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Founded in 1980, The Gadfly is the student 
newspaper distributed to over 600 students, 

faculty, and sta, of the Annapolis campus.

Opinions expressed within are the sole 
responsibility of the author(s). The Gadfly 

reserves the right to accept, reject, and 
edit submissions in any way necessary to 

publish the most professional, informative, 
and thought-provoking newspaper which 

circumstances at St. John’s College permit.

Articles submitted will be edited for gram-
mar, punctuation, spelling, and length in 
most cases. The Gadfly is not obligated to 

publish all submissions except under 
special circumstances.

The Gadfly meets every Sunday at 7 PM in 
the lower level of the Barr-Buchanan Center.

Articles should be submitted by Friday at 
11:59 PM to Gadfly@sjca.edu.
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While reading Miss Brann’s 1994 

speech concerning Women’s 
Athletics, I was surprised at my 
reaction to the thought that there is a 
contradiction in the notion of “friendly 
competition.” Although I am certainly 
accustomed to seeing tension between 
friends in competition with each other, 
my surprise centered around this 
tension being described as inherently 
contradictory. Intrigued, I consulted two 
sources: Aristotle’s 
Nicomachean Ethics 
and the College’s 
online subscription 
to oed.com.

The etymology 
of “competition” is 
brief and refers to 
the verb “compete.” 
The etymology of 
the more current 
entry for “compete” indicates that the 
word comes from the Latin compet-!re, 
in its post-Classical, active sense, “to 
strive after (something) in company or 
together, < com- together + pet!re to aim 
at, go toward, try to reach...” and also 
cites the modern French competer: “to 
be su-cient for, suitable with, agreeable 
unto.” The notion of striving after 
something together and being su-cient 
for something reminded me of Book 
Eight of Nicomachean Ethics. There, I 
found that Aristotle notes that every 
form of friendship involves association 
(bk. VIII, ch. 9, 1159b29), and that the 

perfect friendship involves men who are 
“good, alike in virtue and wish well alike 
to each other...” (bk. VIII, ch. 3, 1156b7).

Considering these two reference 
points, it occurs to me that in our 
friendly athletic program, we are 
presented with a great and truly 
invigorating opportunity.  Because, as 
Miss Brann notes in her speech, this 
school is a community of reflection, we 
might approach our athletic endeavors 

bearing in mind 
that competition 
requires striving 
t o g e t h e r . 
F u r t h e r m o r e , 
bearing in mind that 
a perfect friendship 
is a greater thing 
than a friendship 
of associates, we 
can come together 

in athletic competition not just as 
associates striving for mere victory, 
but instead as perfect friends striving 
together and encouraging one another 
toward virtue.

One final thought. As if foreseeing the 
peculiar convergence of our friendly, 
thoughtful, and athletic endeavors at 
St. John’s College, Aristotle notes that 
opportunities for perfect friendships are 
infrequent and references a proverb that 
states that men cannot know each other 
until they have “eaten salt together.” 
(bk. VIII, ch. 3, 1156b24). Sweat is salty. 
Coincidence? I think not.  !

<< Cover:  Quailman (Ryan Eberlein, A’14) 
and his posse caught partying on Friday 
night. Photo by Henley Moore (A’13).
>> Basketball: Johnnie Fleming (A’12) 
drives to the hoop against Jerry Januszews-
ki (Counselor) in a game last winter. Photos 
courtesy of Rachel Ulrich (A’11).

> Chris Krueger A’07, SRA

Nathaniel D. Torrey “ The notion of striving af-
ter something together 
and being su!cient for 
something reminded 
me of Book Eight of 
Nicomachean Ethics.
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At the beginning of the new year, I learned that the mother 
of a high school friend had died in a tragic accident.  I 

let my friend know that my thoughts were with her and her 
family but never had the opportunity to o!er my condolences 
in person.  However, had I been given the opportunity, what 
could I have said to her?  Grieved though I was 
by her mother’s sudden death, the loss belonged 
to my friend, not to me.  Outside of o!ering 
my sympathies, any other words I could give 
seemed to me vain and self-serving, as though I 
could presume to understand her pain.

Indeed, I believe that our language fails us 
most when we are faced with grief; we draw 
it out into dramas and elegies, trying to reach 
the root and reason of our pain.  Aristotle wrote that the 
tragedy of Oedipus could be clearly understood even in its 
most succinct form, but rarely do we contain ourselves to such 
brief descriptions. Perhaps in doing so we wish to comfort 
ourselves, to convince ourselves that our pain has some rhyme 
or reason on a greater scale.

The American poet Anne Sexton faced many tragedies—the 
deaths, three months apart, of her parents; the suicide of her 
friend, Sylvia Plath; and her own suicidal tendencies—and she 
wrote about them honestly.  But most poignant in Sexton’s 
poetry is her ability to convey grief plainly, without attempting 
to justify or adorn it with lofty sentiment.  A poem about 
her parents’ deaths, “The Truth the Dead Know,” succinctly 
demonstrates this quality of Sexton’s in the first stanza: “It is 
June.  I am tired of being brave.”  Here, Sexton imparts much of 
her grief: its discord with the summer climate, the exhaustion 

she feels, and her inability to face her pain.  Here Sexton is 
contemplative, philosophical, contrasting the passive actions 
of those living in grief with the almost-active absoluteness of 
death.  The living watch, emotionless, as “the sea swings in 
like an iron gate/ and we touch. In another country people 

die.”  In the final stanza, she turns her focus to 
the dead.  Here her language is equally passive, 
yet her subjects are powerful, rich in feeling.  
“And what of the dead?” she writes.  What of 
them?  “They are more like stone/ than the 
sea would be if it stopped. They refuse/ to be 
blessed, throat, eye and knucklebone.”

Sexton’s poetry also serves as an example that 
our grief is not constant, but instead changes 

from tragedy to tragedy.  Though it reflects a large portion 
of her work, Sexton does not restrict herself to the passive 
weariness she expresses at her parents’ deaths.  Her poem 
about Sylvia Plath’s suicide (“Sylvia’s Death”), for example, is 
long, meandering, and furious with grief.  “Oh Sylvia, Sylvia,” 
she echoes, calling her friend back to her, expressing a pain 
too raw and heavy to ignore:

        what did you stand by,
        just how did you lie down into?

        Thief!—
        how did you crawl into,

        crawl down alone
        into the death I wanted so badly and for so long, . . .  !

{                     }What did your seminar character decide 
to write about in his/her Senior Essay?

!"#$%&'(
The Sophist
!e stranger writes 
about writing essays.  
First, there are two 
kinds...
> Sebastian Abella

NEXT WEEK If a movie was made about your seminar character, which actor would play him?

!e seniors get a break 
from their serious re-
sponsibility of respond-
ing to this section of !e 
Gad"y.

$#()*"
N/A

Hume’s essay consists of 
excerpts from his diary, 
entitled “A Treatise on 
Hume and Nature.”
> Tommy Berry

+,()*"
Hume

Dante was going to write 
about God, but then 
he thought He was too 
beautiful to describe.
> Jonathan Barone

$*-%*&*"#
Dante 

“ I believe that 
our language 
fails us most 
when we are 
faced with grief.
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Stephanie Connolly re"ects on the experience of 
grief, expressed in the poetry of Anne Sexton. > Stephanie Connolly A’12
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Many years ago, while using a friend’s copy of Windows XP, 
an aggravating little software called Windows Genuine 

Advantage installed itself and began informing me that maybe 
this copy of Windows wasn’t totally legitimate. Unable to stop 
its pestering, I researched instructions to disable it and did 
so within a few minutes. How foolish, I thought then, that 
Microsoft had bothered to waste so many programming hours 
on something that could be bypassed in minutes. I knew then 
what corporations and governments have yet to understand: 
whatever technologies and legislations are put in place to try 
and bar our human greed, that 
very greed impels us to circumvent 
them.

This week we’ve been treated 
to a steaming pile under the 
titles SOPA and PIPA. While I’d 
been familiar with the pending 
legislation since last year, it only 
sparked the outrage we saw this 
past week after a number of 
websites barred their doors in 
anger and demanded that their 
users protest the legislation. 
Looking at the latest headlines 
announcing SOPA’s—at least 
temporary—derailment, the public 
seems to have come out ahead. And yet, while so many people 
toast their own “activism” this week, our cyber escapade has 
revealed a strange duality of priorities and the pathetic state of 
modern political involvement.

The list of corporations that support SOPA is easily found. 
Has there been any real e(ort to boycott these institutions? 
Certainly not. People could only be bothered to pick up 
their phones or fire o( a hastily written email after being 
inconvenienced by another long list of corporations. We might 
laugh at being made pawns in this great commercial chess 
match, but the real joke is on us. I suppose I should come 
out now and say that I too didn’t pick up a phone to call my 
congressman until Wednesday’s internet blackout. And I get 
my internet access through Comcast, which openly supports 
this legislation. Comcast, by the way, has made excellent 
market gains this past month.

But we may feel that though the companies remain 
financially unfazed, we have triumphed by taking our fight to 
the legislature. Perhaps. Or perhaps the next time a corporation 
tries to pass legislation, they’ll perform more stealthily, 

pushing their provisions one at a time through Capitol Hill 
or more regional governing bodies, hoping we won’t be 
bothered. Or perhaps they’ll seek compensation through the 
judiciary, one lone downloader at a time. Don’t be fooled—it’s 
already happening. Jammie Thomas, a single mother living in 
Brainerd, Minnesota, has been hounded through three appeals 
by Capitol Records (another SOPA supporter) for millions in 
damages stemming from twenty-four songs she downloaded. 
Capitol Records is a subsidiary of EMI which is itself owned by 
Citigroup—a multinational we taxpayers bailed out. Citigroup 

reported a net income of ten billion 
dollars last year. The median household 
income in Brainerd is $29,297.

Other factions have chosen to battle 
this unashamed greed through arcane 
backchannels of electronic espionage 
and disruption. The most prominent 
organization dedicated to this cyber-
warfare is the amorphous Anonymous. 
Late last week, after the FBI shut down 
a popular website for alleged copyright 
violation, Anonymous shut down 
the Department of Justice website. 
Anonymous and similar groups are 
viewed with romantic admiration 
in many liberal circles for their 

unconventional means of protest and underdog struggle. It 
always perplexes me why modern liberals applaud tactics and 
groups that inevitably harm the middle and lower classes. In 
response to the controversial Arizona immigration law, a hacker 
group related to Anonymous released the personal details of a 
number of Arizona state police. Various corporations have had 
their employees’ personal data exposed. Is this how the left 
has decided to reply to the injustices it sees? If so, why?

Life has become too comfortable for many to be bothered 
with making the true e(orts necessary to correct the moral 
injustices we face. A downed website or an overextended 
corporate hand may spurn us to react, but when the problems 
don’t a(ect us directly, we shake our heads upon hearing 
them, but then continue to indulge in their produce. We grit 
our teeth at multinational profits and ask how a company can 
get so large or why a company cannot pay a bit more in taxes. 
We attend our “Occupy” rallies garbed in the very robes we 
howlingly protest. Then we celebrate the muscle-flexing of a 
new cyber-mafia that violates the very privacy we supposedly 
fight to preserve. Welcome to the future. !

“ But we may feel that though the 
companies remain !nancially 
unfazed, we have triumphed 
by taking our !ght to the legis-
lature. Perhaps. Or perhaps the 
next time a corporation tries to 
pass legislation, they’ll perform 
more stealthily, pushing their 
provisions one at a time through 
Capitol Hill...hoping we won’t be 
bothered.

> Alvaro E. Duran GI

PRON IVACY
The two most recent internet regulations proposed by Congress, the Stop Online Piracy Act and the PROTECT IP Act, 
have received criticism from companies like Wikipedia and Google. Exploring the relationship between coporations 
and the future of American activism, Alvaro Duran focuses on our role in this conflict.



How did you come to be a tutor at St. John’s?
Allan Bloom told me about St. John’s. I had never heard of it, 
and when I was applying for jobs, he told me I should apply 
here, too. I objected that they had not advertised any open-
ings, and he informed me that St. John’s was not like anyplace 
else, that they would just hire you if they felt like it, and that 
I should get hold of a catalogue and read it carefully and tai-
lor my application to it. “Tai-
lor my application to a cata-
logue? What are you talking 
about, Mr. Bloom?” He just 
said, read the catalogue, and 
you’ll understand. Well, I sort 
of did, and the rest is history.

What classes are you teach-
ing this year? 
Sophomore Seminar, Sopho-
more Math, Senior Language.

What was the biggest ad-
venture you’ve ever had?
Probably going to Barcelona 
for a year and tooling around 
Spain, France, and Italy while 
“researching” my disserta-
tion.

What is the single most im-
portant piece of advice you 
would like to give to fresh-
men (or upperclassmen)?
It’s not advice, it’s an aspiration for them, or maybe just a ser-
mon: open yourself up to these great books. They will help 
save you from making snap judgments about complex and dif-
ficult aspects of human life and the world.

What is your favorite seminar book and why? 
Plato’s Republic. It depicts both the claims of society and the 
pull of philosophy with great power. Slowly and subtly, ten-
sions appear between loyalty to your country and loving the 
truth in a way which I find both sobering and exhilarating.

What is your least favorite seminar book and why?
“Now you’re trying to get me to say something stupid.” That’s 
a quote from Allan Bloom but it is à propos here.

What is your favorite non-program book and why?
Probably Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina. Incredibly penetrating de-
pictions of both happiness and unhappiness in human life.

What is your biggest pet peeve (that students do) in class?
Not paying attention when a student is doing a proposition at 
the board. Not that any of my current Sophomores are ever 
guilty of this. Right, guys?

What is your favorite St. John’s tradition and why? 
Does Primum Mobile count as a tradition? If so, Primum Mo-

bile. If not, then the way up-
perclassmen sometimes sing 
“Sicut Cervus” in the Gallery 
over Freshman Chorus.

What is your favorite class 
to be a tutor for and why? 
I don’t have “favorite class-
es,” exactly. I have classes 
that I get deeply invested 
in and then pull away from. 
The tutorial that I have been 
most invested in, all in all, 
over my 29 years here, is 
Junior Lab.  I’ve thought 
very hard about both the 
technical sides of it and the 
deeper issues it deals with. 
Twenty years ago I was ob-
sessed with Junior Seminar 
because of Locke and Rous-
seau, on the one hand, and 
Hume and Kant, on the oth-
er. (Don’t ask why.)  !
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A Hell of a Time with Mr. Higuera

!"#$%&'()*$+,
> Painter Bob
Philosophy fiddles to a mind’s inner needs
While poetry paints of a soul’s deepest seed
And while words, may convey, either way, what is wise
I’ll leave it to those who have opened their eyes
To see that a poet’s true soul never dies
While the thinkers, who wrestle the ephemeral facts
Lie ever in wanting to cover their tracts
And yet, in the one, might the other confide
To discover the good does in each so abide
When a lover of life shares them both in good stride
Then, folks such as me, whose souls are like reeds
Can call for the tune of the wise to be freed
Of my ignorant want, which, I’ve learned to call... greed.   !
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.1145' !is might be one of the reasons I insist on 
travel by train: it gives me time to think. !e night be-
fore I le", I was watching a program featuring home 
movies taken shortly before the fall of Berlin in 1945, 
when German civilians knew that they were about to 
lose the war, and hard times were ahead. I was amazed 
at how similar these events were to those described by 
!ucydides almost 2,500 years before. !is put me in 
a rather melancholy, re#ective mood, and I began to 
reminisce about my days at St. John’s and, in particu-
lar, my yearly essay topics. 

Like !ucydides, the subjects of my essays were 
o"en re#ective of my experiences and feelings at the 
time of composition. I began to consider whether 
there had been a common theme throughout my four 
essays and what insight this could give me about my-
self and my time spent here. I write and share these 
thoughts with you now, because, in speaking to other 
seniors and asking about their four topics, my inquir-
ies were met with much enthusiasm and a desire for an 
article on the topic. I will share with you my insights 
into my own life, but I must $rst make my apology. 
In sharing my story of the past few years, I have been 
met with polarized reactions. Most people seem to be 

moved by my story, while others disagree with my decision to share such personal experiences and feelings (perhaps they feel it is an ef-
fort to elicit sympathy from them). Rest assured, I have no such desire. I desire empathy from my brothers and sisters and to empathize 
with them about their own experiences. I share these things with you so that you will have hope and comfort in the future, because in the 
course of my struggles, I have at times lost hope. Of course, I also share them now so as to best illustrate my choice of essay topics and 
what insight your own topics may be able to provide into your own self. I do hope you $nd this enjoyable, and I invite current and future 
seniors to attempt such an exercise for themselves. 

Let me begin by listing my topics. Freshman: “What is practical wisdom?” based on Book VI of Aristotle’s Ethics and !ucydides’ ac-
count of Pericles. Sophomore: “What is Su%ering?” Book of Job. Junior: “How do we bridge the in$nitely in$nite gap between mind and 
charity (agape)? How does man participate in agape?” Pascal’s Pensees. Senior: “Why are #owers beautiful?” Goethe’s Metamorphosis of 
Plants. I will break this down year by year for you.

Freshman year, believe it or not, was very di&cult for me. My grandfather reposed shortly before I le", and I le" home for a strange 
and very white, upper-class town. I came from a predominantly black, lower-middle class town. !e transition was hard. On top of that, 
I was very shy and very bitter. My parents were separated, I had no father $gure, and I had been a few years into dealing with Marfan’s 
Syndrome, a lifelong genetic disorder caused by a defect in the gene that codes for $brillin, the building block of connective tissue. !e 
main symptom from this is that over time, connective tissue loses its elasticity and stretches, like elastic on old gym shorts. !e aorta 
of the heart is mostly connective tissue, and because of the immense internal pressure, over time in Marfan’s patients it dilates and rips 
open, causing a quick, painful death. Additionally, the retina of the eye is held in place by connective tissue, so a subluxation of the lens, 
leading to blindness, is common. !ere are quite a few other problems, but these are the most troubling, and confronting these things as a 
seventh grader, and continuing through high school without a stable home, father $gure, or any empathy from anyone my age, was almost 

by Michael Janakis A’12

Why are !owers 
beautiful?

> Photo by Igor Martinovic



impossible to bear. Oh, and my sternum was sunken and twisted 
from birth (from Marfan’s Syndrome), pinning my heart (known 
as “pectus excavatum"), making it impossible for me to breathe 
deeply or exercise, and causing me great physical and mental 
distress. All of this, and coming from a place where violence in 
school was relatively common, made the transition to Annapolis 
quite di!cult. Most days were a struggle. I was o!cially, de"ni-
tively diagnosed with Marfan’s syndrome in February of freshman 
year thanks to recently developed genetic testing. I was mostly si-
lent in class, and when I did speak, I was arrogant, because I felt 
I had an edge in the “real world” above my classmates (a false 
assumption).  But what did that even mean? Besides, I 
felt, these people cannot relate to me, and what I have 
gone through. No one else had ever been able to relate, 
so why would they be any di#erent? What exactly the 
real world was and how to live in it was a topic my best 
friend Jon-Marc and I eagerly discussed (we’re roommates 
now). What good was wisdom if you could not use it? Did it 
not have to be practical? Well, lo and behold, Aristotle spoke 
of such things. I dove into my topic, trying to "gure out just 
what it meant to have “a reasoned and true state of capacity 
to act with regard to human goods.” It turns out that this is 
almost impossible, and I recall my tutor saying at the end 
of my oral, “Maybe practical wisdom doesn’t even exist."

Freshman year ended, and on June 1, 2009, I received 
my long awaited Nuss procedure: surgery to correct my 
pectus excavatum. For two years and "$een days I would 
have a stainless steel bar underneath my ribs to hold my chest 
out until my bones would hold the shape. %e pain was excruciat-
ing. I was kept in the hospital for ten days, double the normal "ve, 
because of very painful complications (funny story, actually). I 
was told recovery would be three months. It took eight. I returned 
to St. John’s sophomore year loaded up on oxycontin, muscle re-
laxers, and anti-in&ammatories, but at least I was able to breathe.

Sophomore year started well but quickly went downhill. In 
hindsight, I ought not have returned so soon from surgery. I was 
a full-time student recovering from major reconstructive sur-
gery, but nevertheless, I returned. %e pressures of reading Holy 
Scripture in such an odd setting, the pain, the comparatively large 
amount of free time in sophomore year, and the psychological 
trauma of my past became too much for me. I began to break 
down. I was misdiagnosed bipolar (which did not help my stress 
level). I chose to write my sophomore essay on Job and tried to 
address what su#ering is. Fortunately or not, I poured too much of 
myself into the essay, ignoring my tutor’s advice to let Job shoulder 
some of the burden. Regardless, it was an important essay for me 
to write. %e process was sickening, though. I was fully in mental 
breakdown. I developed panic attacks. I hardly ate. Essay writing 
week, I spent a week on some friends’ couch (for which I am still 
grateful), eating maybe one full meal’s worth of food in an entire 
week. At the end of the week, I made them take me to the ER from 
physical exhaustion. I felt I had nothing and no one (although this 
was not true, for people came to my aid, as best they could). I re-
lated to Job; I lived Job. My oral was okay, but I had been gi$ed to 
see a sad truth: I must take hold of my life and "nd healing.

%e summer a$er sophomore year was spent dealing with the 
trauma of my experiences. I took the di!cult path of reestablish-
ing my relationship with my estranged parents and learning to ex-
press the feelings and fears from my confrontations with mortality 
which I could never express (and still rightly can’t, but I’m quite 

happy these days). At the end of the summer, I was given the news 
that, upon examination and consideration, my heart and eyes were 
"ne, and would always be "ne (Marfan’s is a variable-presentation 
syndrome), and I could exercise and do whatever I wanted. I was 
quite healthy. %ere was nothing wrong with me. Glory to God! I 
was given my life which I had never had. I had much growing to 
do, because despite being given my life, I still had to learn how to 
live it well, in a practical wisdom sort of way. I le$ for St. John’s 

again with the words of my psychologist, mentor, and boss in 
my head: “You will be surprised at what love can do."

Junior year began, and with it I began to do all those 
things which I had never been able to do. I played 

sports as o$en and as best I could. I went to parties, 
spoke of the things which were important to me (I 
spoke in class even!). Anything which before had 

been blocked to me, I made a point of confront-
ing. My experiences and conclusions from Job transi-
tioned me perfectly to Orthodox Christianity through 

the great patience and love of our own Father Robert, 
and prepared me for the necessities of spiritual warfare. I 

began to become reacquainted with the supreme agape 
of God, which I had forgotten from my Catholic up-
bringing because of my sorrow. Leibniz and Pascal en-

thralled me. In such a sad year, here were men so joyous! 
I chose for my essay to focus on pensee 308 (Penguin), and 
to think about love, lowliness, and the in"nitely in"nite dis-

tance between knowing God through the mind and knowing 
him through the eyes of the heart (can you tell I am a Roman 
Catholic convert to Eastern Orthodoxy?). I was given such joy in 
writing that essay, because despite renewed intense pain from torn 
scar tissue near my steel bar, I was learning a practical wisdom. I 
was learning about wisdom which I could apply to every part of 
my life, and which o#ered the chance to become truly free from 
the things which had before destroyed me (although, to be honest, 
my Jobian su#erings and upbringing were a great gi$, which I am 
quite grateful for).

%is past summer, on June 15, 2011, my bar was removed. I in-
terned for my mentor, helping him write a case study on treatment 
of a PTSD patient, passing the healing on from my own healing. 
My parents moved back in together (whoever heard of such a 
thing? %ank God!), and they are working, however tentatively, on 
improving their marriage. See how all things are made new again!

So, this year, I chose to write on Goethe’s Metamorphosis of 
Plants, attempting to address the question, “Why are &owers beau-
tiful?” %rough my own su#erings, near-death experiences, and 
return to life (for I do not lie when I say that I was nearly dead 
when I came here as a freshman), I have developed a patience and 
appreciation for being able to focus my entire being completely on 
a subject, as I was able to in my youth, before such terrible things 
befell me. I have developed a great love for poetry, and seek to 
express the inexpressible movements of the heart and mind. With 
the help of St. John’s College, Father Robert, modern psychology, 
extensive surgery (haha!), and the healing of our Great God and 
Savior Jesus Christ, I have been able to examine and "nd practical 
wisdom, know and be grateful for su#ering, and appreciate my 
own insigni"cance and wretchedness when it comes to my ability 
to love (and yet, what great love I have received!). Now, I am able 
to sit before a delicate &ower, pencil and paper in hand, and ask it, 
however humbly, “Why are you beautiful?" for the Lord blessed 
my latter end more than my beginning. !
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“Given the fact that there’s no state that wants to ban 
[contraception], and I don’t know of any candidates 

that want to do so…I mean, the fact that you’re putting 
this forward seems a little silly, I think.” So commented 
Mitt Romney in a New Hampshire debate where we were 
subjected to a painful half-hour of inflammatory discussion on 
contraception. And when the candidates think the question 
is ridiculous—especially when observed in the larger context 
of the economy, foreign policy and healthcare—you know 
there are some deeper structural problems with how this 
election is going. 

This absurd question based on a warped understanding 
of Santorum’s views (he has never discussed banning 
contraception) reveals that the Mainstream Media aims 
on maintaining viewership by keeping 
viewer tension, and it seeks to do that by 
being anti-sophistication and complexity. 
That’s not to say that contraception does 
not have complex and nuanced elements to 
it, by the way; it was asked because it was 
never going to be presented as a complex, 
nuanced issue. It is a topic that too easily 
lends itself to us-versus-them rhetoric and 
calls to pathos; and in this case it was a key way to portray the 
Republicans as extremist and distracted. (Note: before you 
call me partisan, this kind of thing happens equally with both 
parties. The media picks favorites.)

This is duplicity bordering on the malicious, for there is 
nothing the Media enjoys more than pretending that their 
influence is non-existent. Cries of “Objective” and “Fair and 
Balanced” abound. When the media is considered from this 
angle, it becomes clear that reporters and commentators 
hide the importance of their role, pretending that they have 
almost no impact in influencing the public’s choices. But the 
idea that the Media is a neutral communications channel 
between candidates and voters is fiction. They play every 
role in our decision. Their biases towards surprise and 
clichéd sentimental backstories are so painfully apparent 
in the current GOP nomination process that it has become 
something akin to a reality show.

Indeed, have you noticed that there are certain periods 
where the Media publishes more stories about one candidate 
than any other? Bachmann got her time in the limelight, 

and then Rick Perry, and Herman Cain, and so on. Yet there 
is clearly no true attachment to any of these characters. It 
seems fair to me to say that a priority on policies should leave 
people attached to particular characters, as long as they 
haven’t sexually harassed as many women as Herman Cain 
has.       

The truth is, sympathies lying with certain characters are 
created mostly, if not entirely, by the Media, and the only 
reason that this is a necessary thing to do is because all of 
the candidates have e(ectively the same policies, with the 
exception of Ron Paul and possibly Mitt Romney. Even then, 
however, the only reason that there is attachment to Romney 
is because he is the establishment favorite and the one most 
likely to beat Obama. It is thus fair to say that the only real 

candidate who has people celebrating 
around him due to his policies (and is 
otherwise a cult-favorite) is Ron Paul. 
Obviously, it’s a pretty weak field.

It is amazing to realize that they have 
been managing to keep this campaign 
running for an almost farcical amount of 
time with such candidates. Remember 
Donald Trump? For a while, that was 

actually serious business. Oh, and Sarah Palin, and how she 
rode around the country in a giant bus with her name on it, 
only to… not run. And all of those speculations about Paul 
Ryan and Chris Christie? I’m pretty sure that they’re going 
to run in 2016, though this horse-race narrative may be much 
worse then. 

Or will it be? My hope is that, in bringing the pattern of 
this 24/7, eighteen-month absurdity to everyone’s attention, 
we will be capable of ignoring the daily bombardment of 
useless, manipulative discussion about who is the most 
“American,” and instead go the harder route and force 
ourselves to do research on who is best capable of fixing 
America (presuming it needs to be fixed at all). The internet, 
while ultimately a form of communication that has caused 
the most polarizing characters to be more polarizing, also 
has all of the necessary information on it to make the right 
decision. Doing so would force the news to instead publish 
things of substance, since that would have to be their new 
model to continue to generate revenue. For the sake of this 
country, I hope we manage to do just that. !

Media and Presidential Elections
> Robert Malka A’15

“ ...there is nothing the 
Media enjoys more 
than pretending that 
their in!uence is non-
existent.

!"#$%&"'&()*&+**$

Mr. Washington A’15 Ms. Crabbe (Public Safety)
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Dear Tommy, 

How did you come up with this 
column, and what led you to a life of 
advice-giving?

Sincerely,

A Loyal fan
•

Dear Fan,

Although people may think of me 
as the creator of Berry Good Advice, 
I am not actually its first writer. 
The column has actually been in 
continuous existence since 1862, when 
it was founded by my great-great-
grandfather, Jedediah Windermere 
Berry. It was an army rag back then, 
and every week an eager public would 
hungrily snatch up the latest issue, 
which always consisted of a new, 
equally implausible and elaborate cure 
for syphilis. The focus of Berry Good 
Advice soon broadened, however, and 
by 1865 every venereal disease under 
the sun had its place in Berry Good 
Advice, all referred to by their polite 
euphemisms of the day, from “Briny 
Cucumbers” to “Weeping Willows,” 
from “The Silence of the Gams” to 
“Honey nuts, Cheerio,” and from 
“Hungry Hungry Hips...Oh” to “Green 
Eggs and Balls.” Sadly, Jedediah passed 
away in 1868 soon after he himself, 
ironically, contracted Green Eggs and 
Balls. Rather than allowing his column 
to die, however, his thirteen sons 
agreed that it should live on, and that, 
each generation, the family would 
come together in conclave and secretly 
elect one of their own to carry on the 
family tradition. 

And so three more Berrys took the 
mantle in turn, each advising a confused 
and listless nation with a firm and 
steady hand, from the famous “Stock—I 
don’t see a downside” column of 1929 
to the “Hitler—I don’t see a downside” 
column of 1941. This was the system 
from thereafter, until a terrible period 
in the 1960’s when an ill-fated attempt 

was made at running multiple Berry’s 
Good Advice by multiple family 
members simultaneously, under the 
frustrated hope that, “somebody’s got 
to be right.” The confusion of having 
multiple Berry’s Good Advice was too 
much for a world already shaken by 
assassination and war, and the public 
outcry soon led to Berry Good Advice 
being taken o( the presses altogether. 
Realizing their terrible mistake, an 
emergency conclave was held, and 
an extraordinary decision was made. 
The youngest Berry, a barely year-
old seedling, was designated as the 
man in whom someday Berry Good 
Advice would be reincarnated, at a 
time when the world was ready for it. 
But, so that he would live a life free 
from the pressures and distractions 
of his destiny, and unburdened by the 
terrible mistakes of his fathers, he 
was placed on a small boat and floated 
down the Mississipi to live with his 
distant relatives in Chile, Las Bayas. 

It was here that he grew into a 
tall and handsome man, known as 
the fairest judge in all the a(airs of 
his village, which mainly involved 
cows. One day, an old man came to 
his village and told him who he really 
was. And so the young man, who 
was my father, came to America, and 
wrote Berry Good Advice, but never 
quite got clear on the concept of an 
advice column, and mainly just used 
it to write letters back to his friends 
in Chile and ask about their cows. 
Nonetheless, circulation boomed, 
and Berry Good Advice became more 
successful and profitable than it had 
ever been before. However, all of the 
money and fame never much mattered 
to my father. Last year, he decided to 
do the one thing that he always knew 
would make him truly happy. He went 
back to live in that little town in Chile, 
and he bought every last building, cow 
and human being. And in doing so, 
he left me, the youngest Berry in the 
history of Berry Good Advice, to carry 
its proud mantelpiece into the third 
millennium. !

When looking at the painting “La 
Mére” by Lois Mailou Jones, 

and considering the title, we must ask 
ourselves to what extent the painting is 
about the mother.

The work is organized in a manner 
that directs our immediate attention 
toward the child. Our eyes follow the 
light colored table-edge that behaves 
orthogonally by moving from the 
bottom-right corner, toward the child. 
Standing in contrast to the firm, crisp 
outline of the table and the light-mellow 
roundness of the child, is the drooping 
void that occupies the bottom-left where 
the mother’s dark dress trails o( outside 
the confines of the scene. Above this void 
lies the child cradled in the arms of its 
mother. Yet, we notice that the mother 
does not cradle her child, but rather 
holds it upon her lap so as to prevent it 
from tumbling into the dark void that, 
we presume, ends at the floor. On the 
left side of the canvas, a corner of wall-
and-floor also points to the child. The 
mother herself appears to gaze down at 
the child’s round face. Yet she is turned 
away from us, and so leaves us to assume 
the direction of her gaze. And in the very 
center of the canvas is the child’s round 
fist, blocking our view of the child’s 
mouth. Indeed, we know the complete 
facial expressions of neither the mother 
nor her child; the brush strokes prevent 
our knowing of some refined details, and 
because of this, we stare at a scene that 
appears devoid of harshness, though 
certainly not devoid of contrast between 
lightness and darkness. The child, set 
against the mother’s dark dress, seems 
to glow with roundness and vitality. But 
the back wall seems flat and without 
depth, as if its only purpose were to 
contain the scene.  

  Toward what does the scene direct 
our attention? Aught we look at the 
mother, who illusively directs her 
countenance away from us? Aught we 
consider the child? The artist gives 
up neither of these easily. Yet it seems 
as though we ought to consider the 
relationship between child and mother, 
around which the human world seems 
to orient itself. 

The exhibition of Lois Mailou Jones’s 
artwork shows in the Mitchell Gallery 
until February 12. !

!"#$%&'()*'+$,-*.
Notes on the Painting “La 
Mére” by Lois Mailou Jones
> Charles Zug A’15
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As excited as Ms. Pappas is to be in love 
with Jesus, I have to agree with her ini-

tial worry that it can be limiting in discus-
sion, in class or out. The joke about John-
nies either leaving as depressed alcoholics 
or as Christians is particularly o(-putting. 
Is that how Christians see non-Christians? 
In a true conversation, both sides hear 
each other out, and each must be willing 
to admit that what they begin with is only 
what seems true to them. They must en-
ter the discussion willing, nay, intending, 
to have their opinions challenged and, if 
found to be unsupported, changed.  Reli-
gion can sometimes hold people back in an 
intellectual environment. If one believes 
one has already found The Answer, the re-
sult is often a stolid refusal to truly engage 
in conversation, or to challenge oneself. As 
a senior, I’ve been through the texts, been 
moved and inspired and challenged, and 
have reasoned my way into thinking that 
there is no Answer, no Good, and no Truth; 
relative solutions must be considered over 
universal principles that are too prone to 
contradiction and collapse. 

But I’m not a “Misologist,” and I’m not 
miserable. I’m happier than at any other 
point in my life, and it only gets better from 
here.  So far this idea stands pretty strong-
ly, but I will happily continue to challenge 
even this conclusion; I will seek out con-
tradictions in it, and with relish. But while 
I will gladly engage with anyone about our 
ideals and lifestyles, I will never stoop to 
pushing mine on people. That would disre-
spect their ability to think for themselves. 
By claiming that there is a Truth and they 
already have the keys to it, Christians and 
anyone else who subscribes to a doctrine 
cut themselves o( from true intellectual 
discussion. Talk to me, challenge me, and 
I will take your challenges seriously and 
always with gratitude and never o(ense, 
as long as my fellow interlocutors do the 
same.  You might change your mind, but it’s 
also possible that I will, or that we’ll find 
we are both wrong. Let’s go.  !"

I’d first like to praise Ms. Pappas for 
her courage to submit such a per-

sonal and sincere piece to The Gadfly. 
It raised a number of good questions 
about how to approach learning here 
with faith. While I promise no answer 
to these questions, I 
would like to share 
some thoughts.

1. The math tuto-
rial here is primar-
ily deductive. Propo-
sitions are necessary consequences 
drawn from assumed first principles. 
Euclid’s Elements is the paradigm of 
demonstrative reasoning. Induction 
is reasoning, usually from particular 
to general, which does not necessar-
ily follow from the premises. We use 
each kind of reasoning to learn in dif-
ferent ways. I would 
suggest not limiting 
yourself to either. 
There is plenty to 
be learned by ex-
perience. How else 
would you know 
how to behave in 
class?

2. I’m not sure I agree with Aca-
cia that the truth is in constant flux. 
Perhaps I don’t understand what she 
meant, but I find myself persuaded by 
Socrates’ speech: “For true opinions, 
as long as they endure, are a beautiful 
thing and all they do is good, although 
they are not willing to endure for long, 
but they run away from the soul of a 
man, as they are not worth much un-
til one binds them with an account of 
the cause” (Meno 98a). I feel assured 
that the mathematical knowledge like 
Euclid will never change. I can always 
remind myself of the reasons for its 
truth, based on the axioms. The lo-
gos ties down the true. But knowing 
the proper criterion for truth itself is 
a di)cult thing with which everyone 

here ought to struggle. 
3. I came to St. John’s with very 

di(erent opinions than I now hold. I 
don’t mean to suggest that you should 
change all of yours, but at least exam-
ine them rigorously, give an account, 

and understand what 
limitations they bring. 
Despite my faith and 
what I hold to be true, 
I find something to 
learn from every au-

thor and nearly every conversation. In 
recognizing my weakness as a man, I 
become more of a man—more aware 
of myself and the world. If I stopped 
learning, I think I would reduce my-
self to a machine. “All human beings 
by nature yearn to learn” (Metaphysics 
980a21). I think this is similar to when 

Ms. Pappas wrote of 
Christ, “He came 
that there would be 
life in the argument, 
and full life at that.” 
I’m not sure what 
was meant, but if it 
were as I suspect, 
that the good life 

requires examination, then I am for 
it. But if this is to suggest that one 
should come to St. John’s a Christian, 
leave a Christian, and be una(ected as 
a thinker, then I disagree. It’s not that 
I think it of Ms. Pappas, but I mean to 
blame anyone as stubborn as Meno. 
As I told her one night, I came to St. 
John’s an atheist with radical politi-
cal beliefs. If I had supposed I already 
knew the truth then and stuck to it as 
an absolute, I wouldn’t have learned 
as much. In fact, I don’t think I would 
have benefitted from the education 
I’ve received. A little skepticism can 
be very healthy. I think Augustine 
found that asking questions brought 
him closer to God, but I’m pretty sure 
it made him restless.  !
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> Adam Maraschky A’13> Sarah Pearlman A’12

To KallistaReligious Limitations

“Despite my faith and 
what I hold to be 
true, I !nd something 
to learn from every 
author and nearly 
every conversation.

“But knowing the 
proper criterion 
for truth itself is a 
di"cult thing...



Let me begin by saying that I am grateful for Ms. Pappas’ 
contribution to the last issue of The Gadfly – “Questions 

are Di!erent When One’s Perspective is Standing in the Sky.” 
It is a true blessing to have something written by one of our 
fellow students that has struck such a nerve in the polity as to 
inspire dialogue outside the classroom.

I write to defend the notion we can know absolute truth(s), 
or by another name ‘capital T’ Truth, against its detractors, 
with whom I’ve had several discussions. Please forgive me if I 
misrepresent what I see as the main argument against it.

I believe the main objection to Ms. Pappas’ claim to know-
ing the Truth is that it comes o! as arrogant, pretentious, or 
at worst entirely antithetical to a philosophic life. It is seen 
as an impediment to free inquiry or “keeping an open mind.” 
From this position, the paragon of wisdom is one who neither 
a"rms or denies anything that comes his way but must always 
remain open to possibilities, never being content with any an-
swer to life’s great questions. His life is one of constant ques-
tioning and searching without cease.

However, implicit in this claim is that Truth is unobtainable. 
For if one could come to a True statement about the soul or 
human nature through reason, wouldn’t one stop searching 
once he had found it? Is the life of constantly searching but 
never accepting any answer really the philosophic life?

To say that a philosophic life is necessarily a roving one 
means that we can never be inert having found Truth. It must 
be unobtainable, if the philosophic life as defined by this ar-
gument is to have any shred of seriousness. 
Because if Truth is even in theory a possi-
bility, it would make the most sense to stop 
searching once one had found it. If a man 
found his car keys, it would be foolish to re-
main “open-minded” about where his keys 
were and believe there was some nobility 
in his errancy.

That is exactly the problem with this 
view of the philosophic life. If Truth is un-
obtainable, there is little point in its pursuit. If we don’t believe 
in the possibility of discovering Truth in the form of reasoned 
inquiry or discourse, it’s hard to say we could seriously love 
wisdom, as the word implies. If the criterion of Truth is not 
a reason for accepting and applying what we learn from our 
classroom discussion of Great Books, the only alternative I see 
is taste. Therefore education is no longer a learning to love the 

Good, but of the merely-pleasing-to-us. The Program, rather 
than the beginning point to true wisdom, is instead a kind of 
shopping mall for whatever swollen ideology fits our lifestyle. 
To say that taste is how we come to make choices in our be-
liefs, and that they should not be measured against Truth, is to 
deny reason the power of reason as well. How could we pos-
sibly come at a reasoned argument in matters of taste? I might 
as well argue that red is better than blue because I happen to 
like red better. We are left to misology, the hatred of reason, 
because it is aimed at something that supposedly does not ex-
ist, the uncovering of Truth, to the discussion of whim, sensi-
bility, and fancy.

In closing I have two more things, an exhortation and some-
thing to ponder. The exhortation comes from Socrates, who, in 
the Phaedo, has this to say about misology:

“Then first of all,” he said, “let’s be on our guard against 
this condition and not admit into the soul that the realm 
of arguments risks having nothing sound in it. Instead 
let’s far rather admit that we’re not yet sound but must act 
like men and put our hearts into being sound—you and 
the others for the sake of your whole life hereafter, and I 
for the sake of death itself.” – Phaedo. Brann, Kalkavage, 
Salem. 90e.

I do not pretend that the obtaining of objective truth is easy, 
or that I have obtained it. But unless we want to deny that rea-

son has any force in human a!airs, we can-
not deny the possibility of knowing things 
unmolested by time, place, and mere opin-
ion. That being said, the issue I have been 
addressing mainly is the possibility of true 
knowledge with unaided human reason. 
Ms. Pappas, on the other hand, is speak-
ing of a di!erent sort: wisdom as a result 
of revelation. I leave this statement for the 
reader to ponder:  Implicit in the belief of 

the possibility of ‘capital T’ Truth is the possibility that the 
totality of wisdom may not be obtainable through human en-
deavors. Just because not all Truth is obtainable through hu-
man reason does not deny its existence. We must not commit 
the two excesses that Pascal warns against, “to exclude rea-
son, to admit nothing but reason” (Pensées. 183, 253). That is, 
at least, if we want to keep an open mind about it.  !
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> Nathaniel D. Torrey A’12
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In Defense of ‘Capital T’ Truth

“ The Program, rather 
than the beginning 
point to true wisdom, 
is instead a kind of 
shopping mall for 
whatever swollen ide-
ology !ts our lifestyle.



In a recent article (“Why Submit to Energeia?”) Stephanie Connolly claimed that 
Energeia is “the only literary magazine on campus.” I am perfectly aware that this 

is an error and not a slight to The Swarm, the other literary magazine on campus, 
and thus no irateness is necessary. Nonetheless, I feel that this is a good opportunity 
to ask the same question about my publication that she asks about hers: Why submit 
to The Swarm? Why does the campus need two separate literary magazines?

First o!, I will clear up a common misconception. The pulp look and design of The 
Swarm is purely a gimmick. It means nothing about what kinds of stories we accept, 
don’t accept, or prefer. The Swarm is meant to provide two main services, one to the 
readers and one to the writers.

I think that Ms. Connolly’s description of Energeia helps to elaborate the service 
that we provide to writers. She says that it is dedicated “to publishing the best art-
work and writing of the St. John’s community.” She also lists the things that stu-
dent’s stories will be published next to: mathematical proofs, essays, translations, 
and the work of faculty and G.I.’s. In short, there is, intentionally or not, a good deal 
of pressure on anything that is published in Energeia. There is no such pressure at 
The Swarm. We will publish any of the thoughts that you wish to share with the pol-
ity, without requiring you to dress them up any further than you wish them to be. I, 
for one, know that I would never have submitted a noir detective story composed 
of puns to Energeia, and yet, having a forum for it has been wonderful. And I like to 
think I can and have provided the same for others.

To readers, we provide a more 
constant presence on campus 
than Energeia. We publish mul-
tiple small installments rather 
than one large one. Also, both in 
appearance and in content we 
provide a feel open to simple 
amusement rather than deep ap-
preciation of beauty. Amidst all 
the seriousness of St. John’s and 
all the great works that we deal 
with, sometimes it’s nice to have 
something that’s just fun. And of 
course, we let readers see the ge-
nius of some of the slightly ner-
vous authors on campus.

So if you want all of the things 
that Energeia provides so beauti-
fully and o"cially, I urge you to 
submit to it. Our two magazines 
are absolutely not in competition.  
But if you also like light comedy, 
slightly experimental pieces, ro-
botic hookers, or anything else 
you want to publish, I urge you to 
submit to and read The Swarm.
-Leonard Franks A’13  !
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Tuesday 1/24
SJC Orchestra Rehearsal

Great Hall, 4-5:30 PM

Kunai Basketball
M v DC, 4:00 PM
F v A, 5:15 PM

Dance Lessons
Great Hall, 8-9 PM

Wednesday 1/25
CSL Forum on Club Comm.

BBC Hartle Rm., 2:30-3:30 PM

Handball
W v G, 4:15 PM

Basketball
H v D, 7:30 PM

St. John’s Chorus
Great Hall, 7 PM

Friday 1/27
Kunai Basketball

M v A, 4:00 PM
DC v F, 5:15 PM

Lecture
A Poetry Reading from Train 
Dance, Mr. Jonathan Wells
FSK Auditorium, 8:15 PM

Saturday 1/28
Mental Health Support Group

BBC Rm. 109, 10:30 AM

Basketball
W v S, 1:30 PM
D v G, 3:30 PM

Sunday 1/29
Volleyball Tournament

All Teams, 2-4 PM

Mabel the Swimming Wonder 
Monkey presents “Evil Bong”

Spector Media Room, 8:00 PM

If you would like to see your 
event on the weekly schedule, 
please email Gadfly@sjca.edu
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Why Submit to !e Swarm

Cover page featuring “!omas Aquinas: Private 
Eye!”—this second issue of !e Swarm was its "rst 
full printing.

From the Editors: Due to a large number of submissions, particu-
larly in response to Ms. Pappas, there is no “Bursting the John-
nie Bubble” this week.  We were still unable to publish all of the 
responses; to see the rest of them, go to facebook.com/sjcagadfly.


