.

Poetry
Ode to the Tao Te Ching, Verse 1

he sits in the uncomfortable chair by her bed, in a room that smells of old 
sweat.
courage fails him, his face revealing 
the glistening tears that come from hidden recesses; 
the hospital’s walls forever in inviolable stasis, 
the jarring sounds of the dinner carts, the 
lukewarm milk, tasteless cow, 
truly superfluous cow.

He shifts in his chair, unable to rest, but his thoughts
are not on her dying. He thinks about god, religion,
the mass perversion of nations’ minds, she is so here,
so immediate, so close to me. and she will be gone, soon enough,
and this 1 shall celebrate?, he says, off to a better place,
slumber unpossesed by lovers, or dreams of lovers,
or beauty or wisdom, yes, she will like that,
solitary confinement, solitude, what a bizarre concept,
he says to himself, those who profess to embrace quietude,
peopled by no one except the self, purely emotional pleasure
that lacks a companion and is therefore meaningless,
yet in truth, he says, we are all alone, I am not with her now
and I will not be with her when she begins to disintegrate,
aloneness that we all share, that we all fear.

She whispers to him of their binded souls that will meet in heaven, 
among the fluffy white clouds, peacefully together in a sublime paradise, 
and he nods, knowing all is false, all is nothing, all is for love, and 
love is a fanciful creation propounded to comfort alone souls.

he feels this all is an abstraction:
he raises his hand to his face,
but sees another’s hand.
he watches her sleep,
her nostrils quivering slightly,
and he feels very far away from her,
like vague acquaintances who see each other
on a midday bus for the first time in years.

It is all so pointless, he thinks, I am
looking at a slowly rotting body,
her soft hands that were touching me, stroking me,
will soon enough stroke the rough dirt.
her breasts that inspire so much covetousness,
consummate above all others, longing desire,
craftily drawing me in, yes, they will
be nibbled by my rivals, the maggots,
they will be her possesor, they will control, master,
dominate her, force themselves upon her,
until they have wholly consumed her.
and the memory that stays alive of her,
is that real? no, she can be no more living in
my memory than she can be inhabiting my bed,
in her cadaverous state.
futility reigns over us all,
hopelessness reigns over us all, and inexorable,
insuperable solitude reigns over us all.

Jacob  Blakesl ey , '00

The Way is the Name - they’re not the same 
Depending on your translation 
There’s Wu and Yu, and Mr. Lao Tsu 
Who you only get if you’re Asian 
Still Darkness descends, the Tao never ends 
And we’re lost at the Gate of Desire 
If you see the Great Mother 
(A right mother-fucker)
She’ll tell you it’s you who’s the liar!

Jaquie Hobbs EC (inspired by great texts in the 
last five minutes of the Chinese class, Sept 15)

Alexandria, 1923.

Passing through the silence 
of a strange city, 
you still expected 
some familiar face to greet you; 
a mistaken glance lifted your eyes 
almost in half-greeting.
But in this half-vision
of old age, what
figures rise, forming
out of the fixed line of your gaz-

ing?
—The light blends everything. 
And night increases, only night 
who used to bring to you 
each embrace of a strange body, 
the silver of an open window: 
what will you bring to it now?

Eile en  Shin ,'98

The Same Coin By Cate Bohnsack '00 and Jim Hall '00
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THE AWKWARD STAGE
By  Aaron  Mehlha ff , '01

As Mr. Blue suggested, I took the opportunity to sit 
in the dark for two hours without talking to my parents. I 
went to the Awkward Stage production, and sat in the dark. 
In between bouts of dark-sitting and ignoring my parents {the 
duct-tape helped on that) there were several diversions. Of 
course the Lonesome Gravy Boys were there, who alone 
could’ve made the evening, but much to my glee, we were 
also presented with the musical talents of Joel Nowlin (and 
formidable talents those are). Both put on excellent, soul-felt 
performances.

Upon the ending of the set by the Lonesome Gravy 
Boys we were presented with the ulti-
mate entertainment for the evening.
This was that for which we had all 
come, the crowning acheivement of the 
occasion, that which brought our 
already fantastically heightened levels 
of entertainment to a pulscpounding cli-
max... Cobalt threatened us students 
with our lives! Oh, it was incredible. A 
truly cathartic performance.

Of course we were also pre-
sented with some light drama. Mind 
you, 1 use light in the heaviest sense of 
the word. The three plays were enti-
tled The Problem, Universal Language, 
and Date with a Stranger, and were directed by Cate 
Bohnsack, Lloyd Bricken, and Cobalt Blue respectively. 
They were in fact the most wonderful set of short plays I’ve 
ever seen. They were individually better than most long 
plays I’ve ever seen, and were far better than Vegetarian 
Enchilada day in the cafeteria.

The Problem was the tale of a tutor and his wife, 
and of the bizarre extremes to which they go in the name of 
sexual fantasy. The story of these two astronomically 
depraved (it’s like “star crossed”) lovers centers around her 
pregnancy even though they haven’t made love in five years. 
The truth (as best the truth could be ascertained) was a con-
stant revision of what the other partner thought was a secret, 
but wasn’t really. Decadent, and absurd, obtuse and like 
every sexual fantasy 1 ever had crammed into one long half- 
truth told by one of my tutors, The Problem was absolutely 
worth the price of admission. On a scale of 1-10 Ironmans (1 
Ironman being strong enough to give a good smack upside 
the head to a mime, and 10 Ironmans having the power to 
destroy human existance as we know, even Annapolis) this 
was as powerful as 7 Ironmans, a play that could level 
Disney World.

Universal Language a heart warming, psuedo- 
’’Music Man”, was the story of a conman who inadvertently 
changes the life of a lonely, confused, stuttering young word 
processor. He advertises classes in “Unamunda” a language 
which consists of homonymous English words (“squec-gee” 
for “excuse me”, “Harvard U.” for “how are you” etc.) with

touches of German and Sha-na-na thrown in. The ad claims 
this is the language which will unite all humanity, and hoping 
to learn to express herself, the word processing woman bites 
onto his hook. 1 have major respect for the playwrite, the 
language of Unamunda is quite coherent and seemingly com-
prehensive, as if he sat down and worked out its basic struc-
ture. It is in this language that the beauty of the play rests, 
especially the proficiency shown by the actors who spoke 
fluently in Unamunda. As for the plot, well, it was heart 
wanning, and I suppose that’s good for parents night. There 
had to be one play not based on sex. On a scale of 4.5-63 7/8 

New Age Santa Feans (4.5 being a 
Santa Fean who owns a tarot cleckj and a 
crystal necklace, but only dabbles in 
either to 63 7/8 being one so New Age 
that they are envied by a small, green, 
wrinkled, man who speaks in broken 
Gibbcr-English, and lives in a swamp), I 
give this 35.6523 New Age Santa Feans, 
enough good Karma to remove a fight- 
ercraft from the bottom of a pond or 
oust a Congressman with but a thought.

Date with a Stranger fell much 
more along the lines of The Problem. It 
is the story of two strangers who meet in 
a bar, nervous at first, then skyrocketing 

into the .stratosphere of paranoia and general sociopathy. I 
can’t even try and explain what happended between the two, 
but the final conclusion is that she is a social puppetmistress 
who plays our poor Pinochio into a frenzy of confusion, only 
helped by his quirky and slick-as-a-sheep-pluck grasp on 
reality. She lies to him constantly, then changes her mind, 
while he takes it all in limp (he certainly isn’t striding), toss-
ing as much absurdity right back into the fray. Afler mar-
riage, childbirth, love, and fake orgasms, all in the realm of 
their psychic struggle taking place on the bar stools, they 
break up and she moves on to a quiet WallStrecter at a near-
by table, leaving us with a horror story like ending where this 
is still going on, and you could be next. This was a truly phe-
nomenal play, excellently written, hilarious, and beautifully 
acted. If the scale were (and it may not be) 0-10'^99 
HulkAManiacs (0 being those who have no idea what I’m 
talking about, and 1 (V'99 being whoever funds Thunder in 
Paradise), this play was at least a 23*10''87, being someone 
so obsessed their life goal is to go to one of Hogan’s restau-
rants and complain about the “Brotherman” soup in order to 
get their ass kicked by the Hulk himself.

These were great plays, especially the first and third, 
being unlike any play in my limited experience, and funnier 
than almost anything in mass media today. The actors were 
excellent, one and all, and 1 have to give props to the stage 
crew (props, stage crew, get it? haha). To all associated in 
any way with these productions, my hat is off to you. Now 
my hair is getting snowy.

They were in fact the most 
wonderful set of short plays 
I've ever seen. They were 

individually better than most 
plays I've ever seen, and 

were far better than 
Vegetarian Enchilada day in 

the cafeteria."
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Gabriel And Ian At The Movies
By  Ian  Sto ne r ,'99 and  Gabriel  Gryffy n , '00

Once again we left this movie review till 
the last minute. So here we sit, wistfully 
staring out into the falling snow, pining for 
Rosebud, and racking our brains in vain try-
ing to find something to say about that well- 
spring of cinematic genius: Kevin Spaeey. 
Our mothers always told us “If you don’t 
have anything scornful to say, don’t say 
anything at all,” so we feel the need to warn 
you, this weeks movies were 
again...well...good. So if you are looking to 
us to provide you with our usual brilliant, 
cynical banter (read that: obnoxious, whiny 
complaining) stop reading now. If howev-
er, you are indeed looking for a not so amus-
ing bout of ehaotic mumbling about how 
dam eool we think Kevin Spaeey is, by all 
means, read on.

Swimming With Sharks
This movie is perhaps the blackest come-

dy in the black comedy genre. It makes 
“Heathers” look like a Disney animated 
romp, but it is quite funny in a remarkably 
twisted sort of way. And it does hold that 
one key which can make any movie great: 
Kevin Spaeey (see, we told you that we were 
going to go on about how cool Kevin is.)

Mr. Spaeey plays a ruthless movie pro-

ducer who prefers saecharine to aspartame. 
When a new assistant is hired in his office 
(to replace Benicio Del Toro— yet another 
brilliant actor) Mr. Spaeey, who shows us 
all how to put the ‘cool’ back into ‘asshole,’ 
takes it upon himself to belligerently belit-
tle, berate, badger, and bludgeon him. The 
assistant, played by yet another actor whose 
name we can’t remember (this however 
should be taken as less a reflection on his 
acting talent than on our short term memo-
ries,) snaps like a frozen postal employee 
and takes his boss hostage.

Swimming With Sharks is told in that 
wonderful non-linear fashion that we are all 
so fond of, and features superb perfor-
mances from all of the actors involved. And 
it has the three elements we are all seeking 
in any great movie: sex, violence, and pap>er 
cuts. Once again, you can pick this up at 
our home-away-from-home, Hastings. 
Rati ng : If you liked Bambi, you’ll love 
Swimming With Sharks.

L.A. Confidential
It was a night like any other night in the 

City, the cops were corrupt, the criminals 
were innocent, and Kevin Spaeey was eool. 
It was the usual scenario, deaths, drugs, and

dames, the ultimate game of good eop vs. 
bad cop, all that was left afterward was to 
sort out the body parts.

Despite the fact that they manage to 
bump off Kevin Spaeey by the end of the 
movie, LA Confidential was about the 
coolest detective movie we’ve ever seen...ok 
it’s the only detective movie we’ve ever 
seen...ok it’s the only deteetive movie 
Gabriel’s ever seen...no matter, it was good. 
Evidently based on the bestselling crime 
saga by James Elroy or Elroy Leonard, or 
Leonard Nimoy or someone, the story trans-
lated very nicely onto the screen. It may 
come as a surprise to you that classy actor 
Danny DeVito demeans himself to make an 
appearance as a slimy tabloid reporter. 
DeVito narrates the stylized opening 
sequence as well as the first half of the 
movie, that is, until he gets iced, just like 
everybody else.

So as much as we hate to plug them, here 
goes, LA Confidential is still playing on the 
north side of Villa Linda, so if you can man-
age to pull yourself away from your seminar 
papers, or scrape yourself off the ceiling- 
whichever applies-see it.
Rati ng : Remeber, you read it here first, on 
the Q.T., and strictly hush-hush.

Let fete Ft§m Sulvis

Ttanks m much the psetegg of Relttfemit Cttmehfes srid the 
Bicowsiging twte. Ohce yoM were right: the phmets are realljgiing, asd I 
fed so miieh better aimds!

Pot starters, last week I a house- Or rather, a nurturingenvifon-^i 
ment of commum'ty-orfeftted, set atrtoft^oos, women warriors IMng in a ssap- - 
^J«e, hut wit fsdj-dUap in a !rfti«tfon that ftieflftaiis |»»om 1
0cwth and exjitaration. (That's from the brochure.} In {dainer terms, !'m a 
boarder at the Howiing Moon Women's Center, hist outside of town, and I'm tov- i 
ingif!

(heard the Center from a in that drumming 
glass i told «}0u #out last time, and as soon as she told me d»o«t It I knm it 
was for me. There arc about twentq of us fall time boaiders, and a targe grmjp : 
of women just partttipattng in the ‘Center experience" for a few weeks. We 

share everufhing: rooms, meals, and household duties. Evertione goes to the 6 
a.m, inspirational talk in the Great Mother room, and then we spend the rest of . 
the daq in meditation, and practicing the craft we pick out for oursehes {I'm 
doing mandafa making.}

I share a cedar out-burtding with two other women, Angje and Ruth.
In

with the cosmic energies. She's been Hvfngat the Center ever since, and she 
something of a zeaiof {this fwm me!) Last ni^t I woke up about 2:20 to m 
her starufing In the miikBe of Hie room In what ap^md to be the Distended 
Crane yoga position. When I asked rather sleepily what she was doing, she 
didn't answer. The next day she explained, over a breakfast of oiganie jjains 
and bean curd, that she had received a call from her totem animal in the middle 
of the ntghi. 1 didn't ask what sort of animal if was. She had a gleam in her 
eyes that seemed to indicate that ft was a predator.

Ruth, like me, is new to the Center, and she and Angfe don't seam to 
be on the best terms. She's from Dallas, the wife of an oil exec, and she confid-
ed in me immediately that tttey had come together to Santa Pe, and she had 
ttdd him to go back to Dallas without her. She came to the Center for Hnaneiat 
reasons. ‘You see honey," she told me, *1 figured to myself, if I am am going 
to get by an an allowance of ?^X) a week, I have got to find somewhere cheap 
to stay." She also explained where to check for spideK in the outhmise, and 
offered to let me share her secret stash of chocolate bars. Her craft is making 
little animals out of aluminum cans (if wasn't one of the origfna! choices, but 
die talked the Center leaders into if.)

I'm sure I'll have much more to tell you about life at the Canter soon, 
but torri/^t's my night to strain the lentils, so I have to go. If all goes well. Hi 
have a mandate in the mail to you by next week!

Your Centered Priend,
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Sports LUith Shauin: The LUorld Series
By  Shawn  Watts , '00

The St. John’s College basketball team began its defense of 
the Santa Fe City League championship with a 52-60 loss. The 
team appeared sluggish and lost its composure at times, but played 
well overall.

The first ten minutes saw the team trade baskets with the 
opposition, but still were down 14-17. Late in the first half the team 
trailed by as much as seventeen points when its man to man defense 
broke down. After shifting back to a 1-2-2 zone, the half concluded 
with St. John’s down 14 points.

In the second half the Johnnies rallied to pull within ten 
points with only eight minutes left, but found themselves down by 
14 at the four minute mark, and finally lost by eight.

In other college basketball news, two of the best coaches in 
history will no longer be coaching. Steve Fisher, coach of the 1989 
NCAA National Champion Michigan Wolverines, has been asked to 
resign or he will be fired. Fisher has been sighted for a lack of insti-
tutional control. Booster Ed Martin offered money and cars to some 
of the Michigan recruits with Fisher’s knowledge. Fisher has not 
been accused of anything other than allowing these infractions to 
occur.

Contrasting Fishers dismissal is the resignation of North 
Carolina legend Dean Smith. Mr. College Basketball himself sight-
ed a lack of physical health and lack of enthusiasm for the game as 
reasons to resign after 36 years of service. Smith leaves as college 
basketball’s all time winningest coach. He coached the Tar Heels to

two national championships, one in ‘82 and one in ‘93. Smiths ‘82 
championship team was the best team in college basketball history, 
featuring the likes of sedated Sam Perkins, Laker legend James 
Worthy, and the immortal Michael Jordan. In light of Fisher’s trou-
bles, It should be noted that Dean Smith never had so much as an 
inquiry into his recruiting practices, mueh less a violation. A stat all 
Johnnies should love is this: in 36 years of service Smith graduated 
98 percent of all his student athletes.

You can say, “Ha, Ha”, or I can say, “I told you so”, 
because I was exactly half right in regards to the Major League 
Baseball playoffs. I got all the American League Wrong. As a 
result, the Orioles and the Indians are playing for a trip to the World 
Series. However, I got all the National League correct. The Braves 
and Marlins are battling for the NL pennant. As of this article both 
series are tied 1-1.

In the NFL, everything I have predicted so far has come 
true. Though the Packers are not the dominant team I said they 
would be, they still are beating the best teams in football. Speaking 
of the best teams in football, how about those Tampa Bay Bucs! 
They have the best run defense in the game and wonderful rookie 
running back in Warrick Dunn. Also, the Denver Broncos have 
shown that last year was no fluke. In fact, they are proving to be the 
team to beat.

Sharp Edge  Goes Down Easy
By  Michae l  Gozan , '99

“Why didn’t the Johnny cross the 
road? Because he was afraid to leave cam-
pus!” Do people from St. Johns actually 
leave to see movies? I don’t often hear about 
it happening, but if any of you ever get the 
urge, then I highly recommend The Edge.

Director Lee Tamahori (Once Were 
Warriors) serves up a truly exciting wilder-
ness-survival film. Billionaire Charles 
(Anthony Hopkins) and his supermodel wife 
Mickey (Elle MacPherson) fly to an out of 
the way location in Canada for a magazine 
shoot. Their entourage includes Bob (Alec 
Baldwin) the city style fashion photographer 
who lusts after Charles’ “broad and boodle” 
and talks about snorting drugs off “the 
women’s hipbones.” The day of their 
arrival is Charles’ birthday. He is given an 
inscribed pocket watch, a hunting knife, and 
a book entitled “Lost in the Wild .” The 
book is full of the lore of surviving in the 
wilderness, how to build dead-fall traps for 
bears and how a needle can become a com-
pass. All of this information only adds to

the vast wealth of “theoretical knowledge” 
that Charles has accrued, much like his bil-
lions. Of course he will need every bit of 
this a few scenes later.

We realize that Charles doesn’t 
quite know who he is, or at least what he 
should do with all that he has, the accom-
plishments of his life. The confrontation with 
Bob helps him to begin confronting himself. 
The two of them are in the back of a four 
man plane, looking for locals to be in the pic-
tures. They are going deeper into the wilder-
ness. In the middle of conversation Charles 
turns to Bob and asks, “How are you plan-
ning to kill me?” This unleashes the demons 
inside, portrayed by a flock of migrating 
birds that immediately crash, bird after bird, 
into the plane, until it is so disabled that it 
sputters to a stop and nosedives into a lake. 
Three of the men survive the crash, but the 
pilot and the book are lost to the water.

Here the adventure begins. They 
have to fight the elements. They have to 
fight an amazingly fierce man-killing bear.

And, of course, they have to fight their dis-
likes of each other as they band together in 
hopes of making it out. The whole thing is 
so wonderfully and frighteningly filmed, 
without the obnoxious special effects that 
weigh down so many movies today. This is 
classic and classical film making that 
explores all of the possibilities and resources 
available to modem man, and how difficult 
and painful it can still be to attempt honest 
self-exploration. The script by David 
Mamet takes some risks, and the beginning 
scene (with Elle) is somewhat heavy-hand-
ed. Once the plane crashes, however, both 
the adventure and the script really begin to 
move under the direction of Tamahori. 
Anthony Hopkins, who has become slightly 
predietable, brings amazing depth to his 
character, in what may be one of his finest 
outings. Alec Baldwin, a generally flat 
actor, handles his role with convincing sub-
tlety. Overall, The Edge is a fun, exciting, 
and rewarding film. One of the best of the 
season.
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Shining Stars of the Parent's Weekend Waltz Party
Photographs By JuUe Broiineberg J

A DAPPER Mr . Jack  Trice  wal tze s  wi th  th e  ele  
GANT Ms. Pegg y  Tun de r .

John

Orbet on  Jr . 
'00 OFFERS 
HIS SWEETIE
Deni se  Loy a  
'00 A TENDER 
KISS.
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Even the odds

Theirs and Yours.
Join AmeriCorps, the domestic Peace Corps. By tutoring kids, restoring streams 
and parks, building playgrounds, helping communities hit by disasters, serving in 
a health clinic, or meeting other important needs, you'll help others succeed.

When you join AmeriCorps for one year, you get:
★ Skills for your future ★ A living allowance and health care
★ Almost $5,000 for education ★ Deferment of qualified student loans
★ An experience you'll never forget ★ A chance to do something meaningful

Contact AmeriCorps for more information: 
1-800-942-2677 (TDD 1-800-833-3722) orwww.americorps.org.

http://www.cns.gov

AmeriCorps. Getting

http://www.americorps.org
http://www.cns.gov
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Sel'k Dickson's Room

Stereophonic Trauels with Our Fauorite Frank Hegelian
Before I begin, I should comment on my rating system. I will rate a 
few well known pieces first, in order to provide a sense of where 
everything else might fit in an objective hierarchy. There is no limit 
upon the values a piece of music can have in this system, either in 
the negative or positive direction, though I will never rate a piece of 
music tending toward the negative. First, there is the orgasm factor. 
Hendrix, in some of his better live performances will have about 30 
orgasms, his better produced stuff about 20. The Doors would have 
about 5 orgasms. Dave Mathews Band gets between none and 2. 
But, orgasm factor is not the only important aspect of music. For 
instance, Stan Getz doesn’t have that many orgasms, but he’s sexy. 
Therefore, our second category is sexiness. Stan gets around a 15 
for “the sound." Joao Gilberto receives more like 20 sexiness 
points. Now, there is some music that can be sexy and orgasmic, 
yet may still be appreciated for other qualities when its not. The 
first of these qualities will be termed the kill your mother factor. 
Metallica gets 5 kill your mother points, while the Boredoms get

somewhere between 35 and 40. Between the ecstacy and the agony 
we have one category designated the Sunny Day in La Jolla factor. 
This category describes the degree to which a piece of music trans-
ports one to a lawn chair in the hills of La Jolla, San Diego, loung-
ing in the backyard of one’s mansion, sipping Herradura Gold, 
receiving a massage from one’s godawfully loving, beautiful, and 
intelligent spouse, while the gulls cry “ow!, ow!” because its just so 
beautiful— and perhaps you can feel the grass growing up senti-
mentally between your toes, seeming to say, “even we like you, 
friend!’’ Kronos Quartet’s “Pieces of Africa” would get a 20 or so 
for this. Finally, the last category has constituents which have not 
been heard by many for clear reasons, this is the category of 
“Uuuuuh, Oh *#$%!” Angst, despair, feelings of partaking of the 
divine Godhood, etc., fall into this category. Pharoah Sanders, 
Archie Shepp, and Shostakovich fall into this categories in various 
places, but you can decide how many Uuuuuh, Oh *#$%!’s mean 
how much Uuuuuuh, Oh *#$%! yourselves.

“The  Bill  Frise ll  Quar tet ”- prod uce d  by  
Non esu ch .

This is the group that played at the Santa 
Fe Music Hall recently. You ought to ask 
Nathan Schleifer, Daryl Loomis, Mike 
Ivans, Jim Seghers, Tony Dee, Alice 
Baldwin, Natalie Bruno, Alex Schwartz, 
Zack Warzel, Mr. Kates, or me about it, if 
you’re curious. It’s like gee. Oh so smooth. 
It’s like taking a bath in funky scented, 
melted butter. There’s something about it 
that doesn’t quite register on any of the 
scales that makes it better than it looks here 
on paper, which makes me want to add a 
new category, the “oooh, yeah! I don’t know 
why, but I like it!” category.
Orgasms- 10 • Sexiness-15 •
La Jolla Factor-17 • Kill Your Mother-4 • 
Uuuuuuh, Oh *#$%!s- 8 • Oooh, Yeah!- 20

“Bil l  Frisel l , Kermit  Driscol l , Joe y  
Baron - Live ”- None such

Oh, boy! This album makes you nostal- 
gie even though you’ve never heard it 
before. It’s oh so tight, yet oh so dionysian. 
There are faint themes that one could imag-
ine originating in ones childhood, yet 
they’re enmeshed in a complication that 
could be taken in the wrong way, if you 
know what I mean.
Orgasms- 20 • Sexiness-16 •
La Jolla Factor-14 • Kill Your Mother-6 • 
Uuuuuuh, Oh *#%!s- 10 • Oooh, Yeah!- 22

“Nash vil le ”- Nonesu ch

This is a country album. If you’ve never 
gotten into country before, you will after

you listen to this. The sexiness factor here 
stems primarily from the woman who sings- 
whose name I forget.
Orgasms- 5 • Sexiness- 15 •
La Jolla Factor-17/12 •
Kill Your Mother- 2 •
Uuuuuuh, Oh *#$%!s- 3 • Oooh, Yeah!-10

“Thi s  Land ”- Nonesu ch

The song about Jimmy Carter rocks- 
wow! It’s all slightly American. I don’t 
know what that would mean, but it is. 
Perhaps, one could say it’s slightly like 
grappa. The essence of grappa is Astor 
Piazolla, however, just for your information. 
He’s not Italian, but hey, grappa is sexier 
than any Italian I’ve met. They’re just not 
truly suave. They’re like little kids pretend-
ing to be suave 
Orgasms- 7 • Sexiness- 13 •
La Jolla Factor-13 • Kill Your Mother-6 • 
Uuuuuuh, Oh *#$%!s-10 •
Oooh, Yeah!-12

John  Zorn - “Masa da  6”- JASRAC
All of the Masada albums are astounding 

examples of what jazz can do when it’s 
played by someone who spent years experi-
encing the world of japanese sado-
masochistic society. It comes out more sub-
tly here than in his classical compositions 
and heavy metal. In fact, these pieces are all 
oriented around klezmer themes. They’re 
very, very, very good. This album doesn’t 
have Bill Fisell, but it’s just so good I have 
to mention it. Joey Baron and Kermit 
Driscoll do play on it, however. All the

Masada albums are great, and it’s hard to 
tell which one is number six because the 
numbers are in Hebrew on the covers, so if 
you don’t get number six, you’re still doing 
fine.
Orgasms-12 • Sexiness- 25 •
La Jolla Factor- 6 • Kill Your Mother- 3 • 
Uuuuuuh, Oh *#$%!s- 17 •
Ooooh, Yeah!- 28

Joh n  Zorn - “Nak ed  City ”- Elek tra - 
Non esu ch

This is the essence of John Zorn. Bill 
Frisell is in top form. The theory of the 
music is based on the guy that did the music 
for Looney Toons- really. Zorn did his 
PhD. on the guy’s music. I forget his name, 
but Mr. Wilkinson knows. I’m sure. 
Orgasms- 7/20 • Sexiness- 22 •
La Jolla Factor- sometimes 18, sometimes 2 
• Kill Your Mother- sometimes 1, some-
times 20 • Uuuuuuh, Oh *#$%!s- between 
2 and 17 • Ooooh, Yeah!- 5/25

John  Zorn - “Tortu re  Garde n ”- JASRAC
This is a double album. The first album 

is very similar to “Naked City”, but the sec-
ond is a slow heavy metal powerhouse. 
Visualize morpine and dildos. You would 
never think that Bill Frisell was the guitarist 
or John Zorn the composer if you’d heard 
any of the albums previously mentioned. 
Orgasms-10 • Sexiness- 6 •
La Jolla Factor- 1, or 2 if you're a little 
weird • Kill Your Mother- 30/35 • 
Uuuuuuh, Oh *#$%!s-13 •
Ooooh, Yeah!-14
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Announcements
Basketball Schedule
SJC vs. Sauter Lineon on October 24, 1997 at 7:00 p.m.
SJC vs. Burglar Busters on Oetober 28,1997 at 7:00 p.m.

Greenhouse Project: Every Sunday in Oetober, from 11 a.m. to 4 p.m., anyone interested in 
helping to build a foundation for the Greenhouse sign up in the Student Aetivities Office, 
stop by, or talk to Tallie Taylor or Raef Husseini. This is a student project for students.

Student Review Board Update
By  Kevin  Blankenshi p, '00

In continuing our regular series of arti- 
eles intended to keep the community 
informed about the Student Review Board, 
here’s the latest:

On Tuesday September 30, the Student 
Review Board held this year’s first hearing. 
The voting members for the hearing were 
Miehael DiMezza, Ming Fu, Matthew 
Johnston, and Jacob Keller. The ease heard 
involved two students, Jamie Bowman and 
Logan Wink. They were brought before the 
board for walking on a roof and evading a 
seeurity guard. Both of the students admit-
ted to walking on the roof, and it was deter-
mined from their statements and the security 
report that they had evaded the officer. 
Twenty hours of community service was 
determined to be an appropriate punish-
ment: twelve hours for evading seeurity and

eight for walking on the roof. The hearing 
went smoothly and all parties involved were 
pleased with the results.

Onee again the SRB would like to ask 
the eommunity about posting the names of 
those involved in the hearings. As of now, 
we will post the names of the parties 
involved unless speeifically asked not to. 
The community’s input is extremely impor-
tant to us; so those who feel we should or 
should not post names please write to one of 
us. The SRB would also like to remind the 
eommunity that we are here to help with 
any grievances that are oceurring. If there is 
anything that you feel needs to be addressed 
please approach one of us so we can help 
you and the eommunity. Thanks for your 
input and eoneem.

The Moon 
St. John's College 
1160 Camino Cruz Blanca 
Santa Fe, NM 87501-4599 
(505) 984-6137

Credits
Editors
Carisa Armendariz and
Evan "I danced with your mother
Saturday night" Skladany

T.avout and New Age Shamaness 
Caroline Knapp

Cover Photograph 
Ruth Busko

Copy Editors 
Gabriel GrylTyn 
Lizzie Jump

Logo Design 
Jonathan Orbeton

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. The Moon does not advocate 
drug use and is not responsible for any-
thing Chris Reichman says. Issues are 
distributed at no charge to students, fac-
ulty and stair on the Santa Fe campus, 
and yearly subscriptions can be obtained 
for $35. Tax-deductible contributions are 
welcome. We solicit submissions from all 
members of the College communtiy.
Staff and contributors meet Wednesdays 
at noon in the SJC coffee shop. Material 
for the next issue should be submitted by 
6 p.m. on Friday, October 24. We insist 
that work be submitted in text format on 
a 3.5” Macintosh disk along with a typed, 
double-spaced copy including the 
author’s name and phone number. Hard 
copies without disks are acceptable in 
certain circumstances. The Moon 
reserves the right to edit and to reject 
any submission.


