
the     Gadfly
February 6th, 2023

Vol. XLIV, Issue 7
St. John’s College
Annapolis, Maryland THE NATURE ISSUE



1

Logos  
Delegate Council Herald Report  3
Questions With Helen Felbek  5
Dispatches from the Inauguration 7

Symposium
Ms. Seeger 10
Reflections on Monet  12
Life, Death, Void, Harmony 14
The Procession of Life  16

Polis
Know Thyself 18
Letter from an Anxious Learner   20
" Lines from the Marlboro Trail 
Before Rain"        21
"A Moment"  22
"The Spider's Narrative" 23
"Nature's Metronome"  24
Horoscope 26

Contents

THE STRUCTURE
Logos typically holds news reports and narratives 
of immediate relevance to the Polity. The purpose 
here is to develop a shared reservoir of information 
relating to campus life and the community.

Symposium offers the opportunity for our readers to 
thoughtfully consider contrasting opinions regarding 
a particular topic. 

Polis serves as a platform for elevating voices in 
our community. Here we find letters to the editor, 
columns, cartoons, and submitted pieces.

Letter rom the Editor
Behold! 2023’s second issue of the Gadfly is here. Inside these pages 
you’ll find a host of new and experimental changes to our school paper 
with regard to our staff, design, and content alike. This is also the first 
issue in which I have the honor of serving as Editor-in-chief. I invite you 
all not only to read the thoughts, opinions, and reflections of your peers, 
but also to engage and interact with what they have to say: stir the 
polity, create discourse, gossip and talk your shit—take our namesake 
and truly be a gadfly. Because what’s this paper’s purpose if not just that? 

This issue’s cover is a way for all of us here at the Gadfly, who tirelessly 
think, and type, and click, and take pride in our school and our paper, to 
admit our faults, admit we study philosophy, and, most important of all, 
continue to admit as much criticism from the polity as you’ll give us. In 
recent weeks, the Gadfly has been called a foul nest of faux 
intellectualism, corruption, prentention [sic], and nepotism. Well, if we 
must commit to nepotism, let it be a nepotism for all. Submit your 
pieces. Write your stories. Share your opinions and interests. Make 
yourself known and make your voice heard here in the pages of this 
publication. For posterity. For your future. For however long it takes 
people to eventually throw a copy of the Gadfly in the trash—probably 
two weeks, approximately. 

I’d also like to take this space to thank our new staff writers who have 
dove right in and contributed immediately and immensely to the 
construction of this issue. As you might’ve already noticed, we are also 
undergoing an exciting and only slightly ongoing redesign. So get the 
word out: writers, come write. Artists and graphic designers: come do 
art. Our meetings take place every Sunday at noon in the King Williams 
Room of the BBC. If you’re interested in submitting your writing or art 
to the Gadfly, please reach out to me at djnathan@sjc.edu or our 
Managing Editor Luke Briner at lbriner@sjc.edu. And remember—
tyranny, aristocracy, timocracy, oligarchy, and even democracy all die in 
darkness.

– Daniel Nathan
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With the new semester comes a renewed Delegate 
Council. Gone are the days of the Ni administration and 
in our first meeting on January 10th, new officers and 
freshmen delegates were sworn in. They are as follows: 
President Helen Felbek, Treasurer Grace Jang, Secretary 
El’ad Nichols-Kaufman, Herald Rylee Bain :), Delegate 
Lainey Rendelman, Delegate Nicholas Hoo, Delegate Ali 
Shawamreh, Delegate Millie Ransohoff.

Τhis meeting wasn’t all fun though, after the council 
approved Felbek’s choice for Polity Attorney, junior Ranna 
Kisswani, we swiftly began the impeachment process for 
junior delegate Ahan Sagreiya. After enacting executive 
session Mr. Sagreiya was impeached for absences, with a vote 
of 11 ayes and 5 abstentions. We also saw the reintroduction 
of the Constitutional Review Committee, given that 
the review didn’t pass last semester, and the Institutional 
Memory Committee, headed by junior Adam Powers. To 
end the meeting, the freshman delegates made a plea to the 
council, asking for the repair of the beloved foosball table in 
the Campbell basement, but with no obvious solutions, the 
meeting was adjourned.* In our second meeting, we swore 
in the three sophomore delegates and one junior delegate 
elected by an Ad Hoc election to fill the seats vacated by 

the officer elections or impeachment, they are as follows: 
Delegate Devin Sexton, Delegate Louis Rosenberg, 
Delegate Maliha Anthony, Delegate Oscar Gonzalez. And 
just like that, the spring budgeting season was open.

After budgets, President Felbek announced the new 
members of the Constitutional Review Committee: senior 
Sachin Stanislaus, junior Adam Powers, sophomore Louis 
Rosenberg, freshman Ali Shawamreh, and of course, yours 
truly, Herald Rylee Bain. Former DC president Tom Ni 
joined us via video call in his position as one of the Board of 
Visitors and Governors Representatives. Mr. Ni proposed 
a plan to visit the Santa Fe campus within the next week to 
conduct an undercover report about the state of the campus, 
having the DC cover all costs, around $1000. Given that 
this was so last minute and Mr. Ni was planning on going 
without co-representative Charlotte Greenwaves-captain 
Nicholas, the plan was voted down and Mr. Ni would have 
to return to campus and write his senior essay. We will help 
fund a trip next year when there is actually a BVG meeting 
and both reps can attend. In our latest meeting, on January 
24th, we heard a report from the SCI’s Chair, Ms. Chloe 
Steer, on their latest forums and the most recent All-College 
seminar, which unfortunately had lower numbers than 

Rylee Bain
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usual. The SCI charter is also in flux, and will hopefully 
have an amendment hearing at our next meeting. With 
that, Ms. Steer was able to leave and I wish she had taken 
me with her because of the next agenda item, budgets and 
charters. Yikes. Three new clubs were chartered including 
FUTSAL, JSPN, and the St. John’s Orchestra, and even 
more budgets were heard.

As your Herald, I look forward to giving you all the hot 
goss of the DC as well as some truly helpful information. 
Email me if you have questions @rebain@sjc.edu.

*I would like to note that a new foosball table is in 
the works, a generous parent would like to donate theirs. 
Things are happening for my freshmen movers and shakers.

Council of the Gods, Giocomo Zaboli
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Q: Who are you?
A: I’m an international student from Germany and 

I’m a sophomore. That’s it.
What inspired you to become president?
I’ve been on the DC since my first month at SJC. I just 

felt that the DC was a very powerful institution to impact 
the college in a positive way through budgets and other 
ways, but that it wasn’t fulfilling its potential. I was hoping 
with an officer position to fulfill that more.

What are your major goals as president?
I hoped that I would be able to shift the DC to be a 

more welcoming and supportive environment for archons 
so that they at least are not concerned about coming to 
delegate meetings and feel comfortable reaching out to 
the DC. Making sure they feel that it’s not arbitrary what 
the DC is doing. This can be achieved through a shift 
in mindset and target actions like publishing criteria for 
budgeting. That hasn’t been possible this cycle, but I’m 
hoping to use this for the first term next semester. Less 
concrete, I’d like to make the DC more visible to help the 
administration and polity better communicate. We had 
our first housing forum this past week and I thought it 
was quite successful. We wrote up post-its and gave them 
to the admin and they were happy to receive them.

What do you see as your role at SJC as president?
I hope that my role could be a facilitator because I feel 

like many students either don’t want to or don’t have time 
to talk to the admin or don’t feel it’ll lead to anything. 
So just having an open ear. I think individual students are 
their own best representatives, but I want to be a dedicated 
voice for the student body, freshman, my own class, and 
upperclassmen (if they want to talk to me).

How has SJC changed you?
It’s hard to talk about causation, [but] I think that the 

college has made me more thoughtful, more confident to 
be more involved, take agency, and get things done. But 
also more stressed.

What program author would you have dinner with?
I would like to have dinner with probably Socrates, 

but I would also be super annoyed by him.
Who needs to get involved with the DC?
Really, anyone who has ideas. Just criticizing is a first 

step, but I think if you have ideas, that’s important. Not 
even being an officer, just coming to the meetings. We 
want to bring back the culture of the observers being able 
to participate in the meetings. Even a half baked idea, like 
a vision for something, we’d be able to figure [it] out.

What are the most important issues for the polity 
right now?

Most immediate is the renovation of Campbell. While 
there is a lot of potential there, there’s a lot of dangers. 
It will challenge on campus students a lot and [also] the 
role of the DC. We should also remember that while this 
isn’t ideal, it’s important that the college keeps progressing 
like being more welcoming for people who need ADA 
accommodations. On a different level, for the first time 
this year, enrollment in the U.S. has dropped. Admin is 
doing this all the time, but the student body should be 
thinking about our identity.

What sort of problems should people bring to you?
The easiest ones are like the practical ones like starting 

a new club. I should be the first person you contact, and

Bennett Scott

Woodward Hall Library in the Snow
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 I’ll send you an email with the template. With other 
problems like housing or safety, these are all things the 
DC can think more about. We can’t offer solutions, but 
we can be a platform for solutions to tell the admin.

What’s the best way to get in contact with you?
Email, but I really don’t like emails. Just see me around 

on campus and tell me. If I have time, we can talk.
What is your relationship to the Reform party?
Well, I am a member of the Reform party, and their 

candidate for DC president. I didn’t really understand 
what they wanted initially–it started off as a joke, right? 
But I figured that it’s very important that there are people 
who care about the DC who aren’t on the DC. I felt like 
in that sense our interests were definitely aligned, even 
though I don’t agree with everything. 

What is your bottom priority at SJC?
Playing croquet.
Who are you most excited to work with?
What has been really fulfilling is when people I’ve 

never talked to, especially freshmen, come up to me and 
talk to me about things like how to charter a club. It feels 
pretty great.

Do you feel any tension with Nora, seeing as you 
are both presidents of SJC?

I talked to her for the first time this Wednesday about 
housing. She listened a lot. She’s mostly just observing, 

but she’s very knowledgeable and very good at all she’s 
doing.

Do you have higher political aspirations after 
this?

No.
What’s the worst part of being president so far?
Because I take my job seriously, I get very worked 

up and stressed about things. Even though I knew 
it was a demanding position to hold, it’s still a lot. I 
think I should turn off my phone [sometimes], but my 
phone addiction has become worse cause I’m checking 
my email all the time.

Do you tell your family members that you’re the 
president in the US?

When I told my parents, they told me I should not, 
so we don’t really talk about it.

Will you abolish the Gadfly?
Well it’s not really up to me. I think that’s a 

collective DC thing. [Delegate Adam Powers, from 
across the coffee shop: We’ll do it!] If the DC stopped 
receiving funding or we got rid of their charter, that 
would abolish them, but I would veto that.

Fun fact?
Did you know Nora comes from the same region as 

the PM of Bavaria?
Thank you, Madam President.
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On Wednesday January 18th , around one o’clock, the 
inauguration ceremony of Wes Moore, Maryland’s 63rd 
Governor, took place. 

Moore, who campaigned on the mission-statement 
“Leave No One Behind,” was sworn in on the Bible that 
had belonged to Frederick Douglass. The occasion will 
be known nationally as the inauguration of the USA’s 
third black governor, ever, and the first for Maryland. 
These points just-said are some of the meaningful and 
pertinent facts that permeated the event, though along 
and intertwined with these, there was much else to be 
observed. 

As Moore himself said, “This journey has never been 
about ‘making history.’ Today is not an indictment of the 
past; it is a celebration of our future.” Here addressed in 
the terms of past and future, this broader question of what 
to focus on and to what degree showed forth throughout 
the inauguration.

For the ceremony, the majority of the public assembled 
on Bladen St., though there was reserved seating in the 

Lawyers Mall as well. Men in crisp suits and women in 
lovely coats, along with those in sweatshirts and favored 
sweaters, sat in white fold-out chairs on the street and stood 
on the sidewalks to the sides. A plurality of the crowd, if 
not a majority, were Black. Many vigorous handshakes were 
given as individuals and groups exchanged greetings and 
snapped pictures with each other. State police patrolled 
around, some with K-9’s. Reporters, like myself but with 
lanyards and microphones, went around asking attendees 
what this inauguration meant to them. A media stand had 
been erected between Lawyers Mall and Bladen St, which 
prevented those on Bladen from seeing the podium where 
the Governor and others would give speeches; instead, 
two large projectors had been set up at the front of the 
street, along with two more further back. The weather was 
unseasonably warm. After walking around and observing 
for a bit, I began to inquire into the thoughts of those 
assembled.

I saw an elderly man who seemed to be particularly 
sagacious, and so I first interviewed him.

Who was he?

Jackson Wojnowski
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“Hi, my name is Paul Chalmus, and I’m a retired 
letter carrier, artist, cartoonist… master gardener, 
paleontologist… I used to fly planes… And believe it or 
not, I used to be in politics back in the '70s.” 

Where was he from?
Well, his earthly home is Baltimore, and his 

intergalactic home is “somewhere way out there…
there’s no English word to describe where I came from.” 

What did this inauguration mean to him? 
“It means a lot. It’s a new day. It gives me hope. All 

things may be possible, hopefully good things. I feel 
some positive energies about this one.”

Was this ceremony a step in the right direction for 
American politics?

 “Well, I’m looking beyond the ceremony actually. 
We have been taught to praise these ceremonies. My 
heart starts beating when they get in there and start 
going to work. They’re gonna have ceremonies, 
parties, all this kind of stuff celebrating the occasion. 
I understand all of that. But those same moneys could 
be used for housing, new roads, this and that…you do 
what you have to do for this ritual; I’m ready for the 
action….That same money could feed somebody, or fix 
somebody’s house….if I were elected right now, right 
this moment…I’d say, ‘Ok, thank you for electing me, 
let’s get started. No party or whatever.’”

Delores White-Rose, an elderly woman who 
appeared equally sagely and who had retired from 
a career as a government auditor, had this to say as 
regards the significance of the inauguration:

 “Their things that they’re saying they’re gonna 
do as you swear them in—people need to pay close 
attention to the words that’s being read and what 
they’re saying ‘I will do.’ It’s for the people that voted 
for them—they make it an open forum for the people 
to hear… Now you can hold them accountable.”

Regarding these promises that she would hear from 
Governor Moore, Ms. White-Rose had her concerns: 

“Even with Governor Wes Moore, and I have a 
high respect for him… He can come, and he can be 
the governor, but he can only say what we should do; 
because if these rest of these people who are in office 
don’t pass it, it’s not gonna get passed, and that’s not 

right, and that’s not fair to the people who quote-on-
quote they are supposed to be representing.” 

Mr. Chalmus and Ms. White-Rose had other, more 
particular worries on their minds as well, which they spoke 
of in-depth on their own accord. Ms. White-Rose spoke of 
community violence and how, in her estimate, the removal 
of dissuasive laws and penalties is dangerous, while Mr. 
Chalmus had this to say as regards our relationship with 
the Earth:

“And here’s the sad news that you didn’t ask me, and 
the scientists aren’t jumping on it fast enough. We are 
rapidly approaching what is called ‘the point of no return,’ 
and it’s right around the corner… We take so much life 
here on this planet for granted. And we’re in trouble. We 
really are… You may have come over here and opened up 
a can of worms.”

With these points in mind, I awaited the governor’s 
speech. Various musical ensembles, including the 
Contemporary Polynesian Arts Group, a local high 
school choir, and a Latin-American music group, 
performed in front of the State House and through the 
speakers and projectors. A man and his wife, also on the 
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older side, swing-danced to the Latin music, and as 
the proceedings became delayed, 21 minutes into the 
afternoon and past when the ceremony was supposed 
to start, I overheard the remark, “I got a Manchester 
United game I gotta watch at 3 o’clock!”

Eventually, the proceedings began. An invocation 
to God Almighty was made, thanking Him for Wes 
Moore’s victory; numerous people in the audience 
held up their hands to the Lord. Lieutenant Governor 
Aruna Miller, introduced by her children, told her 
story of immigrating from India, weaving in the values 
of compassion, empathy, and being one’s authentic self. 
Oprah (yes, Oprah Winfrey) praised the character 
of Maryland and that of Wes Moore, and retired 
Lieutenant Governor Jaime Martinez joined in the 
latter. A Nineteen Gun Salute was performed, along 
with a flyover by the Air National Guard 104th Fighter 
Squadron. 

After all of this, the newly inaugurated Governor 
spoke. To string some of the major points along: 

“It is time for our policies to be as bold as our 
aspirations and to confront the fact that we have been 
offered false choices. We do not have to choose between 
a competitive economy and an equitable economy….
We do not have to choose between a safe state and a 
just state….We do not have to choose between giving 
our children an excellent education and an equitable 
one….Those whose shoulders we stand on would 
ask us to view today not as a celebration—but as an 
opportunity. An opportunity to lead with love…this is 
our opportunity to build a state that those who came 
before us would be proud of, a state that leaves no one 
behind. That is not a slogan; it is a fulfillment of a 
hope. It is our mission.” 

Along with this general rhetoric came specific 
resolutions, such as a $15 minimum wage (immediately 
relevant to us Johnnies!); the protection of the 
Chesapeake Bay and the addressment of air pollution; 
and putting Maryland on track to generate 100 percent 
clean energy by 2035. 

These last two points in particular remind me of 
Mr. Chalmus’s concerns, as well as Ms. White-Rose’s 
reservations. I asked some people afterward what they 
thought about Wes Moore’s ability to accomplish his 

resolutions. 
“I think he has a very aggressive and a very important 

agenda, and it’s very ambitious, and I commend him for 
that, but the bottom line is it has to be paid for…and 
then without raising taxes, it’s all about prioritizing and 
reevaluating the funds to be able to make things work. So 
I wish the man well; I really do,” said Paul Blitz, the chief-
of-staff for a Maryland state delegate. He also expressed 
uncertainty regarding Moore’s clean-energy resolutions.

Regarding his confidence in the words of the governor, 
Colby Price, a fellow member of the media, had this to 
say: 

“We [my partner and I] were able to have a sit-down 
conversation with Wes Moore last week, and from what 
I got from it, he seemed very genuine…he seems like he’s 
genuinely a nice person…and that’s what politics needs 
right now…he cares about the state, and so I think he’s 
gonna do a great job.” 

Though the future, which as Mr. Chalmus reminds 
us will either vindicate or contradict  these resolutions, is 
not yet known, the wholesome jubilation of the ceremony, 
and the palpable joy and optimism of the crowd, is still in 
itself worth noting. As another attendee remarked, 

“We’re just happy to be here to enjoy it with others…
It means a lot to all of us here in Maryland. We believe 
they’re going to be a lot of changes that will affect the 
broader spectrum here of this state, so that’s why we’re 
here to support it.”

(Photo credit to Meliha Anthony, excepting Oprah)
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For Ms. Judith Seeger, learning is a lifelong process. Seeger 
has been part of the St. John’s community since 1989, 
spending much of that time as a tutor at the Annapolis 
campus, a couple years teaching at Santa Fe and four years 
as assistant dean here in Annapolis. She has taught the 
entirety of our Great Books program through multiple 
times and speaks with a sense of wonder and curiosity 
about the texts and subjects that we immerse ourselves in.

“I don’t have a lot of difficulty admitting that I don’t 
know something,” Seeger says. Previously, she worried 
about becoming too comfortable with the program texts, 
fearing that she would lose her ability to model the process 
of learning to students. “It turned out to be something I 
didn’t need to worry about, because it never happened, 
never got even close,” she says. “Nobody can be an expert in 
everything we do here... In that respect, we’re all learning.”

Before becoming a tutor at the college, Seeger spent 
years traveling and living in both Brazil and Spain with 
her husband, who is an anthropologist. With a doctorate 
degree in romance languages and literature, and a 
dissertation on oral traditional ballad, Seeger took the 
opportunity to engage in interactive field work, collecting 
and recording stories and ballads while abroad, “[as] sung 
and told by people there.” She recalls the difficulties of 
living in the jungles of Brazil and having to adjust to a 
new culture. Ultimately, she and her husband decided to 
depart from their lives as expats in Brazil, along with their 
two young daughters, partly due to their lack of a large, 
engrained family and a solid community while living in 
such a family-oriented society.

Given her self-proclaimed unconventional academic 
background, Seeger was surprised when St. John’s College 
granted her an interview to become a tutor. Even more 
surprising was their job offer. Prior to her time as a tutor, 
Seeger had only taken an introductory level philosophy 
course, and the only program text she had previously 
been exposed to was Don Quixote—which was, of course, 
originally written in Spanish. Her lack of exposure to the 
Great Books program intensified some aspects of her 
experience as a tutor, and Seeger views continued learning 

to be an integral aspect of her job.
“This has been a fabulous education,” Seeger 

exclaimed. “I have learned so much coming here and I 
really appreciate that. That’s kind of my story.”

While debating what it might mean to have a 
favorite text—“Plato drove me crazy. Does that mean it 
was my favorite?”—Seeger admitted her deep love for 
Rabelais, author of Gargantua and Pantagruel, and her 
disappointment when his work was removed from the 
program.

“We had a wonderful preceptorial. Can you imagine 
having a preceptorial where you just sit and laugh? Or a 
class? I mean, we just howled,” Seeger says.

Seeger is now retired, but still occasionally teaches 
classes when asked to. She keeps busy in her summers 

Meliha Anthony

Ms. Seeger, Zeinep Kyzy
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and spare time, spending time with her grandchildren, 
working at her family’s summer camp, and practicing Tai 
chi, among other activities. She has also been trying to 
learn Arabic for some time. The language first sparked 
her interest while reading Maimonides’ Guide to the 
Perplexed; and, her daughter’s husband is Palestinian and 
speaks Arabic.

“I thought it would be polite to learn some,” Seeger 
explains.

Seeger recounts one final story from her tenure 
as a St. John’s tutor: when she convinced Pete Seeger, 
her husband’s uncle and the storied folk singer, to 
come perform at the college. The entire Francis Scott 
Key auditorium was filled with students, staff, and 

townspeople who came out to see him perform, and 
given the weakness of his voice at that point in his 
career, the audience filled in where Pete Seeger couldn’t, 
collectively singing his iconic songs for him.

“It was amazing. I mean, he’s a master, right? He 
just is,” Seeger said about the singer.

Of everything Seeger has learned through her 
experiences, the common thread seems to be a sense of 
humility. 

“Be generous. Listen to people. Hear them, as 
much as you can,” Seeger says. “We talk here [about] 
our texts—‘what is justice,’ ‘what is virtue’—one of the 
things you learn very quickly is you will never know the 
truth. You just won’t, because there isn’t a single truth.”

Scene from "Don Quixote", Mather Brown
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Often we find ourselves gravitating naturally towards art 
that depicts the human form above all else. Whether it be 
depictions of stories, regal portraits, or intimate glimpses 
into lives we have never known, the human form revealed in 
art presents an opportunity to see our own selves reflected 
back to us as a work of created beauty. This reflective 
nature of art can at times remind us of the simple beauty 
of living or the endless capability of human spirit, and at 
other times remind us of the depths of darkness into which 
we can sink. To view your own form in art reminds you 
of the persistence of human nature, and brings you closer 
and closer to recognising the power of the human mind to 
create and bring beauty into the world. 

In many ways it is harder to discover that human spark in 
art devoid of any image of the human body itself. However 
beautiful and skilled a work of art might be, there is a great 
difficulty in recognising the reflective nature of art when 
its image is that of nonhuman things, like objects captured 
in still-life or sweeping panoramas of mountain ranges and 
forests. But no art is ever truly devoid of the human, for 
even without an image of our own bodily forms there is a 
human hand that labored for many hours over each stroke 
of the brush or pencil.

Recently, I have become fascinated with art that depicts 
the natural world and reveals the quiet but wondrous 
serenity of landscapes. The French painter Claude Monet is 
known by many for his Impressionist depictions of the world 
around him. Though he worked with the human figure in 
many of his pieces, he is best known for his unquestionable 
fascination with, and deep love for,  the natural world and 
its landscapes. He seemed to have no sense of prejudice 
against any aspect of nature, for he pursued with equal 
care and sensitivity both thoughtfully cultivated and 
manicured gardens as well as the wild contours of free and 
untouched land. Monet was one of the original figures of 
the Impressionist movement, which brought a particular 

method of painting to the art world which focuses not 
on the precise accuracy of detail but instead on capturing 
the “impression” of its subject. Monet’s landscapes are 
recognisable for the way in which he utilizes broad and 
relaxed brushstrokes that carry a sense of movement 
and continuous evolution, focusing on capturing the 
prevailing spirit of a scene rather than displaying each 
aspect in the sort of minute detail that freezes a moment 
in time. There is something peculiar and unique that 
comes to light when the world is depicted in such a 
way—something deeper and more precious than its mere 
accurate image is revealed. Something far more essentially 
human is captured in Monet’s Impressionist landscapes, 
as if the soul of the place itself is opened up to the viewer. 

Catherine E. Greer

Reflections on Monet’s
Impressionist Landscapes

Landscapes of the Ile Saint-Martin, Claude Monet
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The landscape is shown as if through the eyes of the artist 
himself, but not the eyes of the senses in the same way a 
realistic landscape might reveal the sensory perception of 
a place. It is a spiritual sight, which perceives the part of 
nature that is alive and moving and always changing. These 
paintings become, in a way, reflective, as if they contain not 
only the soul of the place but also the soul of the artist who 
was driven to capture the particular sense of wonder that 
only the beauty of nature can evoke in mankind. When I 
stand in front of Monet’s paintings of the earth, I feel his 
own reverence shining through in every wide and visible 
stroke of the brush. It seems to me as if Nature herself spoke 
to him, and thereby found her way into the imaginative 
vibrancy of these soft and ever-shifting scenes. 

I think we often struggle as human beings to recognise 
spirit in things which are not also human. We see depth 
most clearly in those who move and think and feel as we do, 
because that is where it is easiest to see ourselves reflected. 
But the world around us is not devoid of spirit: Nature, too, 
has soul, and if only we knew how to look for it, we could 
see that we are far more deeply connected to it than we 
might think. Perhaps by looking to art, where another has 
already seen that spirit of nature and sought to capture it for 
others, we can learn to look with deeper care and sensitivity 
to the natural world and discover for ourselves a kinship 
with the quiet yet prevailing soul of the earth. 

Landscapes of Vernon, Claude Monet
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After this point in the poem, Rilke makes a transition. 
Our seminar focused most heavily on what follows. 

Rilke ceases speaking of the lovers, and quietly implores his 
heart to listen as the saints of old have listened. Yet we cannot 
listen to God, not even nearly, he claims. God’s voice would 
annihilate our being. Yet there is one help left to us: it is the 
voices of those who have died— the voices of those who 
he describes as having forsaken “the meaning of a human 
future,” who must necessarily have cast aside their name 
“like a broken toy.” Rilke makes it clear that the dead don’t 
need us; they are in a realm separate from our own. Rather, 
he leaves us with the question of whether we need them—
whether the comfort of the living is entirely contingent on 
the dead and the spaces they leave in their wake. He ends 
the poem by telling us that as Linus, the mythical son of the 

The theme of this issue is centered around questions 
of nature, and so, in considering what to present, I 

want to share some thoughts which arose from last week’s 
All College Seminar. We read and discussed the first of 
Rilke’s Duino Elegies, which, as a whole, is a ten part 
poetic examination of human despair: its origins and its 
comforts. In my mind, the elegies are connected intimately 
with questions of nature and life, and the sorrow into 
which human beings are born. The elegies take the form of 
a lament, which although gives life to despair, never fully 
plunges the reader into its darkness. Rather, the elegies are 
a full and clear picture of how and where we might seek 
belonging.

I do not wish to give a full exposition of the first elegy, 
instead I would like to piece together some thoughts that 
were born in the seminar in order to share them in writing. 
Our seminar began right where the poem begins: the 
first line asks, “Who, if I screamed out, would hear me 
among the hierarchies of angels?” In response, the opening 
question asked: why does the poet scream out? What is his 
lament? The beginning lines are subsequently filled in as 
Rilke goes on to say that as human beings, we are stranded, 
uncomforted, in a cosmic picture that is not always kind or 
welcoming of human despair. We cannot turn to angels, he 
says, for they would crush us with their terrifyingly greater 
being, and we cannot turn to other humans, or even animals, 
for they “note that we’re not very securely at home in the 
interpreted world.” From this beginning, the question of the 
elegy begins to take shape: where do human beings turn in 
their time of need? Where do we find true comfort in times 
of lamentation? We observed in the poem that Rilke seems 
to think that our constant expectation of finding a beloved 
is not a fruitful way to seek the existential comfort that we 
crave, and even worse, such endeavor distracts us from our 
greater need, which is also the greater need of the world. 
He says that by being continually on watch for the arrival 
of someone whose love might be a comfort, we neglect 
what needs us in the world. “The springtimes needed you. 

There were stars counting on you to sense them.” But we 
don’t give ourselves to the springtimes, and we don’t sense 
the stars, not fully. Looking for a beloved seems to be the 
act of removing from ourselves the responsibility of our 
own despair, hoping that another’s love for us will be great 
enough to alleviate what is ultimately our own. If we could 
allow ourselves to be there for the springtimes and stars, we 
would have to learn to love what cannot love us back in the 
same way, for nature is not a person who feels and touches 
as human beings do.

D o l a n  Po l g l a z e
LIFE, DEATH, VOID, HARMONY

"Being left alive and alone in 
the absence of someone who 
has departed from our lives 
is the depth wherein our
sorrows may become fruit for 
future growing."
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ancient musician Amphimarus, passed into the realm of the 
dead, a void was created. In one version of the myth, Linus 
was also a musician who was eventually killed by Apollo for 
claiming to be his rival. Rilke’s invocation of Linus is the 
synthesis for many of the themes of the first elegy. Rilke ends 
by saying  that in this void left by Linus’s death a harmony 
was left ringing. This musical vibration is the very thing that 
now “enraptures, consoles, and helps us.” He seems to want 
us to see that there is one thing to which human beings can 
turn to find comfort in despair: the harmony left ringing in 
the absence of someone now gone. Our seminar spent most 
of our time focusing on what Rilke means in these final 
lines—why is it that we must turn to the music of the dead 
in order to find comfort, especially when our despair arises 
from the very fact that we are living beings? We considered 
the possibility that what Rilke says could apply just as well 
to someone who is not necessarily dead, but has passed from 
our lives in a significant way. Rilke calls this absence a “deep 

mystery,” and says that we depend upon such mysteries in 
order to grow at all. Being left alive and alone in the absence 
of someone who has departed from our lives is the depth 
wherein our sorrows may become fruit for future growing. 
We need the dead because, unlike a lover, they don’t need 
us; the relationship is entirely one-sided. In absence, we 
must reflect back upon ourselves because we have no one 
to see us. Rest and comfort can only be found in a departed 
human being precisely because there lies, in their passing, 
a beauty that is not terrifying (like that of an angel or of 
God). The departed are our only way to approach and be 
enraptured by a bearable and comforting Divinity, and the 
only way by which our sorrow can be transcended. There is 
a great comfort in the musical chord that stretches between 
the one leaving and the one left behind.

Elegy, from "Fifteen Etchings Dedicated to Sir 
Joshua Reynolds" by John Hamilton
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Life is war. When I look out at the world around me, 
I usually see little else but a savage, seething mass of 

conflict and suffering, in which necessity compels us to 
crush others in our blind, desperate striving after a chimeric 
happiness, and in which we will inevitably be crushed by 
that of others in our turn. I think Voltaire sums up the 
situation well: 

But how have we come to this sorry state of affairs? What 
principle underlies this conflict that dominates Nature, 

and how did life as we know it proceed from that principle? 
It seems to me that we can understand this turbulent 

procession of life as being a natural consequence of the 
unity of every being’s desire, and the unity of the object of 
that desire itself. In the first place, if we assume that “[e]
very art and every inquiry, and similarly every action and 

pursuit, is thought to aim at some good,”1 and that “no 
one wants what is bad,”2 then every being naturally strives 
toward the highest happiness that they can perceive 
and tries to avoid whatever would deprive them of that 
happiness. The ultimate realization of this striving would 
then consist in the perfect union between that being and 
the perfect Good in which happiness must consist, such 
that its desire is entirely fulfilled and thus annulled as 
long as that union prevails. 

But the world we inhabit now is bereft of the 
conditions which Good must necessarily have, and so is 
incapable of providing us with That which alone could 
meaningfully or permanently satisfy us. The Good is 
One,33 but the world is endlessly multiplicious, such that 
beings are hopelessly separated from each other both by 
mind and by body, unable to ever truly know each other. 
The Good is eternal and immutable,4 but the world has 
only the perpetual restlessness and mutability of disparate 
moments in endless succession.5 Hence we, while 
consciously or unconsciously doing nothing but striving 
for the all-unified Good, are at the same time utterly 
separated  from that very Good by the natural disunity of 
the world in which we live. We are all Tantaluses, forever 
reaching out for that which we cannot hold.

Thus “all is vanity and a chasing after wind.”6 At the 
same time, however, it’s this very vanity that has produced 
and continually sustains Nature. It’s only because “the eye 
is not satisfied with seeing, or the ear filled with hearing” 
7that living things are compelled to always move from 
one thing to the next, are always attempting to do or get 
something which would bring them closer to the state 
of primal happiness which cannot actually reside in this 
1	 Aristotle,	Nicomachean	Ethics,	I.1.1094a-97.
2	 Plato,	Meno,	78b.
3	 See	Boethius, Consolation of Philosophy,	III.10.25-27;	Anselm,	Monologion,	ch.	1-2;		
Plotinus,	Enneads,	V.1.8-10,	VI.9,	etc.;	Aquinas,	Summa Theologica,	I,	Q.	XI,	A.	3-4.
4	 See	Plato,	Timaeus,	27D-28B;	Boethius,	ibid,	V.6;	Plotinus,	ibid,	III.7;	Aquinas,	ibid,	I,	Q.	
X.
5	 The	Oneness	of	the	Good	necessitates	its	eternity	and	immutability;	they’re	pulled	
out	specifically	here	only	for	effect.
6	 Ecclesiastes	1:14.
7	 Ibid,	1:8.

L u k e  B r i n e r  
THE PROCESSION OF LIFE

"All conscious beings are born under the same law—
Our lives are pain and swiftly swallowed by Death’s maw. 

The vulture savagely assaults its timid prey, 
Feasts on its claw-gored limbs, the cruel spoils of the fray; 
All’s well for it, it seems; but soon, an eagle stern 
Flies forth to tear apart the vulture in its turn; 
The eagle is unskyed by arms that humans wield, 
Themselves becoming on the dusty Martian field  
Blood-spattered, mangled heaps which hurt beyond all words
And serve as nought but hideous food for hungry birds. 
Thus all across the world do Nature’s children cry, 

For pain conceived and by each other made to die."

Excerpt from the “Poème sur le désastre de Lisbonne.” My translation.
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world (since the supreme Good which alone would be 
capable of providing that happiness is unattainable in it). 
Hence reproduction, and so also evolution. These are simply 
the result of the natural tendency of living things to chase 
sexual gratification and to extend their own sense of being 
through the begetting of offspring,8 and the consequent 
struggle between those offspring for survival, with different 
forms of life emerging and differentiating themselves by 
virtue of their success in that struggle. 

If this is true, then we are all alike to each other not only 
in the simple sense that we share a unified desire for the 
Good, but in that the exact same desire is literally passed 
down from one to the other through the endless process of 
procreation. We are all spiritual kin, animated by the very 
same longing, and only differentiated from each other by 
the consequences of the evolutionary procession brought 
on by that very longing. I am, at my core, exactly the same 
as any other human being, or a cat, or a tree, or the smallest 
blade of grass. We are each in possession of an identical 

8	 Plato,	Symposium,	206c.

soul, an identical desire, and we are only different from 
each other insofar as we have each evolved different means 
of chasing that desire. Every one of us is a microcosm of all 
Nature in that we’re identical to and direct descendants of 
its original principle of striving after the Good.

This conclusion is at once beautiful and heartbreaking 
to me. If we are all the same soul united in the same desire 
for the same End, then how could the fact that fighting, 
brutalizing, killing, and devouring each other is the 
necessary consequence of that very kinship be anything 
but a tragedy of the grandest scale? Maybe all we can do in 
response to this, then, is have compassion for our kindred 
even as we steel ourselves for our inevitable conflict with 
them. And maybe if we do this with a grave nobility equal 
to the darkness of that conflict, we might find some way to 
rise above it at last.

Clasped Hands of Robert and Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning,  by Harriet Goodhue Hosmer
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Kunai, by its very nature, is the most exclusive club on 
our campus. Prohibiting all cis-gendered men, a group 
that makes up fifty-three percent of our student body, 
Kunai started as the women’s equivalent of intramurals. Its 
creation was made necessary by the segregation of genders 
in the athletic department. However, today’s intramural 
program is fully integrated, yet Kunai remains. Given 
Kunai’s original purpose is superfluous, Kunai is now 
marketed as a safe and welcoming environment for female 
and non-cisgendered students to learn how to play the 
sports we play in intramurals.

Sports have been a big part of my life since I was a little 
girl, and, thus far, the environment at Kunai has been as 
toxic as any that I have ever had the misfortune of being a 
part. When I walked through the door, all the stereotypes 
about being a non-cis-gendered male in athletics were 
immediately pinned on me in big bright letters. I was 
expected to be slow, helpless, confused, timid and weak. 
When it became clear through the way I played that I 
did not fit those stereotypes, I was criticized for playing 
too aggressively and “negatively” affecting the culture of 
Kunai. I used to play varsity volleyball and basketball in 
high school but quit because of events which made me no 
longer feel safe to be in the gym. It is also not something 
which I choose to tell everyone I meet, nor should I have 
to. An environment in which sports can be played with less 
of a focus on winning and more of a focus on having fun 
is something of which I would love to be a part! However, 
the culture at Kunai feels much closer to encouraging 
incompetence and discouraging learning how to play the 
sports in question.

As the intramural netball season approached, Kunai 
began taking a day each week to play netball and learn the 
rules. I was excited to be learning and looked forward to 
having the opportunity to go into the intramural games 
having learned the rules of netball beforehand. That way, 
I could be confident and well prepared. You can imagine 
how frustrating it was to discover that the game taught 
at Kunai was completely different from the one we play 
in intramurals. Why was Kunai netball so different from 
intramural netball? Simple. The rules were dumbed down. 

I guess it was just too complicated for us to wrap our 
heads around. Instead of feeling confident and prepared 
when I stepped out on the court, I only felt bewildered. 
It is incredibly disappointing that a club based around 
empowering people who typically do not have a safe 
space to play sports would play into the exact stereotypes 
it hoped to help avoid. If the point of Kunai is to learn 
the rules of the sports which we are going to play together 
competitively, then this version of Kunai has failed. 

By LAINEY RENDELMAN

Know Thyself

Interior of Iglehart Hall Gymnasium

These expectations were not all that turned me away from 
Kunai. Frankly the “safe space” did not feel safe at all. In my 
first games at Kunai, I was belittled, shamed, and excluded. 
The club seemed to serve an insular and unwelcoming 
group of friends who wanted a place to play sports with 
each other but exclude everyone else. This attitude was 
exclusive to Kunai; I have never experienced anything like 
this at intramurals, especially not from a captain. If Kunai is 
a safe space, then why do I and others find ourselves feeling 
so uncomfortable and unwelcome? It was intramurals, not 
Kunai, which created the welcoming and encouraging space 
I needed. If Kunai is supposed to be a safe space to express 
yourself and play sports, that is not the space it has become.

Cis-gendered men are generally not welcome at Kunai, 
but recently a curious phenomenon has emerged: The 
athletic director now resorts to using men to bolster the 
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ranks of Kunai. At recent Kunai meetings, over 6 different 
cis-gendered men have joined in order to fill out teams. In 
addition, the primary ref for Kunai is a cis-gendered man. 
If no one in Kunai is imperiled by their presence, why have 
these offers to be included not been made to the rest of 
the polity? If the purpose of Kunai is to be a safe space for 
people who want to play sports, then that is what it needs 
to be, regardless of gender. There are plenty of cis-gendered 
men who have never played sports or may have an invisible 
reason for a safe-space, just like me. A cis-gendered man 
who has never participated in athletics before and wants to 
learn before going to intramurals should not be robbed of a 
safe space to do so. No one should be excluded from a safe 
space unless they are actively doing something to destroy or 
disrupt the safe space; no space is safe if one feels that they 
must constantly justify their presence.

Why is it that Kunai is guaranteed Friday afternoons 
in the gym, the most in-demand and desirable court time 
available? As it stands now, the polity has consistently 
demonstrated a lack of interest in Kunai. Notably, so have 
many of its captains. Only four of the seven official Kunai 
captains regularly attend their own club, and most weeks 

Kunai is unable to support 5 v 5 basketball. Compare that 
to pick-up volleyball, which is attended regularly by 20-25 
students from 8:30-12:00pm on a school night. Low Kunai 
attendance proves that the integration of intramurals has 
worked, and that Kunai is no longer serving its purpose as 
the safe inclusive league it pretends to be. There is a reason 
that people must be begged twice a week to come, and that 
most days there are not enough people to play a game of 
netball or basketball. 

 I have been attending Kunai for an entire semester, and 
I can say with confidence that it is the least welcoming 
group on campus, not just for cisgender men, but for 
everyone. This op-ed is not my first attempt to broach 
this issue, and I had no interest in voicing these concerns 
in such a public forum. Sadly, I have been compelled to 
do so by necessity. I have raised these concerns numerous 
times with Ms. Fleming in hopes of opening a dialogue. 
But there is an unwillingness to discuss any changes to 
Kunai. Ultimately,  in my opinion, Kunai  is enabling and 
supporting antifeminist, exclusionary, and gender-based 
stereotypes that have no place at St. John’s. It is time for a 
change, whether Kunai realizes it or not. 

Male Students Playing Basketball in Iglehart Hall
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Dear friends, dear sophists, dear all those hateful of the 
world,

This institution of ours prides itself on a shared, intensive 
curriculum. We trade majors for souls and specializations 
for explaining ourselves to Uncle Bill every Thanksgiving 
(he nods a little too much when I talk about geocentrism 
and natural-slaves). Even though some days in the classroom 
can feel pointless, it’s all meant to feed into some ‘bigger 
picture’ which we are too blind to see: the ‘Great Books 
Program’ has been planned for us and we’re along for the 
cultish ride (no Kool Aid, thank you, we have donuts). 
We take ourselves so seriously that there is no room for 
something quite dear to me: absolutely useless courses. 

Where is the random geology course for English 
majors? Why is there no Cultural requirement fulfilled 
by a random jazz class or upper level philosophy courses 
on post-post-postmodernism? When can I take the all-
important Scientific Thought in South-South European 
Immigrants to Scottish Communes on March 13th, 
1812? (I would take this course.) Where is the joy of 
nothingness?

Nay, we have been too long deprived of true vacuity! In 
the face of such a useful education, we must reclaim our 
right to uselessness! How? A second seminar based on 
my revolutionary new Useless Books Program. Meeting 
from 10:02 p.m.-12:34 a.m. from Monday into Tuesday 
(on the opposite side of campus from normal seminar) 
and Saturday into Sunday (to prevent our heathenish 
and Godly tendencies in one fell swoop), we shall dive 
deep into ancient goat-for-wheat exchange documents, 
the catalog of ships, and Finnegans Wake. Senior year, of 
course, will be everyone’s favorite: The Perks of Loving 
a Scoundrel (Seduction Diaries, #3), The President is 
Missing by Bill Clinton and James Patterson, Jesus and 
the New Math: 2+5=5,000. All seminars will begin with 
an opening exclamation. Grades will be awarded after 
each point using gymnastics-style score cards (bonus 
for including outside sources). The annual essay will be 
balanced with the pseudo-annual (occuring once every 
366 days) presentation where students are invited to 
say as little as possible in 10 minutes (in the tradition of 
certain French philosophers). No more shall we suffer 
under the weight of our useful degrees; no more shall we 
bear the burden of improving ourselves; no more we say, 
no more! From the ashes of productivity we shall rise into 
the promised uselessness once more, cloaked in inanity.

All interested tutors need not apply. 
—B.S.

By BENNETT SCOTT

Letter from an
Anxious Learner

Students Pulling Other Students in Wagons
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Dig another hole into
the muddy dark;
coax a grass-limbed green hopper 
onto a kneaded palm.

Granite dust is white without sunlight, 
electric in its own tiny storm, 
but the rain holds its breath above us 
as the leaves turn over. 

Thunder is my hammer on a rock 
and the forest breaks open.

– HELEN WAGNER

Lines from the Marlboro Trail
Before Rain
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As golden Twilight, remnant crone of Dawn, 
Shines forth her wrinkled, melancholy smile 
And turns ambrosial the wide, open field 
Before the creek, as if to kiss goodnight
Each of the trees and every blade of grass, 
And as the age-tinged leaves, learnéd too late
Of Autumn’s amber elegy, at last 
Fall to the earth in gentle, bittersweet 
Repose, I cannot help but think of how 
Each of those little lives alike cry out
For God, and how each of those little deaths
Reflect the very same grief-tainted Love
That I know in my heart of hearts I’ll face 
In those Last Moments that one day must come. 
How could I claim distinction from the least 
Of these? How could we possibly not be
Alike unhappy atoms cleaved, bereaved
Of a primeval Whole forever lost
To us, alike enunciations of 
The same primordial Sigh of desire? 
Beholding these my fellow-souls, my kin,
United in our Love and in our pain, 
I am undone with care, and suffocate 
Beneath the desperate need to embrace 
The All too beautiful for me to bear. 

– LUKE BRINER

A Moment
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I saw a spider in the corner of my room the other day.
Sure, I could expel it, but look how delicate her home is.
As her web grows, I could hear the careful tapping of a wind
chime,
Or, is it a vibraphone?
No… it’s a kalimba.
Her melodies get louder and louder,
Rocking me to sleep.
Songs sang in the minor key,
Like the melancholy echoes of a priest singing in the pews of an
empty church.
Usually it would make me blue,
But today it paints me marigold.
As I now have gained a power,
A power that weaves melodies of my own.

– DEESHA ARABATTI

The Spider's Narrative
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I often measure change by summers. No matter what 
has occurred in the intervening months, Junejulyaugust 
blesses my calendar like a comma in a run-on sentence. I am 
grateful for this. It is here, in the stillness of the in-between, 
that I take inventory of myself and the movements of my 
life. The backdrop never varies—Mount Monadnock, the 
town of Jaffrey, the trees and the mica and the road to 
my grandparents’ house. I measure myself against these 
landmarks and somehow find myself changed. 

—

This summer, I have become a birdwatcher. Nevermind if 
I only know three species by name. I am not knowledgeable, 
but I believe I am qualified for the title by this simple fact: 
I watch birds. 

I know little about eating habits or migration patterns, 
but I know that the wings of a turkey vulture wobble when 
it catches the wind, and that blue jays are vicious dive 
bombers. I’ve spent a morning watching a mother build 
her nest under an eave. I’ve watched young cooper’s hawks 
bathe in puddles in my driveway. I’ve seen phoebes grow 
from hatchlings to fledglings to flyers, and now I watch the 
place where their nest used to be. I am no ornithologist, 
but I’ve found that observing God’s creatures is good for 
the soul. Call me a birdthinker when the philosophizing 
outweighs the binocularizing—I’ll take any title, so long as 
it justifies a few of these aimless musings. 

—

Worry, I think, is not for the forest. 

Never is there a moment twice-lived. Some are half-
lived, but never twice-lived.

—

Yesterday at work I spent the afternoon observing the 
comings and goings of a family of phoebe birds who had 
their nest in the tollbooth. When they’re perched, eastern 
phoebes have a way of flicking their tails up and down 
that looks like the ticking secondhand of a clock. It’s not 
so regular, though; just once, for a moment, twice again 
a while later, three times quickly and once slowly. A bird 
needs no way of telling time. She has no appointments to 
keep. Her tail is less like a metronome and more like the 
flutter of leaves, the flash of light on water, the folding of a 
butterfly’s wing. Nature has its rhythms, but some moments 
are best left unmeasured. The phoebe knows this. 

—

When I came into work on Saturday, Cindi told me that 
the phoebes had lost a hatchling.  She must have found it 
when she opened the tollbooth. 

“It was dead,” she said, “The mother threw it out of the 
nest. See that stick in the ground there? I buried him.”

The stick stands in the dirt beneath the One Way sign 
where the phoebe always perches. I wonder if she knows 
where her child has gone. Is she troubled? I can never tell; 
her song is always the same. What kind of mother can 
watch her child die and let someone else bury it? Maybe 
she threw it out of the nest to make space for her healthy 
young. A bird does not sow or reap or gather into barns, but 
death is in her world, too. Death is in her world, but there 
is no room for it among the living. She is already so full of 
living—sunshine and beating wings and the wet squirming 
of beetles in the mud—and death has no place there, so she 
must throw it out. Let the dead bury their own. 

 I watch the stick poking unnaturally from the wet earth. 
Birds do not mourn their dead or erect strange monuments 
in the ground or fear the future. Only people do that. 

By HELEN WAGNER

Nature's Metronome
Prose fragments from a summer

working in a state park
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I do not write this as an old woman, looking back on 
a life of wisdom and truth. I am young, full of ambition, 
often full of that confusing anxiety that, as Wendell 
Berry says, tells me I should somehow be elsewhere than 
I am now. The peace I sense on the mountain is not the 
wisdom and rest attained by a long lifetime. It is a glimpse 
of some deeper meaning, an inner life which I access only 
sometimes, a safety net which I hope to grab and take with 
me into adulthood. Perhaps it is the last few wonderments 
of childhood bubbling through the hardening skin of life. 
It is a living memory of security and truth that I want to 
bottle up and pour over myself, like Bradbury’s dandelion 
wine, to thaw the ache of adult anxiety. 

Sometimes, down here at the bottom of the mountain, I 

have the itch to be up in the rocks where the air moves and 
the land unfolds like a forested atlas below me—up there in 
the wind, instead of down here in the leafy stillness, staring 
at the same trees and the empty road for hours at a time. I 
get tired of waiting for the crush of gravel under someone 
else’s tires, of handing them maps while they head up into 
the clouds and I stay here. 

But then someone walks past on his way down and says, 
“that looks like the fucking life,” and I look down at the jewel-
purple plum in my hand and the novel in my suntanned lap 
and the wooden rocking chair leaning against a rock and I 
say, “yeah. It is.” 

It is. And the phoebe sings her agreement. 
And it is. 

Bird, Hakusanjin Hokui
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THIS MONTH IN HOROSCOPES
ARIES
 (March 21-April 19)
 Love is in the air, Aries! Oh Christ, it’s in the air. It is a thick, all encom-
passing smokescreen that fills your lungs. It’s hard to breathe, the smoke in your eyes 
makes you cry but the feelings don’t go away. You feel heavy. Your lungs burn as if 
your organs are being stretched and mangled inside of you. It itches. Your insides 
itch. You scratch, but it gets worse. Why won’t anyone help you? You scratch. Dear 
lord, war is hell. You draw blood from your tender stomach, your organs still itch. 
You scratch deeper and deeper, till finally you can itch your lungs. Your comrades 
surround you in terror. You’ve disemboweled yourself. Oh the humanity! You live, 
you continue to scratch. The pain is endless, but the itching moreso. God won’t let 
you die. There are no atheists in foxholes, Aries.  

TAURUS
(April 20- May 20)
 It’s easy to get caught up in the overwhelming loneliness, but the sooner 
Taurus realizes that community is more beneficial to them than romance, they’ll 
be unstoppable. Community is hard to find as an adult, though. Sure you have co-
workers and maybe even college friends, but that’s temporary. You’ll outgrow each 
other soon, and you will once again be alone. Is it wrong to outgrow what you once 
loved? It’s painful to think that a person who once knew you better than you knew 
yourself will one day be a complete stranger to you. Sometimes you think you un-
derstand the curse of immortality. We’re all born alone and we all die alone, you 
know that, but it doesn’t make it any nicer to hear. The warmth is temporary, but 
you might as well enjoy it while you can. You could also invest in a weighted blan-
ket, at least simulated touch is better than what you’re getting now. 

CANCER
( June 21- July 22)
 Cancer, now is the season of plague. You are a destructive force as of late. 
Cuffing season awakens something dark within you. You deserve this! Slay! Forget 
anyone you may hurt along the way, it’s high time you go out and get what you 
want. There is a hunger deep inside you, Cancer. It is constantly growing, an endless 
gnawing in the pit of your stomach. You’re full of dog teeth. You are ravenous, a long 
and cold winter has made you cruel. Is it cruel to survive? One must do all they can, 
self fulfillment is the only fulfillment you can rely on. Looking out for you isn’t bad, 
it is self preservation, and therefore the most powerful form of rebellion. 

GEMINI
 (May 21- June 20)
 You’ve been doing a lot of self reflecting, Gemini. You don’t really even 
want a relationship, you long for personal freedom.You long for a herd of like-mind-
ed individuals but also a strong sense of individuality. You long for the dark carnival. 
You wish to ravage the streets of the midwest covered in grease paint and smelling 
faintly of vomit. You and your new found pack of Juggalo homies will provide you 
with the excitement you so desperately crave in your day to day. You will come to 
understand things you once thought impossible to grasp, like the Great Milenko, 
and magnets.  Faygo and rhymes flow freely in your close knit squadron of free-
range porch clowns. Connection is temporary, but 1989 Detroit based horrorcore 
group the Insane Clown Posse is forever. Whoop Whoop. 

VIRGO
 (Aug 23- Sept 22)
Roses and chocolate are always nice, but the Virgo in your life can only be seduced 
by one thing. In the USNA Archives lies the story of the USS Eldridge. October, 
1943 was when everything changed for the Virgo in your life. Half a dozen sailors 
merged with the ship, limbs akimbo poking out of the walls, melted into military 
grade steel. When the news broke, it was played off as yet another story of a Veteran 
who had lost his mind, making up nonsense about aliens for attention. Everyone 
knows that being honest about your alien encounters makes a social pariah out of 
you. You hide this dark secret- you hide the truth. You know acknowledging the 
Philadelphia Experiment will get a target placed on your back. Dear lord, you just 
want to be seen. Your Virgo wants you to ask them about what they’re hiding, they  
want assurance that you are not a spook, but rather an empathetic ear.    
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LEO
 ( July 23- Aug 22)
 You have a secret admirer, Leo. Although having someone confess their 
unyielding attraction towards you is undoubtedly the ego boost you needed to get 
through the week, the stars tell me that nothing good will come of this union. The 
only one to benefit from this relationship would be your divorce lawyer. You may 
think you’ve met draining people before, but never like this. Every moment spent 
with this prospective partner feels like an eternity and not in a good way. You didn’t 
know the sound of someone’s voice could make you truely violent before this. It 
feels like a Manchurian candidate situation. This person will leave you waking up 
next to them every morning wishing you were dead. Sometimes the crushing lone-
liness is better than rushing into something with someone you tolerate at best. You 
should not relate to The Mountain Goats the way you do. Save yourself years of 
livable hatred and a cirrhosis diagnosis, reject Capricorn. 
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AQUARIUS
 ( Jan 20- Feb 18)
 Happy Birthday, Aquarius! How does it feel being another year older? 
Look into your own eyes. Are you wiser or just tired? Maybe age doesn’t change 
everything. At least you have your birthday wish, right? The one time a year where 
a cold and uncaring god can actually hear you. Another year of pain and hardships 
is to be cleansed in the fires of a pink, paraffin torch. The smoke that threatens to 
set off all the alarms in your dorm carry your plea for peace into the heavens. It goes 
unheard. They all do. But you’re nothing if not persistent. Maybe it’s not that the 
gods don’t care, maybe they’re just busy. Yeah that feels better. You’re not irrelevant, 
everyone else is just too busy. You can do no wrong. Enjoy your cake.

LIBRA
(Sept 23- Oct 22)
 As any Johnnie will tell you with a ghoulish delight, Humphreys used 
to be a civil war hospital, complete with a morgue in the basement. If you’re ever 
in Humpreys too long you’ll feel the hands. She’s cold, when she speaks it usually 
gets dark. The air is thick and still. Her eyes are somehow both empty and full of 
a thousand dying wishes, like a dead fish. She is the most beautiful woman you’ve 
ever seen. Her teeth are crooked and her hair is neat, you know she’s around because 
all the hair on the back of your neck stands on end. You’ve never been so intrigued 
by anyone before. You know she knows how you feel, she knows everything about 
you, but based on the retrograde of Uranus, now is the time to put your feelings out 
there. Verbalization is always nice, Libra, I’m sure the Humphreys ghoul will think 
so too. 

SCORPIO
 (Oct 23- Nov 21)
Tis the season, Scorpio! Based on the position of Jupiter relative to its distance 
from the zodiac, you will find your soulmate this month! If February comes and 
goes and you remain alone and despondent, sucks to be you, I guess #SAD.

PISCES
(Feb 19- March 20)
Forget romance, Valentine’s Day is for the boys, Pisces! You’ve been hard at work 
down at the factory, but while you’ve been doing overtime, your gang of rowdy 
boys have been getting themselves into much trouble. There’s a big rumble down 
at the park tonight, and they instigated it. It’s gonna be a rough one, too. Bottles 
and chains, all because you were too busy trying to make ends meet to focus on 
your band of troubled yet well meaning rapscallions. It’s been tough since Pa and 
Mama died, but you’ll be damned if those kids end up in the system. You can make 
this work. You have to make this work. You have to do it for Johnny. Make more 
time for your pals, Pisces, God only knows when they’ll accidentally end up killing 
a rich kid, ultimately leading to two tragic deaths of those you hold dearest, forever 
altering your kid brother’s sense of childlike wonder. 

SAGITTARIUS
 (Nov 22- Dec 21)
 You don’t miss her, you’re just horny.

CAPRICORN
 (Dec 22- Jan 19)
 You’re ready to be hurt again, Capricorn. It’s cliche, but Valentine’s Day 
makes you sentimental. Maybe you haven’t felt loved in a while, maybe never, but 
seeing everyone else do it sure does make you at least miss the chase. You need 
something to work towards- conquest is your middle name. Your eyes have drifted 
towards a certain Leo in your life. Their self confidence, sense of humor and passion 
gives you butterflies. As an earth sign, you’re particularly prone to overthinking, 
which could be catastrophic in this scenario. You need to learn to just go for what 
you want when you want it. Shoot now, question later. Better yet, really dig your 
heels into this one. You can make it work. You have to make it work. Anything less 
is a personal failing on your part. Maybe the goal isn’t happiness, maybe it’s merely 
knowing that you did the impossible and stuck out till the end. That makes you 
better than everyone. This month, romance your Leo, till death do you part. 
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