
Photo by Rose Pelham



The BAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAdfly02

The Dreams of Drumpland
 I began compiling other 
people’s dreams in late 2019, as the 
slide into the historical era we have just 
exited was becoming inevitable due to 
the discovery––by certain politicians––
that even things which are blatantly 
true can be contested, if only one bands 
together with enough fellow deniers of 
reality. With this discovery, it became 
possible to justify eliminating the ulti-
mate check against the abuse of power, 
by transforming a trial into a political 
contest. Consequently, the only check 
that remained was that of the following 
election, which was to have its integrity 
defended by an entirely depopulated 
Federal Election Commission, and 
utterly no protection against hacking to 
speak of, since this, too, proved polit-
ically inconvenient. What necessarily 
followed could be easily guessed at 
by any careful observer of the times, 
but nonetheless looked too much like 
something out of dystopian fiction for 
us to believe what we were seeing.
 I compiled dreams until 2023, 
when I had to flee the country. With 
the recent collapse of the regime, I have 
finally been able to publish my collec-
tion to be read in its country of origin, 
where it should appear early next year. 
The following is a set of dreams ex-
cerpted from The Dreams of Drump-
fland in chronological order, which my 
publisher, AK Press, hopes will stimu-
late interest in my book.

---
 The dream of a conscripted 
soldier:
 I was in the conference room 
[of the army base] and “the Miller” ––as 
we called him––had come from the 
WH to give a very important lecture. A 
fellow private leaned over and said to 
me: “I’m very shy, but could you ask for 
me how many wives does he have?”
 Incredulous and a little ner-
vous, I repeated, “How many wives?”
 “Yes, that’s the right question.”
 At this point, “the Miller,” 
carefully feeding wheat into the left ear 
of a soldier, which was excreted as a 

white powder from the right, overheard 
us, and turned to address me, saying, “I 
have twelve wives to protect against the 
threat of replacement! Do you not have 
twelve wives!?”
 “I have no wives,” I said, 
feeling the snickering gaze of the other 
conscripts upon me, as if I alone were 
ignorant of some essential fact.
 To this he replied: “you are 
supposed to have as many wives as 
possible! Everyone knows we must be 
able to out reproduce our enemies! 
It is the destiny of our nation that we 
emerge from the deep mines with the 
largest population so we may conquer 
the Earth!!  If you don’t have enough 
wives, I can’t guarantee you a place in 
the mineshaft when the war comes! 
Don’t you want us to out reproduce 
our enemies!? DO YOU STAND BE-
TWEEN US AND OUR NATIONAL 
DESTINY!?”
 At this point, I woke up, terri-
fied I may have shouted in my sleep.

---
 A college student’s nightmare:
 I was about to take my final 
exam, which would decide whether 
or not I graduated. I was certain I was 
ready for it. 
  After the customary an-
ti-cheating precautions/rituals (includ-
ing all manner of searches and warn-
ings against even so much as using your 
own watch or seeing with the aid of 
your own, non-standard testing-center 
issued, glasses) we were told that the 
test would begin. But first, we each had 
to swear allegiance to the flag, individu-
ally, to make sure we were loyal citizens.
 One by one, each of my class-
mates pledged allegiance to the flag, 
our leader’s twelve fertile wives, and the 
great, heterosexual Marlon Bundo––but 
when the proctor reached me, I couldn’t 
speak. Gasping, she shouted: “WE 
FOUND THE WITCH!” 
 The testing room was full of 
security guards, who each immediately 
pledged allegiance to our national trini-
ty, lest they be suspected of my heresy.

 I was then taken down the hall 
to another room, sat down in a chair, 
and given a test on my knowledge of al-
ternative facts. The first question asked: 
“which is truer: a) 2 + 2 = 4, or b) 1 + 1 
+ 1 = 3?” 

---
 An office worker’s dream:
The desert militiamen wore nothing but 
leather and red hats and drove around 
in spiky dune buggies that kicked up 
clouds of dust. I could hear them shout-
ing “PEACE ON EARTH! PURTY OF 
ESSENCE!” in the distance. It was their 
purpose to guard the nationally im-
portant deep mineshafts from boarder 
infiltration. 
 All along the way to the 
mineshafts, I left bottles of water on the 
trail behind me, so I could find my way 
back by the spaces they were no longer 
in once other people took them. It was 
very important to leave bottles of water 
on the trail, but I could not remember 
why, until I was stopped and interrogat-
ed by a block of very cold salt. Then I 
remembered and used the warm water 
to dissolve the salt and run away.
But the militiamen saw me, for the salt 
signaled my location to them in the 
agony of its dissolution. 
 But just then, I caught sight 
of my friends, who would help me 
escape! (How did I know they were my 
friends?!) 
 I was on the cusp of reaching 
them when the militiamen in leather 
and red hats caught me.
 I was taken down into the 
mineshafts to be interrogated. A strange 
machine with many wires was attached 
to my head, so they could see what 
I was thinking. They saw that I was 
dreaming, and that in my dream I was 
being interrogated by them with just 
this machine. They said that was good, 
and that I could wake up now, but I 
kept on dreaming, which they said was 
bad, because I meant I was disobedient. 
Then I woke up.
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New report concludes Johnnies to be largest

 consumer of dapper hats
The results are in – a new report by the 
Annapolis Headgear Society concludes 
that Johnnies form the core consumer 
group for dapper hats. Local hat vendors 
described a significant increase in sales 
directly proportional to the tuition drop. 

As one student noted, “less debt, more 
hats.” 

Economics aside, however, hat enthusi-
asts have described an almost spiritual 
connection to the cranial attire of the 
community. 

“I saw someone walk around wearing 
basketball shorts and a Greek helmet,” 
local hat historian Costard Coverage 
said. “I knew I had found home.” Dr. Cov-
erage is the author of The Phenomenol-
ogy of Cephalic Apparel, to be released 
by Harvard University Press in Fall 2020.

 “We’re intellectuals,” sophomore Prett 
Enshis said. “What more is there to say?” 
Enshis then launched into a ten minute 
oration on the virtues of the pileus, a 

TAM O’SHANTER, 
STAFF REPORTER

Clad in top hat and festive scarf, Freshman Leo Brooks ponders the 
epistemological meaning of Book 1 of Euclid’s Elements whilst smoking a 

cigarette. 

Gadfly Publishes News 
Article for Once 

Spector Cockroach 
FINALLY 

Graduates!!!

brimless, felt cap worn in Illyria, Etruria, 
Ancient Greece, Pannonia and surrounding 
regions. 

“Welcome to the only place on Earth where 
nineteen year-olds know that,” sophomore 
Ray Goolar-Guy said. “Also, I’ve stopped 
keeping count of the fedoras.” 

Both students and administrators remarked 
that hats are at the core of the campus cul-
ture. “We really celebrate diversity,” director 
Jess Sayin said. “There are pork pies, bowl-
ers, berets, tricorns and even a coonskin or 
two.” 

This point of pride even holds significance 
in the playful competition between students 
at St. John’s and the Naval Academy. “A mid-



Tutor Spends Entire Class Defending Lifestyle as 
Straussian
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This Actor Had Their Shirt On Wrong the Whole Play! Here Are 10 Other Mishaps You Missed in The 
Shape of Things.

Students vying for a seat at the table 
need not fret– soon there won’t be 
any to covet. Citing budget cuts and 
health concerns about sedentary 
lifestyles, college administrators 
have decided to do away with the 
time-honored Johnnie chair in favor 
of…nothing. Or rather, as the mar-
keting team has begun to advertise 
the substitution, ‘standing desks’.

“It’s likely we’ll raise the tables to 
standing height by stacking old 
books from the library underneath 
the legs,” financial aid advisor Penny 
Cheep-Skeight said. 

Proponents of the move to repur-
pose Johnnie chairs have also re-
ferred to Program readings. 

“This is what joining the tradition 
of questioning tradition looks like,” 
freshman Angus T. Yoothe said. “It’s 
been on my mind ever since we read 
The Upright Posture in Lab.” 

Even a few tutors have publicly en-
dorsed the standing desks. 

“I mean, Socrates said it first: ‘The 
children now love luxury.’ ” Tutor 
O’Kay Boomer said. “And what 
screams luxury more than a curved 
back chair carved from aged cherry 
wood?” 

Regardless of the widespread ap-
proval of the decision, it is clear that 
removal of the Johnnie chairs will 
have significant cultural impact. 

“We’re brainstorming what to re-
name the student blog,” junior Ba 
Tumzup said. “A current favorite is the 

Johnnie Air.” 

The Student Committee on Instruc-
tion has scheduled a meeting to dis-
cuss possible uses for the repurposed 
chair materials. According to several 
students, there is a movement to 
indulge the Annapolis Ghost Tour 
employees by building a big bonfire 
and dancing around it while singing 
“Sicut Cervus.” 

“More likely, we’ll probably just save 
the wood for a rainy day – or the next 
time a dorm burns down,” admin-
istrator Sitzfleisch Holder said. “As 
for the wicker, an underwater bas-
ket-weaving preceptorial could be in 
the works.” 

Students and the administration are in communication over how to repurpose wood from Johnnie 
chairs. According to several students, there is a movement to indulge the Annapolis Ghost Tour 
employees by building a big bonfire and dancing around it while singing “Sicut Cervus.”

ASS PERCH, 
STAFF REPORTER

Johnnie chairs to be dethroned by standing desks

The BOOMfly00
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Someone Played 
What’s New Pussy-
cat 10 Times at 
the Reality Event! 
Archons Have 
Placed the Party 
into Severe Lock-
down

“I didn’t know it would end like this”: Don 

Rags as Leading Cause of Death at the End of 

the Semester
Member of 

Experimental Philosophy 

Club 

Johnnie Bubble Ruptured 
After City of Annapolis Realizes It Exists

“Hey, is anyone reading this?”

This archon was spotted hurried-
ly shutting locking the doors of 
McDowell on Saturday mid-party. 
Sources say that flashing green lights 
and the heavy coat of fog were ac-
tually nicely affected by the mellow 
mellow tones of Tom Jones. In fact, 
some people found that they want-
ed to attend a reality party for the 
first time. A member of the delegate 
council was overheard saying, “ Fi-
nally, the school’s money is going to 
something fucking worthwhile”.

CONTINUED ON PG. 31

It’s that time of year! The weather is 
crisp, the chocolate is hot, and the 
christmas carols mingle beautifully with 
the sobs coming from Mellon.
    CONTINUED ON PG. 24
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1.  Do you come to class?
  a. In your pajamas 30 minutes late?
  b. In your lace cravat 30 minutes early?
  c. Drunk/High
  d. Only if I have my Fjall-Raven Kanken on hand
2. How do you meet people?
  a. On the quad
  b. During class
  c. In the coffee shop at 3am
  d. On Tumblr
3. When do you cry?
  a. After every tutorial.
  b. Once in the middle of seminar
  c. Twice coming down from ketamine 
  d. Watching 500 Days of Summer
4. Which Book describes you most?
  a. The Stranger by Albert Camus
  b. The Bible
  c. Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas by Hunter S. Thompson
  d. Milk and Honey by Rupi Kaur
5. Which Item describes you most?
  a. Chipped black nail-polish
  b. Chastity ring
  c. My Custom Dab Rig
  d. Polaroid camera
6. Thoughts on a higher power?
  a. God is dead
  b. I teach Sunday School
  c. I thought I saw God on a trip
  d. I don’t know if there is one, but the closest I have is Jonathan Van Ness

All Johnnies fit into one of four categories. Take the quiz and find out which Johnnie you are. This is about as 
accurate as the Myers-Briggs Test. 

Which Johnnie Aesthetic Are You?

If you got...
1. mostly A’s, you’re ~edgy~ as heck
2. mostly B’s, you probably know how to waltz and you came to St. John’s be-
cause of the    sophomore reading list
3. mostly C’s, congratulations we’ll be seeing you on Paca-quad!
4. mostly D’s, your VSCO feed is excellent, and you probably own too many 
plants
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DID YOU FIND THE SECRET MESSAGE? HERE’S 
A HINT:KEEP AN EYE ON ALL THE CAPITAL 
LETTERS IN THIS ISSUE! THE FIRST PERSON 
TO FIND THE MESSAGE WILL WIN A PRIZE. 

SEND THE COMPLETED MESSAGE THRU 
CAMPUS MAIL TO THE ONE OF THE EDITORS 

TO CLAIM YOUR SPECIAL PRESSENT!

Student in Optics Precept Builds Camera Obscura, 

Immediately Looks into the Sun

“Well, I just wanted to see if I could see the Forms as Plato talked about them,” said the student. “I 
guess the universe just wanted to punish my hubris”. Keep an eye out for this bandaged student, and 
try to help out your fellow egotistical johnnie! CONTINUED ON PG. 209

Prospies Accept Offer of Ad-
mission under Assumption that 

Great Books Program Refers to YA 
Novels

SCI Forums Start Serving Alcohol in Bid to Increase Attendance
The meeting last Wednesday got heated when one student (two Natty Bo’s 
in, started yelling at the Committee members about how “We Shouldn’t read 
Plato! We Shouln’t READ PLATO! WE SHOULD NOT READ---”

 CONTINUED ON PG. 4


