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The Inauguration of President Trump and the Responsibility of Citizens

By Jonathan Engle (SF GILA)
 I would like to make sever-
al assertions to serve as underlying 
principles to my logic: first, that human 
beings are imperfect and prone to err, 
so our beliefs must be guided by logical 
reasoning and informed by the scientif-
ic community, which provides the most 
accurate depiction of reality; second, 
that actions and policy should align 
with the preservation of the human 
species; and third, that in our increas-
ingly interconnected world, we must 
strive toward a more just, sustainable, 
and participatory society.
 With this in mind, I would 
like to call attention to the absurd 
and destructive nature of our current 
political paradigm—controlled by two 
parties that cultivate irrational alle-
giance, distracting citizens from actual 
issues and effective solutions, and fear 
being dominated by the “other.” Many 
of those who now rise in outrage were 
silent as executive power was increased 
and misused, especially over the past 
eight years. Democratic Party policies 
have not appropriately addressed the 
imminent threat of climate change. 
President Obama, Nobel Peace Lau-
reate, remained at war every day of 
his term, exponentially expanding the 
drone program, domestic and glob-
al mass-surveillance, and “defense” 
spending to 60% of the discretionary 
budget, while waging a war against 
whistleblowers and journalists. None of 
this should surprise an attentive citizen, 
as “Americana” and Empire have been 
synonymous for over a century. What 

we desperately need is radical change, 
focusing on issues rather than party 
affiliation. 
 During the circus of the last 
election cycle, I knew that whoever 
won, resistance would be required. The 
result was as shocking to me as it prob-
ably was to most. It should be shock-
ing, and we should not normalize this 

situation. Donald Trump ran a cam-
paign in which he positioned himself 
as a successful businessman (somehow 
what our society declares to be the 
pinnacle of human achievement) who 
participated in corrupt processes, yet 
who promised to “drain the swamp” of 
corruption and return the government 
to The People—all while delivering a 
message of bigotry, racism, misogyny, 
xenophobia, and Islamaphobia. His 
calls for law and order, the restoration 
of our military, and attacks on the 
press provided clear indications of the 
strong-arm tactics he would use. Those 

with whom he surrounds himself, 
including cabinet appointees, continue 
to clarify his objectives: players from 
ExxonMobil, Goldman Sachs, and 
Blackwater join in with climate change 
deniers, advocates for militarism and 
torture, and those who provide plat-
forms for hate speech.
 Considering all of this, I felt 

compelled to travel to Washington 
D.C. for Trump’s inauguration. I was 
shocked to see such a large police and 
military presence, which was great-
er than that employed immediately 
following 9/11. On Thursday, the day 
before the inauguration, I joined a 
group of military veterans who sought 
an audience with Senator John Mc-
Cain regarding the nomination of Rex 
Tillerson (CEO and 41-year employee 
of ExxonMobil) for Secretary of State. 
Senator McCain challenged Tillerson 
in his confirmation hearing, questioned 
his (continued on page 4)   
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January Johnnies
By Isabella Copeland (SF ’20)
 On Friday, February 3rd, a 
number of January Freshman mixed 
and mingled with Fall Freshman in the 
coffee shop for some good food and 
some even better conversation. Dean 
Davis and President Roosevelt attend-
ed the dinner, along with a few tutors. 
Tutor Mr. Grenke, the lecturer for that 
night, attended as well.
 This dinner was organised by 
Fall Freshman Sierra Engdahl and Will 
Thompson. Engdahl and Thompson 
had heard from current Sophomores 

how isolated they felt the last class of 
Fall Freshman had been, so they de-
cided to “do something about it!”. They 
wanted to set up an environment for 
the Fall Freshman to officially meet the 
January Freshman.
 The conversation was fluid and 
lively. A’viands did a great work with 
the catering and white table cloth set 
up, complete with gluten free chocolate 
cake. It was a truly pleasant evening. 
Mr. Davis said a few words and sug-
gested that this gathering become an 
annual event. Following immediately, 
Mr. Roosevelt spoke and comically 
suggested the exact same idea. Mr. 

Grenke even gave a quick preview to 
his lecture on The Birds. When asked 
which translation he preferred, Mr. 
Grenke answered, “The Greek.” At this 
point the conversation evolved into the 
classic Lattimore vs. Fagles debate with 
tutor Mr. Padui at its centre.
 All in all, it was the perfect 
social event for our new January John-
nies, building the bridge between the 
Fall and January Freshman. As Miss 
Engdahl remarked, “It stopped what 
we feared from happening happening.” 
On such a small campus, community is 
everything.  

A Foreign Beast:
Johnnies in France
By Clara Rhoades (SF ‘19)
 Everyone is really 
excited for you when you plan to 
study abroad; no one warns you 
how hard it can be.
For most people, including my-
self, the idea of studying abroad 
is a dream. When I applied to 
study in France, I imagined 
meeting new people, making 
new friends, and happily exploring a new culture. I imagined 
books and papers spilling over tables in quaint cafes, smiling 
faces, and laughter. In the months leading up to my journey to 
France, many people gushed about how lucky I am and what a 
great opportunity I have. All of these things are true, but my ex-
pectations put so many stars in my eyes that I was in for a rude 
awakening upon my arrival. 
 In my short time here, I have been fighting two battles:  
anxiety and knowing almost no French—which produces a lot 
of anxiety. Every upperclassman who told me French is basical-
ly English has obviously never tried to hold a conversation in 
French with a French person. I didn’t know the human mouth 
could produce so many different vowel sounds. And another 
thing:  French sounds completely different than it looks. For 
me, especially during my first few days in Aix, not knowing the 
language was panic-inducing. Simple things, like buying bread, 

take a lot of courage. 
 I never felt anxiety until I became a 
Johnnie. I have always had high expecta-
tions for myself, and St. John’s is the first 
place I have found myself unable to do 
everything I want to do to the degree I want 
to do it. I love Hume. I want to study Hume. 
Can I cram sixty pages of Hume into my 
brain in three days and retain any of it? No. 
This leaves me feeling like I have failed both 
myself and my classmates. Even if that’s not 
true, it is how I feel. This, added to feeling 
alone in a place where even trying to buy 

some lettuce is terrifying makes for a blubbering crybaby of my 
shy self. 
 So the first few days of being in France
   were rough, but they were also amazing. So many of my star-
ry-eyed expectations have come true, and I’m getting to expe-
rience things I would never have the opportunity to experience 
otherwise. I have visited tiny villages with lavender and sea-
foam shutters. I have seen Pablo Picasso’s chateau. I learned how 
to discern the age and alcohol content of a glass of wine simply 
by holding it up to the light. I have been on hikes that ended in 
mountains of color, and walked by beautiful fountains every day. 
La Grande Marche, an outdoor market where many beautiful 
clothes and vegetables are sold, is literally right out my front 
door.
 Fighting my battles is only making me stronger. I can 
feel myself growing, and though it is quite painful, the rewards 
are astounding.

The Village of Gordes
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Thomas Sankara: 
Africa’s Che Guevara
By Nani Detti (SF ‘20)
 On August 4, 1983 a popular 
uprising in the West African nation 
then known as Upper Volta initiated 
one of the most profound revolutions 
in Africa’s history. The leader of the 
revolution was Thomas Sankara, who 
became president of the new gov-
ernment at the age of 33. Through 
his leadership, the people of Upper 
Volta would adopt the name Burkina 
Faso—The Land of Upright Men.
 Thomas Isidore Noël Sankara 
(21 FEBRUARY 1949 – 15 October 
1987) was a Burkinabé military cap-
tain, Marxist revolutionary, pan-Af-
ricanist theorist, and President of 
Burkina Faso. Viewed by supporters 
as a charismatic and iconic figure of 
revolution, he is commonly re-
ferred to as “Africa’s Che Guevara”. 
Captain Sankara came to power 
in August 1983 and transformed a 
poor country dependent on foreign 
aid to an economically independent 
and socially progressive nation.  His 
foreign policies were centered on an-
ti-imperialism, and his government 
eschewed all foreign aid, pushed for 
odious debt reduction, nationalized 
all land and mineral wealth, and 
averted the power and influence of 
the International Monetary Fund 
(IMF) and World Bank. 
 Over the next four years, the 
popular revolutionary government 
under Sankara’s leadership organized 
peasants, workers, and young people 
to carry out deep-going economic 
and social measures. They joined 
with the working people to oppose 
imperialist domination. His domestic 
policies were focused on preventing 
famine with agrarian self-sufficiency 
and land reform, prioritizing educa-
tion with a nationwide literacy cam-
paign, and promoting public health 

by vaccinating over two million 
children.
 Other components of his na-
tional agenda included planting over 
10 million trees to halt the growing 
desertification of the Sahel, doubling 
wheat production by redistributing 
land from feudal landlords to peas-
ants, suspending rural poll taxes and 
domestic rents, and establishing an 
ambitious road and rail construction 
program to “tie the nation together”. 
At the local level Sankara also called 
on every village to build a medical 
dispensary and had over 350 com-
munities construct schools with their 
own labor.
 Moreover, his commitment 
to women’s rights led him to outlaw 
female genital mutilation, forced 
marriages and polygamy, while ap-
pointing women to high governmen-
tal positions and encouraging them 
to work outside the home and stay in 
school even if pregnant. He required 
public servants to wear a traditional 
tunic, woven from Burkinabé cotton 
and sewn by Burkinabé craftsmen. 
He strongly opposed foreign aid, 
saying, “Those who feed you control 
you.” As President, he lowered his 
salary to $450 a month, reduced the 
salaries of all public servants, and 
forbade the use of government chauf-

feurs and 1st class airline tickets. 
 Sankara also actively orga-
nized support for the struggle in the 
Apartheid regime in South Africa 
and for the Palestinians’ fight to 
reestablish their homeland. He cam-
paigned for the cancellation of the 
debt imposed on semicolonial coun-
tries by imperialist governments and 
banks. He spoke in New York City’s 
Harlem to demonstrate support for 
the African Americans’ fight against 
racist oppression and for other work-
ing people of the U.S. He extended 
Burkina’s hand to rising revolution-
ary struggles in Central America and 
the Caribbean, visiting Cuba in 1984 
and 1986, and the Nicaragua in 1986. 
 But the young leader was not 
without flaw. Some of his policies re-
sulted in costly missteps, such as fir-
ing politically disloyal civil servants 
and striking teachers, heavy-handed 
tactics to discipline lethargic bureau-
crats, or arming partisan civilian 
militia. He did show an uncommon 
ability to publicly admit failure and 
take corrective measures, when 
persuaded of his errors. However, he 
made enemies abroad and within for 
challenging systems of power and 
refusing to compromise on ideals for 
expedient pragmatism. As a result, he 
was overthrown and assassinated in 
a coup d’état led by Blaise Compaoré, 
his closest friend and colleague, on 
October 15, 1987. He was is power 
for just over four years. A week be-
fore his murder, he declared: “While 
revolutionaries as individuals can be 
murdered, you cannot kill ideas.”
 Led by Sankara, the revo-
lution in Burkina Faso chartered a 
course of internationalist solidarity 
with those fighting oppression and 
exploitation in Africa and worldwide. 
In spite of his flaws, Sankara’s lega-
cy lives on and he is to this day the 
champion of many not only in Burki-
na Faso, but throughout Africa. 
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(continued from cover) suitability  for 
that role, and at the time was himself 
undecided how to vote. We hoped that 
we could speak to him, veteran to vet-
eran, and express our grave concerns 
about Tillerson’s conflicts of interest, 
including a history of working with 
corrupt officials with atrocious human 
rights records and the 
likelihood for increased 
global militarism. We 
were denied an audi-
ence. We refused to 
leave and were arrested. 
After a few hours in 
jail, we were released. 
On Friday morning, I, 
along with several hun-
dred others, stood in 
solidarity with Grass-
roots Global Justice 
Alliance, a national 
alliance of grassroots 
organizations building 
a popular movement 
for peace, democracy, 
and a sustainable world, 
led by working-class people, poor 
people, indigenous people and com-
munities of color, and the gender-op-
pressed. We began with a demonstra-
tion in front of the Department of 
Energy, to call attention to the critical 
need for radically different energy 
policies. We marched in the streets to 
the Department of Housing and Urban 
Development, now under the direc-
tion of Ben Carson. While blocking an 
intersection, street theater was used to 
call attention to Donald Trump’s racist 
and predatory practices as a landlord. 
We declared that housing is a human 
right. National Guard soldiers, who 
maintained separation between Trump 
supporters and protesters, surrounded 
us. Other protests took place around 
Washington D.C., effectively shutting 
down a good portion of the capitol.
 Despite the corporate media 
focus on a couple of burning trash-
cans, a burning limousine, and a few 
broken windows, the day was almost 
entirely non-violent. Although the 

environment was militarized, almost 
everyone was joyful in coming togeth-
er to display the collective power of 
The People. I experienced action as an 
effective means to channel fear, pain, 
and anger. The sense of solidarity was 
palpable, energizing, and inspirational.
 The Great Books program 

at St. John’s 
College was 
developed and 
instituted at 
a time when 
fascism was on 
the rise, with 
the hopes of 
spawning a 
new American 
renaissance. 
This college 
provides a 
unique op-
portunity to 
engage with 
some of the 
most signifi-
cant works of 

Western civilization; how we as a 
community engage with those works 
reveals a lot about us.
 The ruling elite has used these 
works to develop and maintain par-
ticular systems and privileges. We at 
St. John’s have a choice: use the books 
as an escape from reality, performing 
high-level intellectual gymnastics, or 
supplement those efforts by develop-
ing critical reasoning skills to deter-
mine the efficacy and benefit of these 
systems, asking what the books can tell 
us about our modern conceptions and 
problems. I’m happy to say that this 
occurs in my Graduate History sem-
inar with Mr. Fasanaro, where we are 
using Herodotus and Thucydides to try 
to understand what these authors have 
to tell us about our lives as 21st centu-
ry citizens. The discussions are diffi-
cult, but energizing and compelling. By 
not engaging in this manner, I suggest 
we are displaying characteristics of 
intellectual cowardice; perhaps, de-
veloping familiarity with these works 

without consideration of the practical 
application of their ideas constitutes a 
betrayal of the Great Books program 
vision. We cannot allow ourselves to 
be paralyzed by uncertainty, as silence 
and inaction equate to tacit consent to 
what is happening around us. Do these 
works really inform our daily lives, or 
are we simply expanding our pedan-
tic egos? What dissonance exists that 
allows us to accept or expect lifestyles 
that push oppressed populations to 
the extremes of the spectrum of living 
conditions? Do we not then expect 
those same people to display morality 
in-extremis, consistent with our code 
of conduct in comparative comfort 
and luxury? Do we support a fixed 
notion of human nature based on the 
negative potentialities that are so often 
displayed by people living in extreme 
conditions? Shouldn’t Johnnies be well 
equipped to bring cave dwellers into 
the sunlight?
 I reject the idea that a few 
“enlightened” saviors have access to a 
superior concept of morality or ideal 
form of governance, that the gov-
erned should be fooled by a noble lie. 
Individual progress and liberation is 
achieved through the progress and 
liberation of the collective, the glob-
al population. We do not exist in a 
vacuum, and do not achieve alone. 
The years ahead of us will be difficult 
and tumultuous, and everyone needs 
to closely examine her or his role in 
society. Aristotle insists that happi-
ness exists through action, but I am 
not insisting that everyone drop what 
they are doing and take to the streets. 
Everyone has her or his own talents 
and passions, however, it is important 
to remember that non-violent civil 
disobedience, while not always imme-
diately successful, is one of the most 
effective tools for positive change. The 
question is how to live a truly exam-
ined life, channeling those talents and 
passions for the greater good, for the 
preservation and emancipation of 
humanity. 

The author, being arrested by Capitol Police
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Some Thoughts on Friday Lecture
By Abdullah Mirza (SF ‘20)
 On the one hand, there are some aspects of 
small (liberal arts) colleges which are so incredibly 
annoying it makes one wonder why they even exist. 
Arguably the biggest downside is the fact that you 
can’t disappear. Trust me, I’ve tried, and it’s impos-
sible. I once thought I could live on the other side of 
Monte Sol in a sleeping bag from the SAC, wake up 
every morning to the sunrise, pay someone to bring 
me meals, and foray onto campus every now and then 
for my classes. Long story short, it didn’t work. You 
can’t disappear, even on the side of a mountain in the 
middle of a desert. But on the other hand, there are 
also some aspects of small (liberal arts) colleges which 
totally rock. At St. John’s College, one in particular 
stands out—that is the Friday Night Lecture.
 Where I come from - Berkeley, California - 
Friday night was special. That was because on Friday 
nights everybody would go to the tiny little apartment 
of Mamade Kadreebux, author, artist, and philoso-
pher, who would host dinner every week, open to 
everybody, and bring all his Nobel Laureate/Rhodes 
scholar/NBA/Olympic athlete friends to chat. Some-
times it was Anthony Ervin describing his path to gold 
in the 50m freestyle in Sydney and his subsequent fall 
from and return to glory at Rio. Sometimes it was the 
great David Seaborg talking about butterfly migration 
and biodiversity in rainforests. Or Adeel Malik from 
Oxford talking about globalization and macroeco-
nomics. That tiny little apartment became a think tank 
where we talked through the most pressing problems 
of the world. Even if you just came for the food, you 
stayed for the Great Ideas.
 When I came to St. John’s, I now had a big gap 
that needed filling, and Friday lecture filled that gap. 
I was hooked from the beginning, and made going 
to Friday lecture a habit. The first lecture, by Dean 
Davis on Ben Franklin, was particularly enthralling. 
As the first semester progressed, however, I noticed 
an unfortunate phenomenon. Each week in the audi-
ence, there seemed to be fewer and fewer bright young 
college students, and more and more dreary old Santa 
Fe people.
 An oft cited reason why freshmen don’t attend 
lecture, in my experience, has been that the topic is 
not one they are acquainted with, or the subject is on a 

book they haven’t read. This objection, however, disre-
gards the whole point of lecture. Great Books founder 
Mortimer Adler encouraged people to read books that 
were “over their heads,” because he thought that only 
reading books above our level could truly “elevate” us. 
The same thing should apply to conversations.
 If there is one fault I would point out con-
cerning St. John’s lectures, aside from the fact that the 
semi-formal atmosphere is potentially intimidating 
to insecure freshman, is that they aren’t really “lec-
tures.” I daresay, they’re more of “public readings.” 
Sometimes that’s a great thing, i.e, in the case of the 
Ben Franklin lecture which was humorous, insightful, 
and well-delivered, though not necessarily so in some 
of the others. Some weeks, if one didn’t stay for the 
Q&A, which is closer to a real conversation (and the 
place you’re most likely to see tutors in their “natural 
habitat,” so to speak), you’d be liable to think of them 
purely as occasions to hear pretentious professors an-
grily profess, in that narrow, one-hour window which 
is the only time anyone really gets to “profess” on this 
campus.
 Perhaps this is a cynical view. After all, I come 
from Berkeley, where many lectures tend to take the 
form of Prof. X. walking back and forth on a stage, 
microphone in one hand and a marker in the other 
(they have whiteboards over there), speaking extem-
poraneously, or perhaps with a few notes scribbled 
on a piece of paper for reference. It’s a whole different 
paradigm, more of a show-and-tell than a read-your-
essay. In many ways, that type of informality, without 
any filtering, has the potential to be more intellectu-
ally honest, if slightly less structured, and it might be 
something this oftentimes uptight campus needs. 
 The format is fine when the essay is good, but 
when it’s not, the few freshmen—whom I’m just using 
as an example—who did in fact come, might not stick 
around until the real excitement begins in the Q&A. I 
wish more freshmen came to lecture, because I know 
they can. For some reason, doing so can be tiring after 
a long week, paradoxically more so than going to the 
party in uppers commons which goes until 2 AM. 
Imagine a world where every lecture was as exciting 
and as high stakes as the sophistry competition at the 
Symposium party. In reality, every lecture is just as 
exciting and just as high stakes as Symposium, but it is 
up to us, the students, to stand up and to realize that 
intellectual vitality. 



The Opening Question: 
Why is Black History Month 
Important?
 February is Black History 
Month – but why?
 A practical answer might 
be the following, which appeared in 
the article I wrote for The Moon last 
year: “The precursor to Black History 
Month was “Negro History Week,” 
created by Dr. Carter G. Woodson 
in 1926. It was inspired by the fact 
that black accomplishments were not 
included in education curricula. Dr. 
Woodson wished to inculcate black 
accomplishments into the body of 
American history and tear down the 
institutionalized hatred of the era, 
rather than foster greater racial divi-
sion.
 In fact, there is speculation 
that his hope was for Black History 
Month to eventually stop being rec-
ognized, because black accomplish-
ments in America ought to be recog-
nized as American accomplishments, 
owning a rightful place in American 
history. Alas, this has not yet come to 
pass. In spite of the denial of many, 
we live in an America rife with racial 
tension.”
 A slightly different question 
might demand a slightly more com-
plicated answer: why is Black History 
Month important? Some believe that 
Dr. Woodson’s humble intentions 
have become deeply ingrained in 
the tradition of this country. This 
month is therefore a platform upon 
which promote the poignant histor-
ical events in a positive light, take a 
moment to honor important leaders 
in the fight for equal rights, and pay 
homage to the societal change that 
has already happened. Others would 
go so far as to say that continuing 
to celebrate Black History Month is 

essential to deepen one’s understand-
ing of the history of this nation, and 
maybe even the history of the world. 
 A more skeptical individual 
might pose the following question: 
what is the purpose of celebrating 
Black History Month if history is 
still continuing to repeat itself? More 
practically: how does one consciously 
celebrate black history over a peri-
od of twenty-eight days? In schools, 
there might be special writing as-
signments, books read about Martin 
Luther King Jr. or Rosa Parks, a short 
film or speech played for students 
that are only half listening anyway.
 For our part at St. John’s, the 
Johnnie Community Board is play-
ing a piece of public speaking every 
Monday and Friday for a month – but 
only a handful of people have shown 
up so far. It seems, then, that it is 
rather difficult to truly celebrate black 
history for the entire month, rather 
than for a few unreflective moments.
 To return to the question of 
the purpose of celebrating Black His-
tory Month, it is certainly important 
to honor the amazing efforts of black 
people in this country. In the same 
way that on September 11th many 
Americans reflect on the destruction 
of the Twin Towers, considering 
all the ways in which the country 
changed as a consequence – ponder-
ing the things that were lost – Black 
History Month allows us time to con-
sider how black Americans rose out 
of the bondage of slavery and fought 
to be recognized as human beings, to 
be treated equally, to have a plate at 
the table as it were.
 Further, Black History 
Month is a time for black youth to 
be inspired, to see the civil rights era 
heroes who paved the way for the 
freedoms they now enjoy – most of 
the time. The purpose, then, of Black 

History Month may be to provide all 
of us with a time to grow, to reflect 
on our country’s past and hail the 
accomplishments of the present, to 
ensure that the future is all the more 
bright. 
 But Black History Month 
should not simply be a time to reflect 
on the positive. In his speech “The 
Hypocrisy of American Slavery”, 
Frederick Douglass expressed the 
sentiment that the fourth of July was 
a reminder to all black people how 
they did not belong in this coun-
try, how it was not their holiday to 
celebrate. With this in mind, Black 
History Month should also be a time 
to reflect upon the fact that black 
people have not always been welcome 
in this country – and to consider the 
ways in which they are still treated as 
less than their fellow man.
 It is true that change has 
happened, but change does not erase 
the wounds of demonizing an entire 
race of people who had to define 
their culture on the basis of having 
first been enslaved. A helpful anal-
ogy for this is the idea of taking self 
defense classes: (cont. on page 8)                             
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Editorial: 
The Pot Calling The Kettle
By Bryanna Briley (SF ‘19)
 It is a very interesting phenomenon to go to a 
small college. You develop an intimacy with the entire 
campus population that is almost impossible at a larger 
campus. You build a jovial rapport with all faculty 
members, from the dining hall staff to professors you 
haven’t even had a class with. And because you can 
cross the entire campus in less than fifteen minutes, 
you really develop a sense of something like being at 
home. In short, you know the space and its people like 
the back of your hand in a relatively short amount of 
time.
 There are, of course, negatives – for example, 
when rumors spread. With the same virulent intensi-
ty they had in the sixth grade, one moment shared in 
an intimate setting becomes the story coming out of 
everyone’s lips in what feels like a matter of seconds. As 
many campaigns and made for TV movies have tried 
to establish, rumors have a kind of monstrous power, 
contaminating everyone they touch. At a certain point, 
it no longer matters if the rumor is true or false – it 
simply is, as its own kind of anarchical entity, infect-
ing everyone and proving a heinous detriment to the 
person or persons about which the rumor is focused.
 Recently, on our small campus, there have been 
several students indicted with the charge of being rac-
ist. Regardless of whether or not this charge is true, or 
even what the evidence is, many people have hopped 
on the bandwagon as it were without a backwards 
glance. Why, at such a small college, in such an inti-
mate community, are we so struck by accusing some-
one and establishing the them vs. us paradigm? This 
is a place where we are supposed to think critically, to 
be scrupulous in our questioning and earnest in our 
engagement with peers as intellectually equal.
 Everyone knows that we tend to fail in this 
latter task more than we tend to succeed. One might 
revise the previous and perhaps general question with 
a query somewhat more specific: Why, at such a small 
college, in such an intimate community, are we so 
quick to call a fellow student racism, when many of us 
have no interest of having a serious discussion about 
racism? When, in fact, far more of us find the idea of 
talking about racism to be something petty and entire-
ly disparate from our experience in this intellectually 

charged environment where we chose to study? It 
seems like an incriminating failure on all of our parts, 
whether we have swallowed the wine of rumor or not, 
to allow our peers to be harassed in accused in this 
way, particularly when we haven’t really thought about 
what we are accusing our peers of.
 St. John’s College is not an impenetrable bub-
ble. It is not this utopia on a mountain where we can 
pretend we live in a world that is not plagued by rac-
ism, among many other social ills. If we are as com-
mitted to diligent inquiry as we claim to be, we should 
spend more time probing our peers to explain them-
selves, rather than accusing them of being something 
they may, in fact, not be. We cannot simultaneously 
hold that racism is not an issue on this campus while 
also accusing several of our peers of being racist. What 
are our parameters for doing so? Is it only likely that 
someone is racist when talking about ethnic groups 
from other countries? Is racism only a legitimate issue 
when the group in question is worth being defended?
 We owe it to ourselves to do more than allow 
rumor to be the shield behind which we attack others 
on an issue we have not educated ourselves on, and 
have in fact shunned others for trying to bring up. 
Racism is an issue in this country and on this campus. 
Accusing someone of being racist is also a problem. If 
we are not afraid to question the validity of a Ptolemaic 
world view or puzzle over the intricacies of incest and 
prophecy in Oedipus Rex, we should not be afraid to 
confront our peers when we are concerned, to question 
firmly but respectfully what they are saying, and to 
scrutinize our own approbations in the process. Oth-
erwise, for all our analysis of the great books, we aren’t 
really doing better than the sixth grade versions of 
ourselves. 



Page 8                                                                         EDITORIAL                                                                  FEBRUARY

(cont. from page 6)how often do we consider the fact that 
our primary aim is to defend ourselves from other human 
beings?
 Black History Month is a time to remember that 
there is a whole race of people in this country still feeling 
the wounds of having not been welcomed, of having been 
deprived of basic rights. 
 I by no means assert that black people are the 
only ones to have felt this way in America; rather, that this 
month of homage should beg us to closely scrutinize the 
troubles we still face, the problems we still have, and how 
we might best address them.
 The culture of black people is rich and beauti-
ful. National movements like Black Lives Matter and the 
trend of #BlackGirlMagic remind us of the importance of 
solidarity, self-love, and screaming into the great void of 
the world even when it feels like there is no more hope. If 
Black History Month is really to create awareness, it is not 
just of how many privileges we’ve gained or rights we won 
the battle for – it is also of how many wounds still have 
yet to heal, and how much change is still being fought for, 
every single day.
 In closing, I would like to share this poem writ-
ten by recent St. John’s Alumna Rodjinae Brown (SF ‘16), 
entitled “Ash”:

They killed another boy
They left ash in the street.
“He was a gang member”

They whisper to themselves
as they continue their daily lives.

It’s the mantra they use
to keep calm and keep from falling apart.

I drive by his grave everyday.
His body was moved, but his soul was

shot to death in the middle of the street
and it is still there with five bullets embedded.

It wails at us and echoes in the liquor store and the church
That face each other in an eternal stand off

From opposite sides of the street.
We live our lives between a bottle and a bible

And neither are stronger than a bullet;
A bullet that breaks through skin and bone;

Cartilage and membrane.
“He was a gang member”

They whisper to themselves.
There’s ash in the street
But nothing has burned

A soul waits between heaven and hell.
They killed another boy. 

• Ernest Gaines, A 

Lesson Before Dying

• Chinua Achebe, Things Fall Apart

• W.E.B. Du Bois, Souls of White Folk

• Ralph Ellison, Invisible Man

• Zadie Smith, White Teeth

• Barack Obama, Dreams from my Father

• Chimamda Ngozi Adiche, Americanah

• Ta Nehisi Coates, Between the World and Me

• Colson Whitehead, The Underground Railroad

• Yaa Gyasi, Homegoing

 

“Probably the first black authors I read were James 
Baldwin and Zora Neale Hurston. Here are a few of the 
others I’ve read since that impressed me.”   

-Mrs. Sherry Martin

 “Read Kebra Nagast, a classic of African his-
tory, written by Africans to inform Africans and all 
who can read of the connection between Biblical and 
Ethiopian history -- a genuine African Great Book.”

-Mr. David Starr 

Tutor Black History Month Book 
Reccomendations
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Stay Informed: The Trump List
Editor’s Note: For the benefit of the St John’s commu-
nity, the Editorial Board of The Moon will be devoting 
space to listing actions by President Donald Trump and 
the White House. Below is a sample of what President 
Trump has accomplished since his Inauguration.
• Having criticized the Trans Pacific Partnership for 

not protecting American workers enough, he with-
drew the United States from it.

• Plans within months to begin building a wall along 
the U.S. border and Mexico. Many in the govern-
ment, including the U.S. Border Patrol and Congres-
sional Research Office, have expressed that such a 
project would be too costly and inefficient.

• Ordered a freeze on federal hiring that is not for mili-
tary, public safety, or public health jobs.

• Reversed a planned cut on mortgage insurance for 
many first-time homebuyers. 

• Along with Republicans in Congress, began prepar-
ing for the repeal of the Affordable Care Act. This is 
considered a symbolic action that could undermine 
the law’s enforcement.

• Pushed forward on the Dakota Access and Keystone 
XL oil pipelines, prompting continued protests in the 
Standing Rock Indian Reservation.

• Ended “catch and release” policy which allowed im-
migrants to be released from detention while await-
ing a hearing with an immigration judge.

• Ended federal funding to sanctuary cities and states. 
The classification of “sanctuary” means these cities/
states would opt out of reporting undocumented 
immigrants.

• Banned people from seven Muslim-majority coun-
tries - Iraq, Iran, Syria, Libya, Yemen, Somalia, and 
Sudan - from entering the U.S. None of these coun-
tries have business ties to President Trump.

• Suspended the US Refugee admission program for 

120 days. This suspends the entry of refugees into 
the US, and directs officials to determine additional 
screening to ensure that those approved do not cause 
a threat.

• Banned Syrian refugees from entering the U.S. for an 
indefinite period.

• Blocked federal funding from international family 
planning organizations that either provide or discuss 
abortion services with clients.

• Signed an order that he says will result in a great 
rebuilding of the armed services. He has also called 
for budget negotiations to acquire new planes, ships, 
resources.

• Ordered Press Secretary Sean Spicer to make demon-
strably false claims in his first White House press 
briefing, though Spicer told other journalists that the 
press would be held accountable because American 
people deserve better.

• Picked Betsy DeVos as Secretary of Education and 
Michael Flynn as National Security Advisor. DeVos 
is a billionaire Republican donor with no experience 
working in education. Michael Flynn resigned after 
admitting to misleading Vice President Mike Pence 
about conversations with Russian officials concerning 
economic sanctions. 

Letter to Americans
By Ken Baumann (SF ‘17)
Editor’s Note: Below is an abridged 
version of an open letter posted by 
Mr. Baumann on medium.com. For 
the full post, please go to www.medi-
um.com/@kenbaumann.

Neighbors,
 I write you this letter on 
the day in which Donald J. Trump 
became the most powerful man in 
history.
Trump is a demagogue. I deeply 
believe this. Today he was inaugu-
rated President of the United States 
of America. He now commands the 
most powerful military in the world, 
and guides a tremendously powerful 

government at home.
 I am deeply confident in the 
evils that Trump and his government 
will inflict upon people all over the 
world, particularly folks who live in 
the United States of America.
I have no interest in being told to wait 
and see, since my ability to stay alive 
and financially secure as a chronically 
ill person is already being endangered 
by American (cont. on page 11)  
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CONTRIBUTE!
Letters to the Editor, articles, or art work may be submitted to 

sjcmoon@gmail.com 
Contact Bryanna Briley, Mario Moreno or Cole Rehbein 

for more information on how to be involved.

 Poetry in our time 
is an imperiled 
endeavor. Many 
intelligent people 
scarcely read it, 

unsure whether it could 
matter to them or how 
they should approach it. 
Cynics note that more 
people write poems than 
actually read them. The 
enterprise of poetry itself 
has generally contracted 
from the epic or dramatic 
works of centuries past to 
short lyrics, often auto-
biographical or personal. 
Philip LeCuyer’s book 
of Solos and Ensembles 
envisagesw a much larger 
and more important proj-
ect that looks outward 
into the world as well 

as inward. In fact, Mr. LeCuyer has pioneered a striking new 
genre of dramatic poetry in the form of performance pieces. 
His book presents the poetic content of five of these pieces, 
each conceived as a dramatic juxtaposition of two contrasting 
protagonists: Truman, who made the decision to drop the 
first atomic bomb, and Ogura, who wrote the first survivor’s 
account of Hiroshima; Malcolm X, advocate of separating the 
races, and Martin Luther King, advocate of their reconcilia-
tion; Bill Gates, child of wealth and power, and Cesar Chavez, 
child of poverty and powerlessness; Sandra Day O’Connor, 
judge, and Timothy McVeigh, criminal; Richard Feynman, 
scientist, and Nahum Friedman, man of faith. Each speaks sep-
arately (their words drawn from their writings) and alternately; 
they do not seem to address each other directly. As his explan-
atory notes explain, Mr. LeCuyer conceived of these pairs not 
“as right against wrong, but as right over against right.” In the 
charged space between the protagonists, Mr. LeCuyer wrote 
the poetic solos and choruses presented in this book.
 Each performance piece contains ten solos, which are 
sometimes reflective, sometimes defiant expressions of charac-
ters, each of whom speaks a sonnet. These solos are amazingly 
diverse and vivid. Some one recognizes: Marilyn Monroe, 

making love to the camera shutter; McVeigh and O’Connor 
themselves. Some are named, like “Charlotte,” a survivor of a 
Nazi camp who did not tell her husband and children what 
had happened to her. But most are unidentified: a child abuser 
reflecting on his fate, a “Cyclops” who lives in his “man cave” 
and whose car is “pretty new”; wwa stand-up comedian mak-
ing fun of his trade; a murderer whose victim shoved him and 
thus “had to die.” Each of them addresses the audience in a 
Shakespearian sonnet, its form chosen because it is intrinsical-
ly dramatic rather than contemplative, the drama culminating 
in the final couplet. 
These are remarkable achievements; Mr. LeCuyer has infused 
a form many readers think of as decorous and archaic with 
vivid colloquialism and heightened, mysterious diction. Each 
of these sonnets unfolds a mysterious drama in a few lines. 
Consider the unnamed speaker of “Unlawful Entry,” who tells 
us that “eventually you’ll share the inmost secret / of your so-
called soul with me,” his final lines warning us that “when you 
enter your most private sphere/ be aware: I am already here.” 
 Each of the performance pieces includes three choral 
odes, which involve many unidentified voices speaking in 
sequence. Here again Mr. LeCuyer has given new life to one 
of the oldest poetic forms, the choruses of Greek drama. With 
great flexibility, he at times weaves the words of the protago-
nists into choral speech, at other times presenting a running 
stream of disparate yet overlapping voices. His choruses, like a 
Greek tragic chorus, rise to statement, insight, even prophecy 
that takes on further and deeper (often disturbing) meaning as 
history unfolds before us: “We punish our disfavored ones with 
exile: / this one banished from a lover’s body, / that one from 
benign employment. / Others we restrain from their children. / 
We shun them. We deport.”
 I only wish that this book had also contained the full 
texts of the performance pieces, including the writings of the 
various protagonists that frame the solos and ensembles Mr. 
LeCuyer wrote to illuminate and accompany them. Even more 
than such complete publication, I hope that these pieces will 
be heard in performance, which would bring to life the daring 
dramatic endeavors he has envisaged; the two pieces I wit-
nessed in performance here at the college were memorable and 
moving occasions. This book invites the reader to a theater of 
the mind, in which poetry becomes the mysterious amplifier 
transmitting distant voices that might otherwise not reach us. 
If your experience is like mine, Mr. LeCuyer’s brilliant and 
profound words will long reverberate.

Philip LeCuyer’s
Solos and Ensembles
By Peter Pesic, Tutor Emeritus and 
Resident Musician
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(cont. from pg 9) elected officials. 
Without the protections of the Af-
fordable Care Act, seeking treatment 
for my next major flare-up of Crohn’s 
Disease will bankrupt me and my 
wife.
 I would prefer to not go broke 
or die for lack of good healthcare, 
but this is not the source of my fear 
today, on the day of his inauguration: 
I am afraid for the politically active 
minorities who are hurt, killed, and 
humiliated by those who publicly 
declare their dedication to law and 
order. I am afraid for the elderly 
people who will die because of the 
governmental actions that express 
the ideology—popular among many 
wealthy white Americans, as well as 
many billionaires who make mon-
ey through American for-profit 
corporations—which says that the 
marketplace should put a price on 
healthcare in the name of efficiency. 
This efficiency, of course, serves only 
those who are paid to seek profit for 
their corporations and their owners; 
for-profit healthcare is constitution-
ally and conceptually opposed to 
people regaining and maintaining 
their health with dignity.
I have no interest in listening to calls 
to trust in Trump, to trust his inten-
tions while ignoring the nastiest bits 
of his rhetoric. I have no interest in 
considering the claim that Trump 
will not intervene in foreign affairs 
via the killing machines and killing 
professionals of our military.  I have 
no interest in listening to advocacy 
for Trump’s intelligence. 
 What I do have interest in is 
resisting Trump’s every move, unless 
one of his moves were to guarantee 
every American single-payer health-
care from the moment they are born 
to the moment they will die. I want 
to resist Trump’s every move, unless 
one of his moves were to bolster our 
public education system by building 
more schools, paying teachers more 

money, and providing students with 
more opportunities to follow their 
interests and learn new skills. I am 
excited to resist Trump’s every move, 
unless one of those moves were to 
guarantee every American the use 
of renewable, sustainable, and clean 
energy produced by solar panels and 
wind turbines.
 In other words, I am ready to 
do what I will very likely need to do 
in the next four to eight years, assum-
ing Trump does not attempt to extend 
Presidential term limits: I am ready 
to resist. Which means I’m ready to 
work very hard to stifle Trump’s work 
at every scale.
 All of my values are expressed 
locally. Though I have called my Con-
gressman and Senators many times 
in the last few months, speaking with 
them in person whenever able, I do 
not believe that our futures are best 
brightened by working at a federal 
level. Any orders to forcefully deport 
your neighbors will obviously and 
necessarily be followed in your neigh-
borhood, and must be disobeyed, 
protested, resisted, and denounced in 
your neighborhood. Any cut to Medi-
care and Medicaid will be felt by the 
people denied healthcare while living 
in homeless shelters, nursing homes, 
storage units, cars, houses, and apart-
ments in your city. 
 This denial by the State of the 
life of your neighbors, this denial of 
life for the sake of fiscal projections, 
can and must be refused by providing 
food, water, and healthcare to those in 
your community. Any use of taxpayer 
dollars to enrich private and charter 
schools which needn’t meet public 
standards will affect the teachers and 
children with whom you share parks 
and roads and public libraries; this, 
too, can and must be fought through 
making and respecting changes in 
local school boards, city charters, and 
state governments.
 Any efforts to punish or-

ganized laborers and prevent their 
coordination must and can be com-
bated through the strong stances, 
solid stares, and loud shouts from 
you, your family, and your friends. 
Any new extraction and production 
of oil and gas must necessarily occur 
on the surface of the Earth, the sole 
planet that you share with every other 
form of life that we have ever come 
to know—this, too, can and must be 
stopped, forbidden, and slowed by 
our bodies on what we must call our 
land. In this regard, every person on 
Earth is your neighbor.
 If you, like me, believe that 
Trump and his administration will be 
terrible for millions of folks who ar-
en’t millionaires or billionaires; if you, 
like me, believe that Trump and his 
government will violently persecute 
those who protest, resist, mock, and 
denounce the President and govern-
ment’s powers and proclivities; if you, 
like me, believe that Trump is a dema-
gogue who will continue to routinely 
and shamelessly lie to the American 
people; if you, like me, believe that 
Trump instantiates a nightmare from 
which we may wake only through dai-
ly good work, generous hearts, critical 
minds, and constant ethical and 
political dedication; if you, like me, 
would like Trump to be recorded by 
historians as the person who—even 
though he was elected to be the most 
powerful leader in history—had his 
harmful deeds slowed, stopped, then 
counteracted in every way; if you, like 
me, believe that the mass resistance to 
Trump would serve as the strongest 
testimony in history to the essential 
rightness of democracy; if you, like 
me, believe that humans can make a 
worthwhile order if and only if preju-
dices are rendered entirely powerless 
by good laws and better ethics, then I 
look forward to working with you.
In solidarity,
 Ken         
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Summa Avis
By Cole Rehbein
It’s been warm for a few hours and I’m
Sitting in the sun, after a painful winter stint
Collecting myself and my things for the next one.
When I am warm, my soul flies to the tops
Of the trees and sings exultation of the Lord’s creation:
My fellows, the birds, share my heated passion; their divine 
chorale
Pours forth heavenly ether of bright orange and pink to 
match the Star’s heat.
To allow their song to suffuse through me, the pleasure I 
feel
To what end does it work? What is the cause of their song, 
and 
Where is their chorus leader?

Obj. 1. 
Perhaps each bird gains its own dignity from the individual 
melody gifted to it by its Creator. To search for an order 
in their creation is denying them the individual dignity of 
God’s creation.
Reply,
This is my psalm to the nature I see. 
I sing,
Let the birds chant as She willed when she made them, 
each intoning and imitating the note it hears from a friendly 
far tree top. 
Back to its Creator the song makes way, who hears it and 
sings back,
In an eternal loop, learnéd song passed 
Down the generations of birds since they were pulled from 
that High Sky
And gifted to us as examples of praise to our Lord, the Sun;
Each song a unique instance of Her Song. 

White Nail Polish #2
By Bryanna Briley
In my eye she was just a woman, I was 
just a girl,
but my eye said she wasn’t a black 
woman,
my I wasn’t a black girl;
she and I were simply two people,
she a speaker, I a listener,
she and I were simply existing.
How hard it is to simply exist;
when I googled “beautiful women”
my eyes were assaulted by pale akin,
by blond hair and sexualization
my eyes saw no innocence
my I hurt: there was no color.
All I have is color;
I have never encountered my own 
blackness,

not like this, not quite like this.
I am contained in the eye’s blank space
I am ignored I am looked over I am 
looked past-
my I is invisible
my own darkness becomes not mine, 
not I, darker
is not me not I no eye
save for the ever-encompassing they-
unlike I, they cannot be ignored,
their I less deplorable than my I, my 
eyes
There is a woman I want to adore,
but between she and I are so many 
shades
that my I aches, my eyes ache;
when my I saw her eye,
the way that she – even she-
I’d, eye-d, ID’d ne,

it reminds my I
that in perpetuity
I am allowed only this blank space
this place where eyes look over over U
and I am never never’d.
In my I-aching, in my cracing
my I, my eye, this I is craving
for another next moment, of me
where my I can be, where two I’s can 
be,
color not being the I that they see, 
quick unsee
where my eye won’t be the reason
eyes look on, look over, look past
my I will be the I that lasts, that’s lost
for its whole I entirety,
not torn like my I in my eye in this 
me. 

Comic by Cecilia Kirkpatrick


