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Delegate Council Officer 
Election Guide 

This Friday, December 7th, the 
Delegate Council will hold an election for the 
positions of president, treasurer, secretary, and 
herald. In keeping with past years, there has 
been minimal campaigning, and information 
about each of the candidates has been scarce 
to the point of making it difficult to form an 
informed opinion about them. To that end, 
I have put together this guide to provide an 
overview of the election and some critical 
analysis of the qualifications and policy posi
tions of each candidate, in the hopes that some 
will find it helpful come Election Day. 

A brief note about the sources used 
to compile this guide. Much of the information 
in this article comes from the Delegate Council 
Officer Candidate Forum held last Wednesday, 
November 28th. Though the forum suffered 
from extremely low attendance (only fourteen 
people attended, including the candidates 
themselves) it provided an unparalleled wealth 
of information about the candidates, and 
so I have made extensive use of it here. The 
other primary source for this article has been 
Facebook posts and comments written by the 
candidates themselves in the last couple days. 
These you can find for yourself if you wish. 
Most of them can be read on the page ''.All 
Work No Play Makes Johnnies Dull;' and the 
rest can be found on the pages of the respec
tive candidates. Finally, in rare cases, I have 
relied upon my memory of events in the D.C. 
and interactions with the candidates from past 
years. These can be corroborated through D.C. 
minutes and by talking with the other people 
who were present, which includes many cur
rent members of the D.C. If you want to know 
the source for any particular claim I make in 
this article, you can email me, and I will hap
pily divulge it. 

Of the four positions up for election, 
only the races for president and treasurer are 
contested, as of the time of writing. There are 
two candidates for president: Martha Camp
bell A'20, and Sean Miller A'.20. There are also 
two candidates running for treasurer: Collin 
Doherty .A'20 (incumbent), and Sera Johnson 
A'21. The two remaining candidates running 
for uncontested positions are: Amalie Chris
tensen A'21 (secretary), and Samuel Berret
tini .A'21 (herald). Here is a list of each of the 
positions up for election and the candidates 
running to fill them: 

President 

R. S. Pelham A'20 

Martha Campbell .A'20 
Ms. Campbell was running for 

president unopposed at the time of the officer 
candidate forum (Mr. Miller did not announce 
his candidacy for president until almost a week 
later), and so she did not get an opportunity 
to respond to her opponent at the event. That 
said, Ms. Campbell presented herself as an 
experienced and competent member of the 
D.C. running as a successor to Ivan Syritsyn 
A'l9. For her qualifications to hold the posi
tion of president, she touted her experience 
as a long-time delegate of the D.C. and as an 
archon of numerous clubs, as well as her work 
for the non-profit Maryland Federation of Art 
(MFA). When asked as to how she would have 
time to be president of the D.C. while running 
so many clubs and working for the MFA, she 
responded to the effect that if she thought she 
did not have the time, she would not have run, 
though she provided no specifics as to how she 
would productively hold so many positions 
simultaneously. When asked about the risk of 
conflicts of interest arising from being archon 
of four chartered clubs concurrent with being 
president of the D.C., she responded that she 
would not ask for club funding as president of 
the D.C., but as an archon, and that she did not 
ask for funding beyond the needs of her clubs. 
She then went on to state that her involvement 
in much of campus life was, in anything, a 
qualification as it meant that she was in touch 
with polity. After Mr. Miller announced his 
candidacy for president, Ms. Campbell released 
a brief Facebook post reiterating her qualifi
cations and policy positions. In her post she 
also indirectly criticized Mr. Miller, as well as 
treasurer candidate Mr. Doherty, referencing 
their claims to having helped create a budget 

"Pagliacchi" 
by Hamilton Christian 
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surplus. She wrote, "instead of focusing 
on students and their activities the DC has 
pushed for unachievable fiscal ideas of safe
ty, and the actions with which to get there 
have not always been necessary or rationally 
exercised, letting money sit and wait:' 

Sean Miller A'20 
Late Tuesday night, Mr. Miller 

made a surprise announcement that he 
would run for D.C. president, despite having 
previously declared himself as a candidate 
for treasurer. In the Facebook post an
nouncing his candidacy, he presented his 
experience working with club budgets as 
his principal qualification to be president, 
alluding to his work as the architect of the 
now defunct BRAIN act. (During the officer 
candidate forum, Mr. Miller presented the 
BRAIN act as an ultimate success, despite 
its extreme unpopularity with archons and 
repeal by the D.C. He claimed it made the 
budgeting process more equitable, and cre
ated a template for future reform to the bud
geting process. Mr. Miller characterized the 
act's failure as stemming from a lack of com
munication between the D.C. and archons, 
as well as a failure on the part of archons 
to follow the instructions for submitting 
budgets under the act.) Mr. Miller's Face
book post went on to state that he supports 
"equality" and "responsibility" as the core 
tenets of his platform. Under "equality" he 
cited his efforts to put an end to "first come 
first serve" budgeting, and claimed that he 
had "always been a vocal advocate for posi
tive change as concerns the equal treatment 
of all individuals on this campus, regardless 
of age, sex, race, ethnicity, gender, sexual 
orientation, socioeconomic status, national 
origin, military status, marital status, paren
tal status, disability, religion, etc:' (It should 
be noted that last year Mr. Miller was a vocal 
critic of the polity anti-mis gendering law, 
which was written by transgender students 
and passed by the D.C. to protect the trans
gender community on campus from facing 
discrimination. During an open hearing 
about the misgendering law last fall, he 
criticized the then-bill as unnecessary and 
redundant, arguing that polity law already 
sufficiently protected transgender students.) 
Under "responsibility" Mr. Miller called for 
the D.C. to exercise care in allocating funds 
and for greater transparency. While he did 
not elaborate on any concrete plans to insure 
a more responsible allocation of funds, he 
did say he would bring about greater trans
parency through more emails and Facebook 
posts from the D.C. 

Treasurer 

Collin Doherty A'20 (Incumbent) 
During the officer candidate 

forum, Mr. Doherty formulated his case for 
re-election on the basis of his achievements 
as the current D.C. treasurer and his experi
ence working on campaign finance during 
the 2016 election. He said he contributed to 
the creation of a substantial budget surplus 
for the delegate council and pledged to 
continue work to improve the budgeting 
process. (When he was asked in the com
ments section of his post announcing his 
candidacy on the Facebook page ''.All Work 
No Play Makes Johnnies Dull" if the D.C. 
had deliberately created the budget surplus, 
he responded that it had only been recently 
discovered, raising questions and concerns 
about the D.C:s record keeping. When 
asked on the same Facebook post about the 
origins of the budget surplus, Mr. Doherty 
was also troublingly unable to provide an 
exact account of where the money came 
from, or exactly when the $10,000 surplus 
was discovered.) Mr. Doherty also said the 

first-come first-serve process of budgeting 
in the D.C. is inherently unfair and should 
be changed through legislation. How-
ever, Mr. Doherty has not always been the 
champion of club archons. It appears the 
budget surplus he cites as his chief achieve
ment in office required steep cuts to the 
budgets of many clubs. The D.C. later voted 
to restore the budgets of a number of clubs, 
in a move Mr. Doherty criticized during the 
officer candidate forum, but implied he had 
helped bring about in his Facebook post on 
''.All Work No Play:' These cuts, had they 
not been reversed, could have had a major 
impact on many clubs. 

Sera Johnson A'21 
Ms. Johnson cited her experience 

as a member of the D.C. working on post
BRAIN act budgetary reforms currently in 
the Delegate Council as her principal quali
fication, stating that she has been consis-

THE GADFLY 

tently involved in debates on the finances of 
the D.C. During the forum, she contrasted 
herself with Mr. Doherty and Mr. Miller by 
calling for greater cooperation and openness 
towards with club archons in working on 
reforms to the budgeting process. She also 
called for more transparency from the D.C. 
Compared to other candidates, Ms. Johnson 
seems relatively unknown, which may be 
to her advantage, since it means she has 
avoided some of the controversies the others 
have stepped in. If her relative lack of expe
rience is not a problem, she may prove to be 
an effective reformer. 

Secretary 

Amalie Christensen A'21 
Ms. Christensen is currently run

ning unopposed for the position of secretary 
of the D.C. When asked during the forum if 
she had any comment on being unopposed, 
she said she wished she were not, and that 
she would like to see more student involve
ment with the D.C. She also said she sup
ported greater transparency and communi
cation, and would work to improve Delegate 
Council record keeping, and would help 
make D.C. records more easily accessible to 
the polity. 

Herald 

Samuel Berrettini A' 21 
Mr. Berrettini, like Ms. Chris

tensen, is running unopposed. During 
the candidate forum, he promised to 
improve communication with the polity 
by emails, Facebook, etc ... He also said 
he would be interested in posting polls 
to the D.C. Facebook page in order to 
get more feedback from the polity. + 
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Writing as a Way to Heal 
LilyWillover A '22 

Originally written in late September, 2018 

As I have been in mental health 
since I was a child, I have consistently been 
told of coping skills. Often, I am handed 
some piece of paper with a long list of 
skills that will eventually be forgotten and 
thrown away, as well as long, sleep-induc
ing lectures. There are a few common ones, 
such as breathing, taking a walk, listening 
to music, etc. None ever seemed sillier and 
more forced than writing. Yes, dear doctor, 
I will go home and write about my day 
where I did nothing but lay in bed because 
I was sad, surely this will cheer up my 
mood. Perhaps I can discover some grand 
meaning in all the madness of day to day 
issues. Or maybe I'll just make my hand 
cramp up because my writing grip is oddly 
aggressive. Truly, what an adventure to go 
on! Still, despite the .. sarcastic origins I 
have found comfort in the pen. 

Now, let's not get off on the wrong 
foot. I do like writing, it is something I 
enjoy, but only when the fancy strikes me. 
Ever since I was a child, I have been a girl 
that chases emotions. I clearly express 
them and feel them, quite strongly as well. 
Anyone who has had the chance to speak 
to me deeply will probably know this, as 
I have a habit of happily ranting about 
emotions, tanks, French pastries, and the 
books we all read in the program, among 
a plethora of other varied interests. The 
same concept applies to my more de
pressed moods, where I will clearly show 
sadness, pull back, and be relatively quiet. 
Writing, is where I can set all those emo
tions free, forming them into some kind of 
cohesive whole, effectively gaining more 
understanding of where I currently am in 
mind, soul, and body. 

For example, I was recently in 
my room thinking about my past and how 
I have changed since I was a child. It was 
difficult to shoo those feelings away or ex
press them to any friends, but the thoughts 
started presenting themselves in a "poetic" 
way. As such, this called for a poem. I 
pulled out my phone and addressed my 
younger self, "Sing, my child! The soul 
such as yours was not meant to weep ... :' 
I asked myself what the older folks had 

promised her, and whether or not they 
lead me right or failed me. The poem was 
filled with open ended questions and an 
ending I still can't answer. A bittersweet 
poem mixed with nostalgia for a similar 
mood. I paid little attention to form or 
rhyming or any specific pattern, and surely 
the full poem has many critical errors. I 
don't really write these works for others, 
they are for me, a warm embrace of love 
and kisses for a child who is still hurting. 
No one truly loves my soul and heart as 
much as I do, because I see every inch of it. 
The battles I have won and loss, the anger, 
sadness, heartbreak, the strength, and ev
erything else. I love myself as I would love 
my partner, now and forever, uncondition
ally, through all the good and all the bad. 
There are, essentially, love letters to my 
younger self and reminders to my current 
self how I got to where I am. 

Beyond a way to express emo
tions, writing is also how I tend to cope 
with horrible situations. It was so many 
years ago at this point, but it was once that 
I found myself away from home, admitted 
into an inpatient hospital due to suicidal 
ideations. I was put on the adolescent boy's 
hall, as I was still identifying as a boy dur
ing this time. A new place, unfamiliar and 
strange, filled with kinds of people I had 
never met before. Arsonists, schizophren
ics, insane anger issues, drug problems, 
extreme bipolar, simply depression, I had 
seen a wide plethora of people. It was 
stimulation overload for me and I found 
it difficult to cope. So, between eating, at
tending groups, ignoring school work, tak
ing my meds, and sleeping, I wrote a jour
nal. I wrote of all the people I met, what I 
did during the d~y, the times I laughed, the 
times I cried, and the times I missed home. 
It was all in there, my first true dive into 
sitting down and parsing out the situation 
I was experiencing and feeling. When it 
was all done and I was leaving, I felt ready 
and prepared to take on life again. Look
ing back, I never considered the journal 
as much of anything, just something that 
I happened to do, but I see it now as an 
important step I took towards healing. It 

didn't fix everything; I still was unable to 
attend school and would attempt suicide 
again over the years, but it was a start. 
Writing that journal gave me the push I 
needed to chase after the feelings in my 
soul and know them deeply and intimately. 
The composition notebook sits at home 
still, unread and largely forgotten, a relic 
of a separate time and separate person, but 
still appreciated. 

Perhaps such a way of writing 
and existing is not for everyone. I'll admit, 
living by my emotions has left me needing 
to understand context in every situation, 
figuring out what is right or wrong to do, 
as well as what thoughts are concrete and 
what will pass. Even so, as someone who 
would consider themselves an artist of 
many forms, living this way isn't so bad. 
I know my pain and happiness, from the 
worst suicidal feelings to the strongest urge 
to love the world I stand on. I could write 
about crying over a dead friend or about 
singing and dancing over the thought of 
wearing a flowing dress. The time I danced 
to a street guitarist under the moonlight, 
when I walked across the beach and cried 
over a lost love, when I almost barely 
survived a horrible overdose, when I found 
myself so beautiful I could cry, when I 
laughed with friends I loved all through 
the night, and an endlessly long collec
tion of memories. These all exist as letters, 
essays, poems, novels, and text messages. 
Writings to me from long ago, the child 
trying to heal, the one I've loved since we 
first met and until we say goodbye.+ 
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What I Learned in Musical Notation Class 
I would be ashamed to be 

found wanting in modesty when 
discussing my own achievements 
but it is a plain fact that recently, by 
scoring within a certain range on a 
musical notation test, I was awarded 
a three week course in musical no
tation! A prize fairly won! Heartfelt 
enthusiasm for a new educational 
opportunity! I embraced it! Here
tofore my mind was innocent and 
blank of all things to do with music! 
It is blank no more! I have learned 
many things. I am eager to share 
them with you, my dear compan
ions in knowledge-acquisition! 

Without further ado, I will 
begin. First of all, music is a thing! 
Many people like it! You may write 
that down if you wish because it is 
the sure and true foundation for the 
complexities to follow! As well as 
writing it down you might profit by 
committing it to memory as I have 
done. This is not, I hasten to say, to 
trumpet my own prowess at memo
rization but when living the life of 
the mind it is sometimes expedient 
to retain an oft referred to fact in 
memory rather than looking it up 
over and over again. However, to 
each his own! 

So. Two statements. Let us 
examine each one closely. 

If music is a thing, what 
qualities or attributes define its 
thingness so that we may be cer
tain that it is its own essential thing 
and not something else altogether, 
such as a Dorita or a Klingon or a 
hippopotamus? Can we use these 
specificities to reel it in, so to speak, 
from space and time and into the 
here and now? This is a very dif
ficult metaphysical problem. In fact 
we can no more do it than we can 

step in the same river twice. Why? 
Because it turns out that music is 
quite a slippery character. I will 
elucidate ... 

For starters, you can't even 
see it! This is quite true! It is actual
ly invisible! Not only that, you can
not smell it or taste it or even touch 
it. Oh, but it can touch you - which 
is kind of creepy. Even though it is 
unable to propel itself and must be 
set in motion by some other agent 
it can sneak up on you and ambush 
you when you are least expecting 
it! Yes! It floats right into two of 
your personal orifices and pokes at 
things inside your head. You may 
call it aural detection if you like. I 
call it rude, if not downright dis
turbing! 

And what is the motive of 
this agent or agents who set it in 
motion? (It is common for them 
to aggregate into a cohesive unit.) 
Their motive is unclear! I will tell 
you a true story, and forgive me 
if you find it unduly personal. On 
more than one occasion, having 
been bushwhacked by some or 
other form of music, I have sud
denly found myself weeping or 
marching about stamping my feet 
or waving my limbs in a most 
undignified fashion. I have even 
shaken- but that is enough. I resent 
this. A slangy word like "booty" has 
no place in a serious philosophical 
treatise! More importantly, what is 
music to act so upon me! And what 
am I, a marionette, to be so acted 
upon? Or a human being ? And if 
human do I not have the right to 
say, in the spirit of Camus, "Non!" I 
do not mean to make a show of my 
knowledge of a foreign tongue but 
some sentiments are best expressed 

Sheba Delaney A '22 

in the language in which they were 
written ... thus I repeat - "Non!" For 
the uninitiated that is the French 
counterpart of our English word 
"no:' It has been said - though cer
tainly not by me- that my pronun
ciation of it is quite authentic. 

But this brings me to the 
second part of my opening state
ment - that many people like 
music. I am not sure that I am one 
of them. It is a weird ghosty thing 
with strange powers. It is invis
ible and creeps over the ground 
like a miasma. It invades the body. 
Is this actually safe? Would it not 
be prudent to exercise a certain 
amount of caution? I'll admit that 
a cheerful ditty like 'Doe, A Deer" 
can lift the spirits in a modest and 
manageable way. And a rollicking 
tune like "Bread and Butter" by 
the Newbeats can lend a vivacious 
tone to an otherwise dreary day. 

But do we really need more 
music than that? It is true that these 
two selections are light-hearted 
in tone but perhaps they could be 
modified for use at more somber 
occasions? Although I have found 
myself quite sad enough at somber 
occasions without music interfering 
and making me feel one hundred 
billion times sadder. I really think 
that two, possibly three (for real 
aficionados) tunes is enough music 
to get on with. Who needs more? Is 
it sensible to make these monstrous 
constructions of music that go on 
forever and quite wear one out? Is it 
wise? I think not. 

I know full well that oth- . 
ers disagree. Let it be so! All voices 
welcome at the table! 

Now. There is a topic that 



06 

was not touched upon in class -
perhaps it is controversial so I will 
only mention it in passing. But 
can I possibly be the only one who 
has noticed that music is clearly a 
dangerous addiction? If you don't 
believe me, let me point out that 
there are actually people who attach 
devices to their heads that dispense 
a steady dose of music continuously 
into their consciousness! I am en
tirely serious. We will not judge but 
are we not obligated in the name of 
virtue to try and help? And to seek 
out the root cause of this depen -
dency? 

Let's move on to some of the 
details of musical notation offered 
by my affable and erudite instructor. 

There are many letters and 
numbers in music! Yes! There are 
lots of them! Apparently they are 
related to one another in a web of 
familial connection that is too com
plex for any outsider to -understand. 

Let us not judge them! Sadly, this is 
a highly dysfunctional family, vul
nerable to the erosion that eats away 
at the very fabric of our civil society. 

One clear sign of this is that 
many of the letters are in prison. 
They would like to get out. Perhaps 
they are trying to get away from the 
numbers that rule over them and 
make them run around the prison 
yard, sometimes fast and some
times more slowly. The less intel
ligent of them cling precariously to 
the bars that contain them. Other 
have found their way to the spaces 
between the bars that might provide 
egress from captivity but alas- they 
are too plump to squeeze through. 
Perhaps light rations for a day or 
two will enable them to free them
selves. We wish them the best! 

There are other letters that 
meet in circles. Perhaps they are 
discussing how best to help their in -
carcerated relatives? But they don't 
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seem to like each other very much 
as they all insist on standing exactly 
five feet apart. Or perhaps it is a 
cultural comfort zone? All respect 
for the diversities of social organiza
tion! 

My new understanding 
of music is a wondrous thing! I 
feel quite changed by it! Heartfelt 
thanks to learned instructor! Grati
tude for the opportunity to arrive at 
deeper understanding! 

Knowledge gained is knowl
edge shared! It is my humble wish 
that that this small monograph will 
smooth your path towards a fuller 
engagement with the fundamentals 
of music and shine the light of har
monic knowledge into a previously 
shadowy corner of your intellect. 
No, don't mention it! It was my 
pleasure. Only, dear ones, I hope 
that, should the opportunity arise, 
that you will do the same for me. + 
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The Clumsy Art of Pushing Forward 
Originally written halfway through 

October, 2018 
Days and nights like these 

are hard. Life continues to play itself 
like a song on repeat that I have no 
desire to keep hearing. Relationships 
begin to develop and change as they 
go in new directions or converge into 
something more. As a result, I often 
find myself beaten with fear, whether 
it is my future, my relationships, or 
the pain of my swirling emotions. Too 
often I find myself stuck in this wave 
of depression and anxiety. It starts with 
getting little sleep, then my energy 
leaves me, I speak less, my smile leaves 
my face, and my eyes droop. I was 
never good at hiding these things, my 
emotions tend to cling to my body like 
lab dissection formaldehyde and bear 
themselves fully. Surely, it's not a par
ticularly fun aura to be around, though 
I am grateful to the good friends who 
stay by my side. In any case, despite 
the pains I suffer on occasion, there is 
a beauty in the way I stumble forward 
in hopes of something better. 

Now, it's important to un
derstand that I can be a stubborn ass. 
Just ask my therapist, Nathan Dugan, 
good friends of mine, or my Dad. 
Though, all of them would probably 
omit the ass part, except my dad, he's 
honest like that. Plus, I get that great 
trait from him and I'm damn proud 
of it. Still, I'm a stubborn ass for the 
right reasons. Growing up I dealt with 
bullying that pushed me out of school 
and subsequently a school that refused 
to do anything about it. This and an 
unfortunate amount of other situa
tions made me more likely to fight for 
myself if I feel cornered. I don't abide 
by anyone putting me down for no 
good reason, nor do I like people who 
spurn my happiness and excitement. 
Stubbornness, for me, is how I fight for 
myself, love myself, and push forward. 
When I came out as pansexual arid 
then as transgender, that was stub-

bornness saying, "Stop caring what 
anyone thinks! Be you, you cute ass 
girl with your cute ass!" When I go toe 
to toe with the St. John's administra
tion, personal or through an article, 
that's stubbornness saying, "Stand up 
and fight! Challenge them head on and 
show them your damn spirit!" When I 
challenge or present an interesting idea 
in classes, that's stubbornness saying, 
"Let your thoughts be free! Support 
them and let it be heard! You've got 
nothing to lose and only knowledge to 
gain!" I think this way that my pas
sionate heart reacts to situations is a 
lovely trait of mine, even if I do find 
myself a little embarrassed revealing 
these thoughts. 

Now, here is the real trick to 
stubbornness that pushes me forward 
in its clumsy, forceful way. I use it on 
myself You know that person in your 
life who you so stubbornly love? The 
person that puts themselves down and 
when they do that you're ready to fight 
them with all your love for them. That's 
how I love myself. Of course this pro
cess is annoyingly slow, hence why it's 
clumsy. I'm going to have days where 
bad habits will exert pressure, I won't 
get out of bed, I won't eat, I'll eat too 
much, I won't go to class, I won't get 
sleep, and I'll let bad thoughts creep 
into my mind and heart. So I continu
ally trip and tumble without much 
success while my stubborn soul stands 
on the sidelines, shaking her head at 
the mess in front of her. Thankfully she 
loves me, so she takes it gently, at least 
giving me a shoulder to cling to. I'm 
reminded of the reasons I keep going, 
striving, and fighting. "Don't you want 
to see the woman you'll become? Fall 
in love, become a mother, grow old 
with the partner you chose and who 
chose you? I remember you wanting to 
get your degree and to continue study
ing and explore the numerous amaz
ing things in the world. Perhaps you'll 
be able to be museum researcher, a 

Lilly Willover A '22 

professor, or whatever you desire to ex -
plore. You'll certainly miss the friends 
and family you love as well. Plus, think 
of all the pub food, whisky, laughs, dis
cussions, hugs, anime, and cute dresses 
you'll miss out on!" Of course, I'll 
shove all of this off, continuing my bad 
behavior that doesn't help since I can 
be stubborn in bad ways as well. Yet, 
it'll incessantly bug me and I'll concede 
to the part that loves me, hopping out 
of bed, getting in the shower, getting 
dressed, and heading off to take on the 
day. 

No matter the pains I'm facing, 
no matter how much I stumble doing 
basic tasks, I at least can say I'm always 
fighting and striving to be better. In 
the end, I love being here on this world 
and in this body, always being me. Let's 
be clear, I don't think I'm special or 
unique in this. I'm just another human 
with my own struggles and my own 
way of pushing forward. Every one of 
us is capable of guiding our mindsets 
in this way, of reminding ourselves of 
what we stand for. It takes time and 
work, but we all have that determina
tion in our hearts to push and push 
and push. There's no need to get down 
forever if things don't go as intended. 
It's going to take time and it's going 
to be hard, but you're still here aren't 
you? Then you're still fighting. That's 

enough.+ 
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Good Friends, #004 

Equinox 
Ives Williams A '21 

The severne watches my slight body 
Dashed along by the stretches of 
Innumerable winds, 
west, east, south, 
North- like a call to heed Keat's 
Tender musing star 
Dripping off the panhandle of 
Little lights in lurking depth 

Though the days lose their breath 
The night's breadth swells in glory, 
And as that equivocal spell slips 
Behind my fawn-trot gait, 
I find I am suddenly, achingly, 
formidable + 

THE GADFLY 

Hamilton Christian A'21 


