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ADDRESS FROM EDITORS-IN-CHIEF
Dear reader, thank you for intercepting with a copy of the Moon as it has entered into your orbit. We are 
glad you did, and we sincerely hope you will enjoy what we present here. 

Not in Peterson Student Center but out in space, the moon occupies a unique place of stability and 
change. It is always there, but it might not look the same each time we look at it. It is transforming but 
steady, unknowable but seen. We want to think that the Moon can dwell in that same position as the 
moon. In some ways, we are striving to live up to our namesake. Be prepared for an edition each month, 
and do not expect the next to look exactly like the last. In other ways, we know that we will fail our 
namesake. You can hold the Moon, and we are not responsible for the tides. 

Unlike the moon, the Moon is not currently an authoritative force. We do, however, want the Moon 
to become one, as a trustworthy and open forum. From the very first issue in 1983, the newspaper’s 
mission holds that “The most important service must be… to make public (seriously or satirically) the 
issues which face us here. We are all affected by certain political decisions, and personal decisions: if the 
newspaper is to be worth anything, it will have to provide both information and thoughtful opinions on 
these questions.” This is applicable now. The Program and the project of this school, which we so admire, 
is demanding, but so are the real questions that we must eventually face in the outside world. In light of 
this, we want the Moon to capture the composition of our voices, to express our somewhat pretentious but 
sincere passions, thoughts, and sentiments. These are the driving forces of our authentic writing. 

The theme of this month’s issue is “Conversation and Authenticity”. Just like the moon, living separated 
lives led us to be perceived as no more than a changing form on a screen. However, during that time the 
matter of ourselves truly shifted, only noticed by the observant few. In light of coming back again to live 
together, to learn together, and to converse together, we must face the timeless question of who we are, 
not only as appearance but as essence. Who we were at the last moment, who we are at this moment. 

However, at the end of the day the moon and the Moon are merely satellites revolving around their loci. 
Neither will make you more authentic, but they may spark your reflection, inspire a sense of place, or 
even serve as the subject of your next poem. 

Then, revel for a few minutes in this place! Please read what the brilliant writers of our community have 
to offer, and do not hesitate to write yourself. You are invited to applaud, question, shout, and laugh with 
us. We look forward to it.

All the best,
Kasparas Adomaitis (‘23) & Bridget Lynch (‘23)
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THE PEOPLE WITH THE CONCERNS ARE NO LONGER HERE

October 5th, 2021
 The Junior Common Room is crowded with 
Johnnies fighting to get a spot ‘round the table. It’s 
the largest gathering Polity (our student government) 
has seen in years. Only about five of the people are 
officers but everyone has voting rights, everyone 
has a say on what goes on. As the bureaucratic 
procession marches ever forward through club 
charters and budgets for student groups, the energy 
and density of the room dissipates. The last event 
of the night, election for Polity Chair, is attended 
only by a small group of dissenters and contrarians. 
After a lengthy discussion, no one is elected. 

A week later, 
 The room is gutted with empty chairs ‘round 
a sparsely-peopled table. After a few minor votes 
on club charters, the dissenters and contrarians are 
once again given the floor to voice their concerns 
about the candidates. Silence. No one speaks until 
someone says, “The people with the concerns are 
no longer here. Let’s get on with the election.” The 
doors close and after a brief conversation period, 
Elena Loomis is elected Polity Chair. 

 Are you so aloof of your own desires that 
you would deny your love for the drudgery of 
pomp and circumstance? Why do you feign to 
deny your impulse toward the hyper-formal and 
bureaucratic procedure? Isn’t that why you’re here? 
The contrarian and the petty slights of St. John’s 
dialogue is what you live for. Perhaps you don’t go 
to Polity because you think you’re somehow above 

it. But really, you’re made for it. The endless fugal 
dirge is all you’ll ever achieve with a degree from 
this school. Might as well get to it. 

 How can the people with concerns no 
longer be here? Isn’t St. John’s the Most Contrarian 
College in America? How is it that St. John’s has run 
out of contrarians in its own student government? 
Perhaps the push towards radical reform and 
genuine student advocacy frightened away the Most 
Contrarian Students in America. Not to fear! With 
a change in leadership and a waning interest from 
the student body, Polity has finally returned to what 
it was always meant to be: a glorified budgeting 
committee slowly slipping into the graveyard of 
defunct St. John’s institutions. Now the Johnnies 
can flock back to the calm quiet waters of the status 
quo and nonsensical noninvolvement.

Javiera Romero (‘24)

This month’s contributors
Editors-In-Chief
Kasparas Adomaitis (‘23)
Bridget Lynch (‘23)

Editorial Staff
Bel Dodd (‘25)
Sara Fors (‘23)
Phobe Jackson (‘23)
Javiera Romero (‘24)

And those whom we owe our gratitude...
Mr. Golluber and Ms. McGuinness for their support, proofreading, and access to the 
college’s lawyers

Polity for approving our budget and our request to withdraw from said budget
...and Sarah Reeve for letting us spend her money while we wait on a p-card

Malcom Morgan-Petty for helping with an excellent launch party

And most importantly to the members of the Moon, for their attendance to meetings, 
their faith in our project, and the time they have spent working on this instead of 
their (important) school work

Writers
Jared Conahan (‘22)
Bel Dodd (‘25)
Sophia Ferree (‘24)
Elena Hochheiser (‘24)
Natasha Potemkin (‘25)
Javiera Romero (‘24)

Art
Yilin Xu (‘25)
Jane Maberry (‘23)

DESPITE ALL OF THE NEW
Despite all of the new we find ourselves surrounded 
by this year, it doesn’t seem to be an uncommon 
experience for us to feel lonely, confused, and 
unsure how to cope with it all.  Despite the joy that 
comes from Cave parties and in-person seminars 
and eating lunch with new friends, I know a lot of 
us (including myself) still feel a sort of depression 
in the air.  It is incredibly easy to feel lonely, even 
under the best of circumstances—and we certainly 
do not find ourselves living in those.  

Loneliness this year is different from the kind I’ve 
grown used to.  I’m no longer holed up in my room, 
or even on a campus of 20 people, attending all my 
classes with the same 15 JFs.  Instead, life is lively 
again and campus is overflowing with an amount of 
people I’m baffled to have ever been used to in my 
life.  There is conversation for conversation’s sake, 
plenty of program talk (some might say too much), 
and lots of new friendships forming.  And all of 
this is lovely and meaningful.  But even as I grow 
closer to my classmates, learn their favorite ideas 



T H E  M O O N#1
NOVEMBER 2021

CONVERSATION AND AUTHENTICITY
PAGE 4

and quirks of character, I still feel as if, somehow, 
I am not understood.  Or that I’ve forgotten how 
to make meaning out of other people.  Now, while 
I have no advice for making friends (I’ve heard 
there’s no shortcut to that), I have learned a thing 
or two about loneliness this year.  Ironically, 
isolation has been at the forefront of a lot of the 
conversations I’ve had this year and is still at the 
forefront of our collective consciousness.  So much 
of the bonding I’ve done has been about feeling 
left out or unprepared to be here.  I think I was 
very naive in assuming that things would just easily 
go straight back to ‘normal’ once campus was alive 
again.  The change had been in myself, and like all 
things introspective, it is pesky and difficult and 
lasting.  

So why do we feel so lonely now, once we are finally 
surrounded by people, maybe even lonelier than we 
did when we were isolated?  It’s a horrible feeling, 
visceral and embarrassing, to be in a crowd, looking 
desperately for someone to talk to and slowly feeling 
your energy slip away: the panic of having no one 
with you yet so many people around you.   

And so, in order to avoid the crowds of campus 
where this feeling has become very common, I’ve 
been going on a lot of hikes. Just a few minutes and 
then I can be the kind of alone that isn’t scary.  

One of my favorites, Dorothy Day, called this “the 
long loneliness”, that complicated feeling of not 
really belonging anywhere.  And unsurprisingly, 
the more we are around groups and people we so 
desperately want to belong with, the worse that 
long-suffered loneliness might become.  

But strangely, I feel it ebb when I go out into the 
mountains.  Amidst everything, it is very freeing 
to choose to be alone.  Although I still find myself 
distressed, thinking that I am losing time that I could 
use to be making friends, I’ve begun to realize that 
a great part of the insecurity in that is my feeling 
of unbelonging, of not being tethered to anything.  
And the fact that nature brings solace from that 
pain and panic should be more important than my 
anxieties.  And I’ve come to realize further that 
the reason why nature is nourishing is not because 
I’m alone in it, but because I find a community in 
it.  For the same reason why I feel panicked in a 
crowd, the reason why it takes so much of my soul 
to feel like I don’t belong, I also feel reaffirmed by 
nature, held and listened to when I lean against a 
tree.  

I feel a bit cringy, almost like my mother, to suggest 
“going outside” as a means to help oneself.  But 
really, I don’t think we are ourselves if we don’t 
have anyone else to be that self with.  And even 
though it may not be the ideal community—we still 
need other people after all—it’s essential that, if we 

feel lost, unsupported, or alone, we seek community 
and energy.  And for that, we need to reach out to 
others, including those in nature.  

Sophia Ferree (‘24)

“Well, the word was from Istvan, and the word was: 
Let there be newspaper. We aren’t in the habit of 
arguing with Istvan, but one does feel a certain urge 
to ask; What for? Why do we need a paper all of 
a sudden? And what’s news around here, anyway? 

A monthly newspaper serves the College - and 
particularly the students - in a few ways. The most 
important service must be this; to make public 
(seriously or satirically) the issues which face 
us here. We are all affected by certain political 
decisions, administrative decisions, and personal 
decisions: if this newspaper is to be worth anything, 
it will have to provide both information and 
thoughtful opinions on these questions. Then we 
can begin to take part in such decisions - instead of 
being passively affected by them. 

St. John’s has always needed some line of 
communication besides mailbox-notes and 
cluttered bulliten boards. What we are trying to 
establish here is an open forum for discussion - and 
for argument, for information about the resources, 
events, and problems of the College. A paper makes 
possible more depth than a xeroxed note can offer, 
and still maintains an immediacy by appearing 
every month. 

Finally, this paper gives us a chance to speak to 
each other, to share our lives, offering the stories, 
poems and frustrations of being at this school with 
each other. A chance like that can’t be forced. If it 
comes forth, St. John’s will have something new 
and excellent; if it doesn’t come, there will be no 
newspaper at all. 

Why do we need a newspaper all of a sudden? It 
doesn’t matter. The services are here. We have a 
newspaper now, and nothing left to do but learn 
how to use it.”
-1983 (The Moon opening statement)

The first iterations of The Moon are the epitome 
of authenticity. The articles have been cut and 
taped onto one large piece of paper, off-center and 
slanted. There’s a special charm about these early 
issues, and it can only be attributed to the student 
effort put into them (or lack thereof). This is what 
The Moon has and always will be seeking to do: 
highlight student effort and acknowledge those on 
campus who may not have the loudest voice. The 
Moon is a place for conversation, and these early 

FROM THE ARCHIVES: THEN AND 
NOW
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ST. JOHN’S COLLEGE EMBRACES 
RADICAL POLITICAL AGENDA:

 READING WHITE JEWISH WOMAN 
FOR ALL-COLLEGE SEMINAR 

If you weren’t there (wait, you were!), here’s the 
scoop on this year’s all-college seminar, when our 
school—a paragon of liberalism among this country’s 
institutions of higher education—continued to 
wow the academic establishment. Not only was 
the offered selection poetry (a radical choice in 
itself) but written by a white, Jewish woman! 
After Joseph Conrad’s “Amy Foster”, a brilliant 
rejection of xenophobia and a striking testament 
to the college’s draconian policy of inclusivity, the 
selection of Louise Gluck poetry that arrived in 
our mailboxes was astounding. Who knew that St. 
John’s was willing to push us to the furthest edges 
of progressive intellectual thought? And who knew 
that we could do that through poems about irises, 
and poppies, and October, oh my! 

The selection for the seminar was certainly inspired 
by some of the movements the college has made in 

recent years to incorporate a more expansive set of 
readings. Just walk past the bookstore, and you’ll see 
in its display books by newer program authors such 
as Ta’Nehisi Coates, Allen Ginsberg, Joan Didion, 
Ntozake Shange, Roxane Gay, Peter Singer, and 
Edward Said. I’ve recently heard rumors that this 
year, the seniors read three chapters of Beauvoir, 
not two! And speaking of Gluck, perhaps it’s 
also pertinent to point out that the Maimonides 
readings are slowly taking up more and more of 
the December seminars: yet another case in point 
of the St. John’s agenda to convert Christians to 
Judaism. It’s not like we read any Christians with 
an agenda. Forget about the sophomore Exodus 
seminar on Yom Kipper: we’ll study Plato on 
Christmas and Easter Sunday next year, folks! It 
is a little extreme that all able-bodied men must 
report next Thursday to the high priest, Michael 
Golluber, for circumcision. But I digress. 

Did you know Gluck won the Nobel Prize? Just 
like the list of Pulizer prize winners, it is another 
imperceptibly small contrarian canon in the 
college’s quiver of arrows intended to knock down 
the neoliberal establishment. Next year, we might 
even read the work of the 2008 prize winner, an 
ambiguously attractive white man from France 
who wrote on “sensual ecstasy.” I don’t know about 
you, but I’m excited. 

Anyways, I return to the point. Does anyone else 
remember when the country underwent a racial 
reckoning and the college responded in full force, 
throwing all our political capita and alumni funding 
into maintaining the status quo of being irrelevant 
and aloof from pressing socio-political problems? 
No? Me neither. All I remember is the Conrad 
seminar… And now Gluck. Is Kierkegaard’s bit on 
the binding of Isaac not Jewish enough for you? It’s 
not like we don’t have other Jewish female authors 
in the program. Wait, what is that? We don’t? 
Sounds like the closest we get to an authoritative 
woman relishing her own autonomy is Beauvoir, 
but I made that joke already. All the college’s 
white men were too busy getting off on the nature 
of man to recognize that the nature of Gluck’s 
poetry is the female body. With the other hand, 
even Shakespeare’s Antony and Cleopatra has been 
relegated to the sidelines, likely because it involves 
the implication that a Roman politician would get 
down on his knees. But oh, Mrs. Dalloway! Oh, 
Woolf, how you’ve changed the narrative—naming 
your book after a woman! 

Well, St. John’s? If you like white Jewish women so 
much, I can write you some poetry next year. 

Elena Hochheiser (‘24)

issues prove to us that it always has been.  

Despite numerous spelling errors, obsolete forms 
of communication, and references to students long 
graduated, the mission statement of the October 
1983 issue of The Moon reflects our own publication. 
While we may not receive many mailbox notes and 
the bulletin boards are largely ignored, there still 
needs to be a direct line of communication between 
the students and the whole of the college. What 
better way to do that than a student-run publication? 
-2021

Natasha Potemkin (‘25)
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I want to make it clear that I plan to continue to do research 
on this issue throughout the year. This issue is one that 
requires months of long research and interviews to truly get 
to the bottom of the problems regarding Title IX and consent 
at this school. Title IX is a complicated and unjust system; 
but if the system itself is unjust, then the school must take a 
different and new course of action to make sure that students 
at this school feel safe and taken care of. This is a long awaited 
conversation that I will continue to have to fight until the day 
I graduate. This is just the beginning. 

St. John’s College was not my first choice. I figured 
I would end up at a large state school and was ready 
to enter the party scene that would come with it. But 
after having multiple experiences of being violated 
and taken advantage of throughout high school,  
I just wanted to be at a school that felt safe. St. 
John’s became more appealing each day. I figured 
that a school with less than 500 students would feel 
safe. That it would feel like a community. That if 
there ever were to be a sexual misconduct report, 
the school and community would take care of it. 
In fact, St. John’s promised this kind of safety and 
feeling of community during orientation. 

I hadn’t even been at St. John’s for five days when 
I learned that this school’s party culture is no safer 
than any other big state school. Within the first 
week I was given a list of over 10 names of people to 
avoid, people who are known abusers or who have 
a filed Title IX case against them. 

Freshmen being welcomed to campus with fear 
shouldn’t be normal. For such a small school, 
the amount of sexual misconduct cases that are 
reported but lead to no actual change is disgusting. 
I’ve been told that students feel discouraged from 
filing reports when trying to do the brave and scary 
act of attempting to file a case; if this is true, this 
is sickening. Being forced to continue to see and 
live with your abuser because the system that is 
there to protect students has failed students again 
and again is traumatizing. We will never be at a 
school where the entire student body is satisfied 
with the way reports of sexual misconduct are 
handled, but to be at a school where many students 
feel that their reports are discouraged from being 

filed is frightening. A school that prides itself on 
community yet leaves many students feeling unsafe 
on campus is unacceptable. 

It’s apparent that this issue is far larger than St. 
John’s. The system regarding Title IX is incredibly 
flawed and some circumstances are out of the 
school’s control. The fight to make Title IX more 
ethical will be an ongoing battle for the rest of our 
lives, but we can start within the culture in our 
school. 

Consent and party culture is an issue within nearly 
every college campus. Consent is something that is 
seen as black and white, but somehow gets viewed 
as a gray issue when drugs and alcohol become 
involved. Consent should be straightforward: If 
someone is not able to say yes, it’s a no. If their 
body language is off, it’s a no. If you have to 
wonder whether this person is sober enough to give 
consent, it’s a no. In our school culture, we need 
to stop viewing hooking up when both parties are 
visibly intoxicated as something that is normal and 
healthy. 

We also need to stop belittling victims when 
alcohol is involved. Let’s over-educate people in our 
community on boundaries and understanding the 
difference between someone who is in a healthy 
mindset to give consent, and when they are not. 
We need to not applaud people who help out their 
friends when they are drunk or who don’t try to 
come onto their friends when they’re drunk, and 
instead view such behavior as the bare minimum.
  
If you think that this essay is redundant, this is 
about you. If you feel alarmed or called out, this 
is about you. If you read the end of this and feel 
like you already know and practice everything 
regarding consent, practice harder. I too am still on 
an ongoing journey of learning about this and am 
making efforts to ask for consent in every setting 
to try and be a better member of my community. 
Consent is not a gendered issue. Consent is not 
something you learn once and then test for it and 
then forget about it the next day. Everyone on this 
campus can do better. Consent is something that 
can and should be on our minds at all times. 

School culture is not something that will change 
overnight. I know that this is not a new issue and 
that most of us are aware of this problem, but it’s 
not enough to just be aware of an issue like this. 
We need to all think about how we can do our part 
to create progress on campus and demand change. 
It’s time for a school that prides itself on the 
importance of having meaningful conversations to 
perhaps have its most important conversation yet.  

Bel Dodd (‘25)

ST. JOHN’S NEEDS A CHANGE NOW
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March 11, 2020, the Office of the Governor 
announced the first confirmed cases of COVID-19 
in the state of New Mexico. In the days that 
followed, the St. John’s Community were told to 
pack up their lives and plan not to come back for 
some time; first for a few weeks beyond spring 
break, then, indefinitely. I will not attempt to relay 
the feelings and events of that time in more detail; 
we who were here remember it all too well. What 
concerns me now is a question of the present. After 
more than a year away, are we really back?  

I would like to imagine that I am not alone in 
pondering this question. There is something not 
quite right since we all returned. There are the 
obvious changes: seminars and tutorials muffled 
behind masks, and classes desperate to claim the 
limited outdoor spaces that our peers might acquire 
the privilege of seeing each other’s faces, but 
these are not the strangenesses I mean. In nearly 
every case, our new circumstances have been met 
admirably and seriously, so far as I’ve seen, and 
they seem only slight annoyances to most. What 
then, is this strangeness, this questioning feeling 
that something is missing, that something is not 
quite right? Perhaps it’s just something gathered 
up in my head, some private anxiety I’ve failed to 
expunge in drunken rambling or therapy sessions; 
I can’t help but feel that this too is not quite right.  
It would be prudent to note, in this discourse on 
strange feeling, that there is much that is entirely 
normal at the college, as we settle into our return. 
The frequent smell of cigarette smoke on the 
Placitas, students crowding the dining hall, in-
person classes, the bell ringing before seminar, and 
so much more all feel deeply normal. Or, perhaps I 
should say, very much like they used to be. Maybe 
it is in that simple statement that the beginning of 
our answer may be found. Not normal, but as they 
were; as things used to be.  

It is a matter of course that time and things past 
can never be totally regained (panta rei, and all 
that), but is this our sole conclusion? There is 
wisdom in letting go of the past and working to 
live in the world of the present, but, amidst our 
current circumstances, I wonder if there isn’t a 
kind of withheld mourning that hides behind those 
platitudes about moving on. More than imagining, 
I am quite certain that I’m not alone in feeling the 
sense of despair at precious time lost, experience 
squandered, and an education contorted and bound 
that it might fit into the online domain. Maybe from 
this mourning, there is a feeling of incredulity: is 
this it? “We’re back”, and nothing more to say? 

ANXIOUS THOUGHTS ON 
THE YEAR OF RETURN: 
ARE WE REALLY BACK? 

The personal nature of this inquiry is most certainly 
evident now, if there was any doubt before. I betray 
myself as feeling at once rather uneasy as we work 
to reconnect with our lives in this place, and also 
deeply isolated, in that I am not sure how common 
this sense of unease may be among my peers. It 
may very well be that my earlier sentiment is 
true, that these are merely anxious ramblings that 
would be better expunged in private, but I remain 
unconvinced.  

None of this is to say that I claim to speak here for 
the entire community. I know a good number of 
people who enjoyed and truly thrived amidst our 
long period of isolation and “distanced learning”. 
Each of us has experienced these times differently, 
and more than half of the current student body 
is only now beginning their journey at St. John’s 
physically at St. John’s. There is no way I can do 
justice to all of these perspectives, and I do not 
wish to belittle those who may not sympathize with 
these anxious concerns. 

I am sure, however, that for many, the time we spent 
away was not merely a change in scenery, a slight 
shift from the current model of discourse; it was 
a spiritual vivisection. One of the most beautiful 
and unique communities of learners in the world 
saw itself torn to pieces and crammed into digital 
cells not two inches across. It is the strange and 
beautiful gathering of minds that makes this place 
so unique, and though we made an honorable, and 
perhaps even rather successful, effort to persist amid 
truly terrible conditions, that glorious effort cannot 
reconcile the difference between emerging from 
a classroom and turning off a screen. The former 
maintains a presence of community, a continuity of 
collective being, and offers a continuing platform 
for the work we do; the latter is fundamentally an 
act of separation.  

How do we come back from a year of something 
like this? If it wasn’t clear already, I definitely 
don’t have the answer. But I feel confident that, 
though we have returned to so much of what we 
once had, and though everyone is working to make 
this the best return it can be, something is still 
lacking. Some catharsis, that has yet to manifest. 
Perhaps it is my hope, despite not knowing quite 
how to begin, that we together might engage a bit 
more actively and openly with that question: are we 
really back?  

Jared Conahan (‘22)
 



Cartoon by

Jane Maberry 
(‘23)

Do You Have a Grievance(s)? And $1?  
If the answer to both of those questions is yes, send a letter naming only the cause of your 
grievence(s), not the grievence(s) itself, with $1 to either Editor-In-Chief. 

These will be featured in a page of grievances in our last issue for this semester. 
All paid-for grievances will be included and anonymous. 

Proceeds will go to support this very expensive newspaper...

The Assistant Dean Wants Your Tough Questions™
Don’t keep your Tough Questions™ to yourself, to your friends, or to your Instagram stories!
Ms. McGuiness will respond to a selection of Tough Questions™ in our December issue. 

Email kadomaitis@sjc.edu or balynch@sjc.edu with your Tough Questions™

The theme for our next issue is “Gadfly”
Submit your unhinged and stinging. Stir the pot. Corrupt the youth, and all that jazz. 
Deadline is November 26th. 


