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AN IMPISH INVITATION
Folks! Bad news! Or good news!

We do not have any ideas. They are all gone. Devoured. There is absolutely 
nothing that we can give you. It all is utterly gone. Regardless of our lack of 
creativity, our writers have ideas, and they always have better things to share. 

The bit about us not having any ideas is a lie. We have one. What we have 
is an invitation to contribute to the newspaper. Please react, and record your 
reactions via a final draft of a piece of writing between 50 and 800 words. Or 
even a high resolution photograph (at least 640 x 480 pixels). They can be 
related to the month’s theme or not. Send in a passionate letter to the editor, 
a contrarian counterpoint piece saturated with Program references, or even a 
harmlessly eccentric cartoon. The Moon, while belonging to no one, belongs to 
everyone.

We may or may not accept your submission (as it must go through an arduous 
selection process), but we can guarantee that each one will be read.

Speaking of, the brilliant staff of The Moon will be taking January 
off to develop February. And speaking of, the theme for February is 
SexLoveErosTearsWagesAnguishJoyDramaPowerChastity. We trust that you 
will make sense of it. 

Send submissions, questions and concerns to Javiera (jlromero@sjc.edu). 

That’s it.
Happy Holidays!

Editors-in-Chiefs

WHY YOU SHOULD WEAR A MASK 
LIKE YOU GIVE A DAMN

St. John’s College is lucky to be allowed to be back 
in person. It was a delicate balancing act across the 
country, and we’re particularly lucky that Santa Fe 
County for much of the pandemic was among the 
lowest in cases nationwide. Though a mask mandate 
was reinstated shortly before the semester began, it 
seemed as if college life had returned to as normal 
as the first (slightly muffled) seminar began.

Cut to October 30th, in the Great Hall: every other 
person is wearing a mask. It’s a COVID nightmare 
as all the ghouls and ghosts of St. John’s are 
joined together indoors dancing the night away—
any pretense of the “unless actively eating or 
drinking” rule demolished. As one of the Student 
Events Ambassadors responsible for setting up the 
event, and your local river troll in the Haunted 
Maze, I was so disappointed to see a normally 
contemplative and intelligent crowd of Johnnies 
taking such a risk. At a school sponsored event, no 
less! In particular, a school where the student body 
was not required to submit evidence of vaccination 
to live on campus. I know that you spent so long 
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and those whom we owe our 
gratitude...
The person/people who have been tearing down our 
posters in PSC for encouraging us to print on even more 
pieces of paper 

All those who attended our launch party and open forum 
for supporting The Moon

Abdullah Mirza, previous EIC of The Moon, for noticing 
that we numbered the first issue incorrectly

PaperTiger for printing 500 copies of these

The “Gadfly,” Annapolis’ newspaper, for letting us reprint 
one of their articles

A break that’s long enough to not be called a weekend 

A CONTEST?
WITH PRIZE?

and short enough to not be a break for reminding us that 
life is hard

And of course to the members of The Moon for writing 
for fun 

CORRECTIONS
pg. 1- “#1” should read “Vol. 24 Issue 1”
pg. 3- “Phobe Jackson” should read “Phoebe Jackson”

Folks! We’re feeling 
incredibly romantic  
and a little silly 
in anticipation for 
February...

To celebrate the 
month of love we 
will be holding a 
meme contest. 

Please post 
your best meme 
(theme and age 
appropriate) on The 
Moon’s corkboard 
in PSC.

The meme(s) that 
stay on the board 
the longest will win 
a complimentary 
pat on the back 
and a scrumptious 
fried good from our 
good friend Dunkin 
Donuts...

The Moon is the student newspaper of St. John’s College-Santa Fe. We 
produce free, monthly publications that feature news, satire, cartoons, 
and other feats of student journalism. Any opinions published are held by 
the writer of each given article. Submissions are accepted. However, we 
reserve the right to edit as we see fit. 
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trying to craft the perfect Halloween costume, but 
is a sexy nurse costume going to be hindered by a 
surgical mask? Is there any costume hindered by 
prudence? With 50 positive cases a day in Santa 
Fe County currently, all it takes is a large enough 
gathering of unmasked Johnnies testing positive for 
the administration to announce another scramble 
back to distance learning.

Our campus is lucky to be nestled high in the 
mountains like an ancient repository of knowledge 
in a city and a state that took the outbreak of the 
pandemic extremely seriously—and this isn’t a 
blessing that should be taken lightly.

The problem is two-fold: this comes down on 
both the administration and the student body. As 
a community, we should actually give a goddamn 
about doing things right. Did some of our students 
miss the mantra that was everywhere during 
the pandemic? Wear a mask! An article recently 
published in the Guardian says that “Results 
from more than 30 studies from around the world 
were analyzed in detail, showing a statistically 
significant 53% reduction in the incidence of Covid 
with mask wearing and a 25% reduction with 
physical distancing”. And not just as a meaningless 
demonstration of compliance with school and state 
guidelines: there is evidence of breakthrough cases 
for people fully immunized. We, as a community, 
got lucky. No thanks to the administration who 
does very little to enforce the masking mandate 
as some people walk around the halls without a 
mask. It’s not that hard, and they’re cheap and 
easy to procure, and the hard-working folks at 
Switchboard can’t just give people masks all the 
time. Cloth masks are great because they can be 
machine washed!

I understand how difficult it can be to confront 
some Johnnies about the proper application of 

human decency—you could wind up getting called 
a soyboy or have Nietzche quoted at you before the 
person victimized by empathy storms off. But, if 
you’ve enjoyed having school in person as I have, 
you’ll understand that the only reason we were given 
this incredible opportunity is that the majority of 
the country has been vigilant and taken the threat 
seriously. Don’t screw this up for everybody.

Abram Klaassen (‘25)

I HATE BEING TRANS
 “I am a worm and not a man, scorned by 
everyone, despised by the people” (Psalm 22:6). 

A Johnnie classic: post-seminar-coffee-shop respite. 
Our seminar gets out 30 minutes early, so it’s 
completely empty save the other two members of my 
core: a trans woman and a cis man. We sit around 
a table with our food: one container of fries. The 
trans woman starts to talk about being misgendered. 
“I don’t understand” she begins, “why some people 
don’t automatically use she/her pronouns for me.” 
I listen pensively, quietly seething. This was the 
first week of classes, meaning I had to clarify my 
gender identity—nonbinary, they\them, Mx—
in every class. It’s uncomfortable to begin with, 
never mind the slip ups. I had one tutor almost 
deadname me, reading my middle name, Storms, 
rather than my chosen name, Storm. In that same 
interaction, I also had to instate honorifics into 
the introductions—since I go by Mx instead of a 
traditional Mr or Ms. Another tutor forced me to 
repeat my honorific after assuming I had said Ms 
instead of Mx. During a different introduction 
in a different class, the tutor asked us to only say 
our pronouns if they wouldn’t guess them, again 
forcing me to become the odd one out. I hate being 
reminded of my gender. I hate being reminded that 
I exist outside of normalcy. I hate asking things 
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WHY WE MUST REFRAME HOW WE 
TALK ABOUT TITLE IX

In this story, there are three main characters: 
Title IX, students, and the administration. This is 
a story with no clear hero, and no clear villain. 
Everyone is looking for someone to blame for the 
problems we see on campus, but the truth is more 
complicated than one bad guy. The main problem 
on campus that is contributing to this narrative is 
misinformation. Misinformation is at the core of 
this issue.  

Several years back, a tutor oversaw the handling of 
Title IX cases. At smaller colleges, it’s common for 
Title IX cases to only be a small part of someone’s 
job since there often are fewer cases filed at smaller 
schools. Over time, St. John’s found that leaving 
Title IX cases up to a tutor was problematic. During 
this time, an extremely low number of cases were 
filed. This does not mean assault wasn’t happening 

of other people, to engage with my difference. I 
hate seeing how difficult it is for them to adjust. I 
hate making them have to adjust. I take another fry 
and listen to my core-mate, the tension inside me 
building. I cut her off. 

“You know, it’s difficult for trans people that don’t 
pass, because they end up getting misgendered all 
the time. And it’s frustrating for these trans people 
because each time, it’s a new person. Which is 
tough because cis people have never had to develop 
this skill before. It’s completely new to them. So, 
cis people are being thrown into an environment 
where they are expected to get it right all the time 
while also actively dismantling this framework that’s 
been drilled into them from birth. But the problem 
is, though each person may only misgender me one 
time in the course of a day or week, for me it’s 
cumulative. And it feels so bad every single time.”

I pause, taking an aggressive bite of fries. I calmly, 
clearly suppressing annoyance, earnestly continue.

 “And it’s difficult not to get angry when I’ve been 
misgendered so many times in one day. Honestly, 
I have no logical place to direct my anger. Because 
each person is legitimately trying their best, for me 
to get angry at them might cause them to become 
angry at trans people or stop trying to correctly 
gender people all together. So really, we as trans 
people must do all we can to encourage cis people’s 
development of this new skill. Because truthfully, 
they hold all the power.”

My trans friend begins to refute, I continue.

 “Especially when we as trans people don’t conform to 
easily understood gender roles. This group of wacky 
gender-bending trans-folk actively choose to make 
it harder for cis people to interpret, understand, 
and interact with our preferred gender identity. In 
other words, when we have the audacity to actively 
choose to not “pass” as what we identify with, we 
are purposefully choosing to make cis people’s lives 
more difficult when engaging with us.”

I start getting more engaged, still pausing to eat 
more fries, relishing in the tension present within 
the dead space. I continue. 

“So why, then, do trans people expect so much so 
quickly from cis people? Because honestly, how 
much obligation does any given person have to 
another person in a social situation? Is a stranger 
obligated to bring water to somebody else, do their 
homework, give them a consensual free fondle? 
No, all of these are considered favors, existing 
outside the realm of necessary. It’s absurd, really, 
what we expect from them. Which is why trans 
people should stop being such little bitches when 
they get misgendered and be the tiny, submissive, 
little fucking worms that they are. Because when 
we gender-rats get misgendered by these nice 
unassuming cis people, who graciously choose to 
subsequently correct themselves, it means they are 
trying. They are extending us the ultimate hand of 
sacrifice, and our job is to not squander it. We need 
to recognize that. Our job is only to support. We 
cannot- we should not- because really, what’s the 
point? What is the point of telling them, revealing 
to them, exposing ourselves, showing them how all 
this shit really makes us feel?”

Storm White (‘24)
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on campus but just that students didn’t feel as 
comfortable filing a Title IX case with their tutor. 
St. John’s was aware of their broken system and 
was alarmed at how low the number of cases filed 
was, and so Christine Guevara was brought in.
 
Ms. Guevara wears many different hats in her 
job as Executive Director of Campus Health and 
Wellness. She oversees everything on campus that 
involves student activity, including Title IX. When 
people have a complaint about the process, Ms. 
Guevara is often who comes to mind. “My job as 
Title IX coordinator is to make sure the process 
happens according to our policy. I’m not a decision 
maker, but I want students to know that they’re 
supported and that they have rights,” says Ms. 
Guevara. 

Title IX has been a slow process to institute. 
Congress passed Title IX in 1972 in response to 
inequalities women faced in education. In 1977, 
a federal court ruled that schools not only are 
liable for discrimination among students, but that 
schools also must respond to allegations of sexual 
harassment committed by professors. It wasn’t until 
two decades later, in 1997, that courts began to rule 
that schools must also respond to cases of student 
harassment committed by other students.  

While many students on campus still feel like we 
might as well be back in 1977, where you couldn’t 
even report a sexual abuse case because it did 
not yet fall under Title IX, we at least have some 
recourse. At St. John’s, before a student can file 
a case, they must write and collect evidence. But 
when assault happens behind closed doors with no 
one there as a witness, evidence can be hard to 
find. After a student files a Title IX case, the Title 
IX Coordinator may then determine that a 60-day 
investigation needs to occur. After the investigation, 
a hearing is then set in place for both the accuser 
and the accused. An attorney is also at the hearing 
to ensure that the  process is fair on both sides.  

One of the most challenging things about the Title 
IX process is that it often does not result in what 
students had in mind. The most the school can do 
is expel a student, but that only happens in extreme 
cases. So, while a victim may feel they will only 
achieve justice if their abuser is kicked out, often 
the most that can happen is a no-contact order. 
“Students have every right to go to the police,” 
says Ms. Guevara, “They can file a Title IX case as 
well as going to the police and we can help them 
through that process. The school does not have 
jurisdiction. We only have jurisdiction on campus 
and have to make a decision about what’s best for 
the community.”  

This year, within the first three months back on 

campus, twice as many Title IX reports (10 total) 
have been filed than were reported all last year. 
“More cases tell us that students are aware of 
regulations, aware of their rights, and are reporting 
those incidents to us,” says Ms. Guevara. The 
administration only knows of the reports currently 
filed, but there are so many other cases that go 
unreported because students feel unsupported and 
intimated to file a case. “There is a lot of confusion 
around the Title IX process, and because of that 
confusion there’s a lot of assumptions being made. 
We want to do a better job to offer clarification 
about the process to the student body in order to 
build more awareness,” says Ms. Guevara. 

Cartoon by Jane Maberry (‘23)

Students need to be able to understand and 
comprehend the Title IX process. The St. John’s 
student handbook lays out the current Sexual 
Misconduct Policy. This policy is where we must 
work with the administration to revise and create a 
new way to access this information in a way that’s 
easier to understand. Much of St. John’s Sexual 
Misconduct Policy in the Student Handbook 
consists of definitions. While these definitions are 
necessary to make sure everyone understands their 
role when it comes to a Title IX case, some of the 
terms used feel belittling to victims. If someone 
had just been raped and decides to file a Title IX 
case, they would be called the complainant in this 
process - while their abuser would be called the 
respondent. It’s written this way because people are 
innocent until proven guilty, but students who have 
just been harmed find the language problematic 
because it belittles their experience. The school can 
only make a difference on campus, and so many 
students who have Title IX cases against them are 
still allowed to roam campus freely. It’s a scary 
reality, but it’s a reality within the system. 

Filing a Title IX case is complicated, difficult, 
and an emotional process. Next year’s freshmen 
deserves to be welcomed into a community that 
truly feels like a community. They deserve to feel 
safe on campus, and they deserve to learn about the 
narrative surrounding Title IX on campus with the 
full truth. We have a long way to go before we can 
all feel supported and safe on campus, but we must 
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It is an unsettling thought that an alleged “great 
books school” would have need for manuals written 
by and for the school itself. Yet, St. John’s has an 
abundance of tutor authored manuals distributed 
every year for each class. While it is true that the 
manuals for lab science are selections from great 
books, and the language manuals contain much 
of the same, it is the music program that has a 
distinct lack of great books to its name. True, 
the first half of the Sophomore music manual is 
dedicated to the works of Monteverdi, Bach, and 
Palestrina, but the second half titled Introduction 
to Tonal Harmonic Analysis and may as well be 
from an introductory music course from any college 
in America. Aside from my own feelings about the 
efficiency of this section, it is a violation of the 
principle of learning through primary sources that 
the St. John’s curriculum is built upon.  

“If learning through the great books is so damn 
important, why do we learn Ancient Greek from a 
textbook?” Some overly-eager reader may ask. Well, 
we learn Ancient Greek from our Greek textbook 
so that we can translate Plato, Aristotle, etc., while 
the Sophomore music manual teaches us modern 
music theory so that we can analyze… Bach? 

What sense does this make? It is as if, through 
analogy, we were learning modern Greek to analyze 
Sophocles.  

first start by changing the way we tell this story. 

Bel Dodd (‘25)

ST. JOHN’S MUSIC, WHAT’S THE 
POINT? 

For the first part of Sophomore music, we study 
Fux’s The Study of Counterpoint. This book, while 
not only being incredibly clear and concise, gives 
students the tools to not only understand the music of 
Bach and other composers who wrote contrapuntal 
music, but to also write counterpoint compositions. 
Much like Laboratory science, students have a 
hands-on opportunity to see physical examples of 
the material. Yet, having only gone through the 
first five species of counterpoint in a few weeks, 
we completely abandon Fux in exchange for the 
infamous Introduction to Tonal Harmonic Analysis.  

Why do we not (1) continue  read the whole of 
The Study of Counterpoint, (2) incorporate our 
study of counterpoint into the analysis of certain 
compositions, (3) move on to a different book of 
music theory which more so incorporates harmonic 
analysis (for a few examples: Niedt’s The Music 
Guide, Tchaikovsky’s Guide to the Practical Study 
of Harmony, Zuckerkandl’s Sense of Music), and 
(4) have more music practicas such as writing 
counterpoint compositions? Have we forgotten so 
thoroughly the words of our venerable master J.J. 
Fux when he said, “… since, (action being the test 
of excellence) this was the greater need”? 

Following with the theme of this issue of The 
Moon, I hope to be a gadfly for those tutors, past 
and present, who conceived of Introduction to 
Harmonic Analysis, and push them to consider 
why they thought it was necessary. Perhaps this 
article will also generate more gadflies within the 
SCI who will open up public discussions about the 
music program as a whole. Perhaps I also wish to 
sting all of you, dear readers, so you will question 
how you yourselves are complicit in this part of the 
program which is so obviously broken.

Javiera Romero (‘24)  

WHAT IS THE DEAL WITH 
LEO STRAUSS

A spectre is haunting St. John’s College - the 
spectre of Straussianism! The name of Leo Strauss 
is only uttered in hushed whispers, a mysterious 
figure who haunts St. John’s from amongst the 
shadows and beyond the grave. Anyone who is 
paying attention has heard of the man, but very few 
know really who he is. So who was Leo Strauss? 

In search of an answer to this question, I joined 
the Leo Strauss book club. We’re reading through 
a collection of Strauss’ essays, edited by a Strauss 
scholar named Thomas L. Pangle. The first batch 
of essays exemplified what is known in the scene as 
“Strauss’s Critique of Moral Relativism.” 
(cont. on pg. 8)  

Gadfly by Donna Padilla (‘24)
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Despite his strengths, Leo Strauss was not a 
particularly exciting thinker, and his followers 
definitely were not. I had a lovely thanksgiving 
conversation with Mark Roosevelt’s wife Martha 
(Dorothy), in which she revealed the president of 
our college’s borderline disdain towards Leo Strauss. 
I’m tempted to say that the secrecy surrounding 
Leo Strauss is precisely to compensate for how 
unexciting of a thinker he was. The cult becomes 
a fun ritual surrounding an otherwise mundane 
intellectual. 
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The critique basically ran like this: you claim to 
believe in no transcendent moral values, and yet 
you yourself are making a value judgement in your 
lack of belief! Strauss proceeds to apply this critique 
to a variety of modern thinkers—Marx, Nietzsche, 
Heideggar—no sacred cow remains unturned. I 
found his critique of Marx particularly inane—to 
my eyes, Marx does not posit an ahistorical set 
of values, and therefore is not hypocritical. This 
sparked heated discourse with a tutor who was 
sitting in for the first, and quite possibly last, time. 
He defended Strauss’ critique and accused Marx 
of being something along the lines of a closet 
humanist, possessing subterranean ahistorical 
values Marx himself refused to fully expound upon.
I emphasize Strauss’s critique of Marx for purely 
non-ideological reasons. Strauss has a bone to pick 
in particular with Marx and Marxists, because 
Strauss saw an aspect of his mission as defending 
liberal democracy against the looming red menace. 
If you’ve ever heard the neologism Athens and 
Jerusalem before, you might be surprised to learn 
that it originated with Leo Strauss. Strauss held 
fast to the idea that everything transcendentally, 
absolutely, great about Western Civilization™ can 
be traced back to two sources: the Bible, and ancient 
Greek rationalism. The essence of the concept 
was fully explicated by later neoconservative 
intellectuals such as Ben Shapiro, where it served 
as justification for U.S expansion into the Middle 
East. The theme of Leo Strauss’s ideology being 
used to rationalize U.S foreign policy will be one 
recurring in later essays (if The Moon continues to 
publish me), so stay tuned.

The later essays we read, like those contained in 
the section dubbed Esoteric Teachings,  I liked a 
lot more. Strauss is an adept reader of the Greeks, 
particularly Plato, and reading him made me want 
to revisit a great deal of the freshman curriculum. 
Leo Strauss defends an ahistorical reading of great 
thinkers, the idea being that someone like Plato 
should be primarily understood abstractly from his 
historical context. This concept has clearly been 
influential upon the St. John’s curriculum, and to 
my mind it’s a pretty good way to teach seminars. 
I became more enthusiastic about the book club 
when Strauss started writing about how to read the 
Greeks.

Aside from myself, the Leo Strauss book club is 
full of intelligent and open-minded people, and 
we became fast friends. One of the members even 
gifted me a novel called Ravelstein, by Saul Bellow. 
Ravelstein, according to my friend, is much loved 
by one of the tutors here. The novel is essentially a 
lightly fictionalized biography of Allan Bloom, one 
of Leo Strauss’s exponentially less talented acolytes. 
An amusing section of Ravelstein describes Allan 
Bloom’s stand-in leading a seminar and speculating 

on the sex lives of his students. I have tried not to 
think too hard about the implications of this scene. 

A far more controversial aspect of the book is that 
it ends with Ravelstein dying of AIDS. It’s an open 
secret that Allan Bloom, despite expending a lot of 
energy on screeds attacking 1960s queer culture, 
was a gay man who possibly died of the disease. 
Saul Bellow is asserting that he did, which is a very 
tendentious claim among the Straussian set and 
has made Saul Bellow a polarizing figure. Many 
Straussian scholars seem to believe that things of 
this nature are best left hidden, to be understood by 
only the most enlightened interpreters.

One of the questions that’s been lingering in the 
back of my mind throughout this journey regarding 
Leo Strauss and his followers is: why the secrecy? 
I recall a conversation with one of my tutors—I 
approached him cordially and asked him frankly 
if he was a Straussian. He laughed for what felt 
like twenty minutes straight, then said “that’s a 
very loaded question.” One has to wonder what the 
question was loaded with.



I find this explanation unsatisfying. There has to 
be something more, the cult of personality with 
regard to Leo Strauss cannot be mere masturbatory 
social performance. What that thing is, what lies 
behind all the secrecy regarding Leo Strauss at St. 
John’s college, I hope we will discover together in 
the months to come. 

Gabriel Slidders (‘24)

I sit here, Friday, November 26th, confused. Having 
just googled Pano Kanelos’ brilliant thought 
experiment that is the University of Austin, I find 
myself bereft of anything beyond a bare-bones 
website, a WordPress, and even a witticism that 
provides deeper insight into its profound pursuit 
of truth than a string of opinion pieces on the 
websites of B-list news sources and Bari Weiss’ 
personal anti- anti-Zionist echo chamber. Yet the 
headline of a new New York Times article—which, 
I should add, I can’t access because I spent my 
four free articles for the month reading about mid-
1990s Massachusetts gubernatorial races—shocks 
me: “In Highly Anticipated 2022 Princeton Review 
Rankings, St. John’s College Loses Title of Most 
Contrarian to the University of Austin.”  

To be honest, I’m truly devastated. Half of St. 
Johns’ advertising materials I received had a quote 
from that article on the cover: “Let your collegiate 
peers elsewhere design their own majors and frolic 
with Kerouac. For you it’s Kant.” Did Kant even 
frolic? I pictured him as a two-minute missionary 
kind of guy, myself, but okay. “You’re not here for 
Bahn Mi. You’re here for Baudelaire.” Little did 
you know the burning passion most of us wake 
up with for Sage dining’s tofu scramble. Have 
you tried the old-fashioned donuts? I hear they’re 
program inspired: bland and dry. If you ever want 
to partake in Weigle Hall’s circle jerk even more, 
just walk upstairs in Peterson to see a framed copy 
of the famed Frank Bruni article. He not only 
signed the poster (did he?) but gave the school a 
gold star sticker for effort. Good job! St. John’s 
too, selectively picks quotations from East Coast 
newspapers that caused our 20-year entrenchment 
in Afghanistan to build our institution’s personal 
aesthetic. How contrarian!
  
But then again, nothing can compare to the 
subversive institution that is the University of 
Austin. As Kanelos said himself: “It will surely seem 
retro—perhaps even countercultural—in an era of 
massive open online courses and distance learning 
to build an actual school in an actual building with 

as few screens as possible. But sometimes there is 
wisdom in things that have endured.” Sounds to 
me like Kanelos left St. John’s because it was too 
much like his ideal academic institution: an actual 
building—actually, we have a few—and a staff of 
technologically inept tutors. Known for his massive 
ego (but not much for his endurance), it’s no surprise 
Kanelos felt no need to continue at the institution 
the former Massachusetts Democratic candidate for 
governor says teaches you to be a better lover. Why 
am I even here? The satire writes itself.  

So how indeed did the new think tank steal 
our contrarian card? Look no further than the 
curriculum it claims to espouse. No reading list, no 
proposed course selections. Just a page on its lofty 
ideals, right out of the Platonic playbook. No noble 
lie here. This will be a synthesis of great thinking 
and great doing. Who are the world’s greatest doers? 
Sappho, Cleopatra, Alcibiades—all long gone, but 
can you still introduce me? If it’s good enough for 
Elon Musk and Joe Rogan, it’s good enough for 
you. They should put that their college sweatshirts. 
Maybe the back can read “my boyfriend never eats 
me out.” Speaking of forbidden fruit, have I told you 
about their forbidden courses summer program? If 
you’ve wanted to ask provocative questions, have I 
found the place for you! Examples include: What is 
anti-Semitism, and how do I avoid thinking about 
it? Was Achilles gay? How do I get a job writing 
obtuse fluff opinion pieces about higher education?

Elena Hochheiser (‘24) 
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ST. JOHN’S COLLEGE LOSES TITLE OF 
MOST CONTRARIAN TO UNIVERSITY 

OF AUSTIN
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FROM THE GADFLY ITSELF:
THE BLACK PARADE: REFLECTIONS 

ON LIFE, DEATH, AND DISEASE
My Chemical Romance’s The Black Parade tells 
the story of a dying cancer patient, labelled “The 
Patient”, specifically focusing on his interpersonal 
relationships and the experiences that shaped him. 
In my track-by track review, I describe how each 
song is incorporated in the album’s story and tells 
a piece of the life of “The Patient”.

Starting with the steady beeping of a heart monitor 
and strumming of guitar, “The End.” exudes 
bitterness and anger, as “The Patient” reflects on 
his impending death and funeral. Lyrics such as 
“You’ve got front row seats to the penitence ball / 
When I grow up, I want to be / Nothing at all” seem 
to show he wasn’t a good person in life, with later 
songs detailing his past experiences, and exemplify 
his cynicism in the face of his fate. At its climax, 
the song expresses the helplessness and desperation 
of “The Patient” as he pleads to be saved.

“Dead!” takes on a sarcastic and darkly comedic 
tone, with lyrics such as “You heard the news that 
you’re dead? / No one ever had much nice to say / I 
think they never liked you anyway”, conveying how 
“The Patient” believes he will not be remembered 
fondly after he dies. At the song’s end, the lyrics “If 
life ain’t just a joke / Then why are we laughing? 
/ If life ain’t just a joke / Then why am I dead?” 
creates sympathy for“The Patient”, as the listener 
sees his morbid outlook on life upon his death.

“This Is How I Disappear” evolves from steady 
beats to interludes of fast-paced instrumentals and 
louder, grittier vocals. Later in the song , the vocals 
change, becoming higher pitched and artificially 
affected. They then erupt into a flurry of screams 

matching the melody, with lead vocalist Gerard 
Way both singing and shouting the lyrics. By the 
end, Way’s voice softly fades out, and we are back 
to the song’s original melody. Through both the 
song’s extreme and quieter moments, we can hear 
the struggle of “The Patient” over a loved one’s 
possible abandonment.

“The Sharpest Lives” begins with Way’s low, 
almost-growling voice, before becoming incredibly 
energetic with a stellar and complex guitar solo. 
The inner turmoil of “The Patient” is conveyed 
through frightening imagery, while the repeated 
lyric “I’ve really been on a bender and it shows” 
expresses how “The Patient” possibly
copes with his mortality through alcoholism.

“Welcome to the Black Parade” starts out with 
a quiet piano melody before evolving into fast-
paced rock with spectacular, stark key changes 
reminiscent of Queen’s “Bohemian Rhapsody”. In 
contrast to his cynical perspective in “Dead!”, “The 
Patient” subconsciously hopes his loved ones will 
carry his memory with them fondly.

“I Don’t Love You” is a soulful, low key ballad, 
though the prevalent rock influences are clearly 
shown in the song’s climax. The lyrics “When you 
go / And would you even turn to say / I don’t love 
you / Like I did yesterday” and “When you go / 
Would you have the guts to say / I don’t love you / 
Like I loved you yesterday” cleverly contrast “The 
Patient’s” feelings towards his lover, transitioning 
from wonder to an angry bitterness.

“House of Wolves” is an over- the-top look at the 
afterlife, and its incorporation of “Ring Around the 
Rosie” only increases the song’s hamminess. The 
lyrics seem to parallel a priest’s sermon, albeit in 
a darkly humorous way. “The Patient’s” belief that 
he will go to Hell is conveyed near the song’s end, 
with Way’s erratic and disconnected vocals.

“Cancer” is a slower song with a subdued key 
change. It has brutally honest lyrics displaying the 
effects of cancer. Way shows how much pain “The 
Patient” is in through a voice that is broken and 
tired as he sings. The repeated lyric “‘Cause the 
hardest part of this / Is leaving you” also displays 
“The Patient’s” internal struggle.

“Mama” displays the mental state of “The Patient” 
through the song’s nightmarish portrayal of war, 
expressed by the key changes and subtle, quieter 
background sounds of bombs at the song’s beginning. 
The lyrics “She said, ‘You ain’t no son of mine / For 
what you done there” and “And when you go / Don’t 
return to me, my love” demonstrate the effects of 
war on the relationship of “The Patient” with his 
mother. It is clear the mother doesn’t forgive her 
son for his actions in war; her weeping displays her 
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cries for her son and the monster he has seemingly 
become. The mother’s feelings are only enhanced 
by Liza Minelli’s vocals, adding a layer of sultriness, 
sadness, and elegance to the lyrics. Near the song’s 
end, Way starts screaming the word “Mama”, in 
resemblance of a child throwing a temper tantrum.

“Sleep” details the war-trauma of “The Patient”, 
with disturbing
intermittent voice recordings in the background 
of Way describing his nightmares. His screams 
of “wake up” convey the erratic madness beneath 
the emotions within the track. The lyrics brutally 
express the anger and sadness of “The Patient” over 
being forever changed after his return from war.

“Teenagers” examines societal views of young adults. 
In the wake of increasing school violence, the song 
offers a bleak portrayal of how teenagers can be 
affected by bullying and mental health issues. Its 
steady rock beat becomes more unpredictable and 
energetic. Despite being memorable and catchy, to 
me, the song is out of place in the story’s progression.

“Disenchanted” is a somber song, with “The 
Patient” directing bitterness toward his lover. It 
creates a metaphor between a person’s life and a 
movie through the lyrics “We watched our lives 
on the screen / I hate the ending myself / But it 
started with an alright scene.” Way’s vocals seem to 
convey a realization as “The Patient” looks back on 
his life and regrets his journey.

“Famous Last Words” utilizes grand guitar riffs and 
drum beats, with particularly impressive high notes 
from Way. The song gives a powerful message of 
hope through its lyrics “I am not afraid to keep on 
living” and “Nothing you can say can stop me going 
home”, as “The Patient” is unafraid to stay alive.

“Blood” begins with silence before starting with an 
almost-vaudevillian melody. Way’s “rockstar” grit is 
showcased during the song’s mini-
climax. The song is an entertaining and humorous 
end to the album’s official tracks, with its lyrics 
calling back to the hospital stay of “The Patient”.

“Kill All Your Friends” has a melody similar to 
“Teenagers”, a steady beat, and an intermittent 
guitar riff. Way enunciates every word, and his 
background scream is a unique ending touch. 
When he screams a sentence’s final word, his voice 
is filled with desperate bitterness and it sounds like 
he’s crying. Through its lyrics, the song conveys 
“The Patient”’s vow to survive.

“Heaven Help Us”, through its intense yet calming 
melody, is a song of desperation. “The Patient” begs 
for himself and loved ones to enter heaven and 
includes frightening angelic imagery and religious 
symbolism.

“My Way Home Is Through You” is filled with 
clear harmonies and fast- paced drum beats. The 
gritty vocals are particularly memorable, as Way 
growls at the final word of lyric “What I’d do / Just 
to get back in her arms”, possibly calling back to 
“The Patient”’s lover.

This album is an absolutely stellar, worthwhile 
listen. The instrumentals are impressive and 
sometimes jaw-dropping, and each song incorporates 
traditional and heavy rock differently. Way’s vocal 
abilities are also fantastic; he puts his all into 
conveying “The Patient”’s varying emotions. In The 
Black Parade, My Chemical Romance tells a tragic, 
yet hopeful, story. 

Josephine Dowd (AN ‘2)

SHOELESS PEERS
I’m in my Language Tutorial, and it’s a Tuesday, 
objectively the worst day of the week. It’s 1:30pm, 
an hour where the last thing I want to witness 
is a single toe, let alone an abundance of them. 
But (of course) there they are, ten staring at me, 
while perched on the sweet, innocent Johnnie 
chair beside me. It’s a perfect storm, and this is my 
breaking point. 

I can handle bare feet on the Grassy Knoll. There, 
at least, one can feel connected to the Earth without 
the barrier of a rubber sole. However, what isn’t 
appreciated is a foot less than the length of another 
foot away from me inside the walls of SFH. It feels 
criminal to be that close to a naked foot while 
learning Greek. 

However, it’s not just me who has an obvious 
problem with this. You may have seen the signs 
recently posted in Peterson, both outside the coffee 
shop and the dining hall. They say, “NO SHOES, 
NO SHIRT, NO MASK, NO SERVICE.” These 
were not here at the beginning of the semester. The 
surge of shoeless peers has reached a level where 
even Sage has put their foot down. And it’s wearing 
a shoe.   

Nevertheless, as winter arrives, I hope that my 
fellow students decide to cover up. The last thing I 
want is an epidemic of frostbitten extremities. So, if 
you’re notoriously shoeless and reading this, I want 
you to know while I don’t support you, I do care 
about your wellbeing. Please take caution when 
barefoot. You never know when the weather will 
threaten your little piggies.   

Natasha Potemkin (‘25)



DECEMBER CROSSWORD
Crafted by Elena Hochheiser (‘24) 

and Bridget Lynch (‘23)

ACROSS
3. DILF Protagonist from Freshman Year
6. Hopefully, You’ll Get Here by Junior Year
11. “Sports”
13. Cherished Tradition Brutally Suppressed by Dean
14. Another Popular Johnnie Hobby
16. A Vegan’s/Vegetarian’s favorite lab practicum
17. Cartesian Affirmation
21. 101 Class for Liberal Arts Degree
22. ?Freshman Music?
24. First Line Poses Mommy Issues, but in French
25. Brings Up Military History in Seminar
26. Local Investing, Considered Not a Luxury, or, Where 
You Sit

DOWN
1. Johnnie Santa Fe Safe Space
2. _____ Troll
4. Common Clothing Destination for “Fashionably 
Destitute” Johnnies
5. Popular Johnnie Hobby
7. Mandatory in Johnnie Closet
8. MILF Protagonist from Freshman Year
9. Middle Stall Lock Girl’s Restroom Winiarski
10. Best Euclid Prop/Commonly Cited Scripture at 
Sports Games
12. First Three Letters of the Alphabet
15. Common Summer Destination for Emotionally 
Destitute Johnnies
18. My God, My God...
19. Alive? Dead?
20. Lesbian anthem ft. Princess Nokia
23. Character that makes R&J a Comedy


