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Gadfly's Farewell 
Dear Polity, 

Well, the Gadfly survived. Somehow we 
managed to keep this sucker in print all year. 
That may not sound like much of an accom
plishment. Maybe it's not. But we have gone 
through three editors, a budget crunch, argu
ments with people we should not have argued 
with, and the virtual collapse (through no fault 
of its own) of the Print Shop's ability to print 
this thing. All things considered, I think we did 
pretty well to put out 25 issues. Luck has been 
good to the Gadfly. 

What I have been struck by most in the se
mester that I have edited the 'Fly is just how 
many people it takes to put out a publication like 
this. Every week, upwards of a dozen people 
are involved in the production of this thing in 
one capacity or another. It is a long and often 
annoying process to put out even a small issue 
like this one. 

This past week I looked back at all the issues 
we published this year, and I couldn't believe 
how many different people had contributed 
material. You all deserve to be recognized for 
your work one last time. As you might have 
noticed, the masthead this week includes a list 
of everyone who contributed material to the 
paper this year. 

Take a look through the list. It includes 
members of every class, from febbies to seniors. It 
includes tutors and staff members. There are mem
bers ofnearlyeverysocialgroup and every organiza
tion on campus. 

The key to this paper is thatitis a chance forthe 
community to come together and have a dialogue 
that reaches everyone from prospective students to 
the members of the Board ofVtsitors and Gover
nors. We are a unique community and I can only 
hope thatin the future the Gadfly can continue as an 
outlet for our peculiar brand of discussion and cre
ativity. 

Thisisyourpaper. Pleasedon'tforgetthat The 
Gadfly cannot make any claims to greatness, but if 
we could make any claims to adequacy this yearitis 
because we had a remarkable number of people 
sharing their time and their tremendous talentwith 
us. Itiscriticaltothesurvivalof theGadflythatthat 
trend continues. 

Of all the people on that list of names two 

deserve special mention Martin Anderson and 
Melissa Thomas have had one of the most thank
less jobs on this campus for far too long now. 
Every Sunday night they come together with 
other members of the editorial staff at eight in 
the evening and lay out the entire Gadfly. They 

have done this for three semesters under four 
editors. Although they have wanted to quit for 
months, they have stuck with it out of loyalty 
and some bizarre sense of duty that, frankly, I 
don't really understand. 

One of our section editors has told them 
repeatedly that they are the "heart and soul" of 
this publication. Both would deny it. They 
would say that they just come, do their job as 
quickly as possible and complain loudly. They're 
far too modest. Without Melissa's organiza
tion, the Gadfly would have fallen apart numer
ous times under my watch. Martin's skill in 
Photoshop provided some of the funniest and 
most clever images this publication has ever seen. 
Both of them do a fabulous job of laying out 
the paper. I will miss working with them. I 
have been delighted to call them colleagues and 
proud to call them friends. 

This is the last piece I will write for the Gad
fly. Next year, I am transferring (enablement 
pending, of course) to Santa Fe. I did not seek 
to be the editor of this paper. I am not fond of 
being a public figure, and I was terrified for a 
longtime that the Gadflywould fall apart When 
I took over, I promised you in a letter that I 
would keep the Gadfly in print and seek out 
those rare articles that spark interest and debate. 
After four months, I think I almost got the 
hang of it. I can't believe I'm actually writing 
this, but I sort of wish that I could keep editing 
this thing. 

And now I'm leaving. 
Funny how life works. 

Sincerely, 
G. August Deimel, Editor-in-Chief 

Announcement 
The editors in the fall will be Laura Mangum 

and Cooper Gallimore. Go easy on them. It's a 
tough spot to be in. 

By the Numbers 
Gadfly 2007-2002 

3 - Editors-in Chief 
20-Comics 
25-Issues 
40-50-Pizzas consumed by Gatff!y staff 
69-Names on today's Masthead 
71-Letters 
107-Ads 
215-Articles 
218-Pictures 
304-Pages 
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Gadfly 
Mailbox 

Against the 
Anti-Homosexual Protest 

Dear Gadfly, 

A group of bigots converged upon my 
small town of Annapolis Monday. The 
quaint, generally tolerant atmosphere in 
which I live was shaken by the confused 
homophobes. Claiming Christianity as a 
platform, these hatemonger deserve more 
than my hate. I must show them the love 
they withhold from "fags." They do not 
understand the whole motive of the Father 
and Son whom they claim to follow. God 
sent his Son out of a love for mankind; 
Christ sacrificed himself out of a love just 
as strong. Love, not hate, was and contin
ues to be the objective of Christ. Hate, hate 
of homosexuals, all hate, is the enemy of 
the God whom the "Christians" claim to 
honor. Christ is Love; love exists as one 
with God. Man created and perpetuates hate. 
Hate is a creation, an abomination, of man. 
Gad cannot hate. 

"God hates fags," or so they claim. God 
is love; he does not possess the ability to 
hate. "Matthew Shepard burns in Hell!" 
How can a group who has no idea to the 
status of a man's heart possibly pass judg
ment on him? Man is not given the right to 
judge one another in this way. Further, the 
selective reading of the Bible and practical 
ignorance of the message of Christ simply 
compounds the group's hatred. 

How is it possible for a group to render 
judgment on the souls of a whole group of 
people? How can they believe themselves 
to hold the divine right of judgment? The 
only thing for sure is that on Monday, May 
26, God looked upon Annapolis and shed a 
tear for those professing a message of hate 
in his name. I too cried for those protest
ers. As hard as it is, I must cry and pray for 

. them. No one can honor the love of God 
without praying out hatred like we saw. 
,Prayer exists as the sole method to stop and 
counteract their hate. Without this, they will 

~ ti.ever be ceased from spreading their mes-

Sincerely, 
Eli Arnold, '05 

COVER STORY 

Hui! 
Film Society Archon is First Johnnie of the Year 

By G. August Deimel '04 

This year we begin a new tradition at the 
Gadfly, which we hope will last for some time 
to come. Surely all of you know about Time 
magazine's Person of the Year. For decades 
Time has declared the man or woman who 
has had the greatest impact on the world, for 
good or for ill, the person of the year. Their 
selections have run from U.S. Presidents, to 
AIDS researchers to Adolf Hitler and the com
puter (the only Machine of the Year). 

Originally, Time created the "honor" for 
Charles Lindberg, who it had snubbed several 
months before. That it became a tradition was 
almost an accident. Here at the Gadfly, we too 
would probably not have named a 'Johnnie 
of the Year" had their not been someone who 
was so obviously a candidate for the title. This 
year's honoree distinguished himself early in 
the year. He was a "household name," if there 
is such a thing on this campus, in the first few 
weeks of school and was no less prominent 
for the entire year. 

Although other candidates were con
sidered, we have decided to go with our 
original instinct. After much deliberation 
the Gadfly has named Andrew Hui the 
first ever "Johnnie of the Year." 

Why Mr. Hui? 
One of the most prominent organiza

tions this year has been the St. John's Film 
Society. Its posters are ubiquitous. Nearly 
every student has attended at least one 
of its movies. 

Although the freshmen won't remem
ber this, most of us know that the film 
society has struggled for some time now. 
As Mr. Hui puts it, the organization was 
"in shambles" when he took over. Few 
people attended the films last year. They 
were obscure and poorly publicized. 

Mr. Hui turned the organization around. 
He went to the Dean to ask for the seed 
money to get the club off the ground. 
Money in hand, he publicized the first film 
extensively. Quickly, he became the public 
face of the club. Whether it was putting up 
well-designed, attractive posters or stand
ing up at dinner to announce the next 

movie, Mr. Hui seemed willing to do any
thing necessary to bring people to Film 
Society events. Kicking off the year with a fabu
lously successful showing of The Third Man, 
Mr. Hui built on that success. People contin
ued to turn out for the subsequent films. 
Numerous season tickets were sold. The films 
were review and debated in the Gadfly, and the 
DC fell over itself to give Mr. Hui all the money 
he needed. Eventually events were organized 
around the films that attracted people as well. 
Mrs. Seeger led a sing-along before one film. 
Another film was followed by a party involv
ing 1000 pieces of sushi, and still another was 
followed by a seminar led by Ms. Brann. 

The Film Society's success is a model for 
other clubs at this school to work off of. Pub
licity and a sense that the club's events will b~ 
fun bring people to the film society. Mr. Hui 
found out, much as Nick Whittier did in his 
revitalization of the pool room, that there is 
money available for worthy projects if one sim
ply looks for it. Perhaps most importantly, the 
Film Society will continue as a presence at St. 
John's because Mr. Hui has groomed a 
successor, Nick Garklavs, who is now fully 
capable of taking over next year. 

Perhaps most remarkable in the selec
tion of the Johnnie of the Year this year 
is how many people could be considered 
for the title. As mentioned a moment 
ago, Mr. Whittier's improvements to the 
pool room are in many ways no less re
markable than Mr. Hui's achievement. 
Robert Abbott's leadership of the DC, 
including his recent actions related to th_e 
fining of students (including Mr. Hui) 
made him worthy of consideration for 
this honor. Aaron McLean's outspoken 
opinions on quiet students and the Pol
ity Court defined much of this year's pub
lic debate. And Laura Strache quietly led 
the SCI through a successful year and lent her 
good sense to nearly every issue that arose in 
the student body. As a community, we should 
be proud of the remarkable year we have had . 
From a sense of solidarity after September 11th, 
to the active organizations and clubs we have 
been so fortunate to see, we can only hope that 
next year will be so successful. 
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Soph mor usic Tut 
Achieves More Than I Could Possibly Have Expected 

By Laura Strache, '02 

When I thought about what I hoped to 
achieve as a recipient of a St. John's liberal educa
tion, I imagined seeing a life of a book that could 
only occur when being thoughtfully discussed. 
Although I now shudder to think of re-reading 
my application essay, I'm reminded of some of 
those thoughts. Over the last few months, I've 
been asked to 'sum up' my years at St. John's. 
What comes to mind is something I couldn't 
have expected at the time. 1bis article is not the 
answer to that question posed to me: what has 
St.John's meant to you? Rather, it is an attempt 
to bring many thoughts together. In part, I'm 
responding to conversations I've had with Jus
tin Naylor and to his article in the 4 / 9 Gadfly. It 
is a sort of spontaneous outpouring of my many 
thoughts on the role of the music tutorial, but 
more broadly on the role of tutorials in general. 

Part of me wishes I would have given my
self more time and energy to double-check this 
article and make sure it's what I really mean to 
say. But to tell you the truth, I don't have the 
energy at the moment. It's a really difficult thing 
to leave this place; and that struggle makes it 
hard to focus on saying goodbye in just right the 
way. So, I'll settle for what I can do. But, if by 
any chance the school does decide to institute a 
fifith year, I'll be the first in line. And not be
cause I feel sophomore lab was shorted, nor be
cause I want to take part in a Plato tutorial; but 
just because these four years have been so in
tense and so meaningful, it's difficult to imagine 
doing something else. But I know I will .. .I will 
go on to find my place in the world with a new 
freedom. 

I imagined that my experience of the living 
conversation, the special sort of a life of a book, 
would first occur in seminar. Although I really 
looked forward to my study of music at St. 
John's, I never expected that it would be music 
that first served to liberate me. The first time 
that I sat in the Great Hall and sang with all of 
my classmates, I felt a sort of liberating vitality. I 
often recall our freshman chorus director, Mr. 
Kalkavage, calling out "sing loud and hit wrong 
notes". Singing the perfect cadence in that hall, I 
felt transported to a different time and a differ
ent place. I realized that together we could all 
take part in something that was not available to 
us alone. I didn't quite understand at the time 
what the technical explanation was but I knew 
that it wasn't just a 'touchy-feely' sort of reac-
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tion. There was something real in it that could 
be accounted for, and I looked forward to dis
cussing this in sophomore music. 

In fact, it was something I had looked for
ward to for quite a while. Prior to coming to St. 
John's, I played in an experimental punk-rock/ 
machine band called the Motor Morons. The 
group had formed in 1979 as an effort to liberate 
themselves from the rules and forms of popu
lar music and find music in things deemed un
musical (weed whackers, chainsaws, etc.) I had 
the pleasure of joining them in 199 5 and have 
played off -and-on with them since. I loved 
music and I loved my experience in the band but 
was always hesitant to give any sort of account 
of it to anybody who claimed to be a musician. 

The sophomore music tutorial helped me 
realize that I could trust my instincts with regard 
to music, and even more importantly, I could 
extend that sort of trust to other studies. "Sing
ing loud and hittingwrongnotes" became a para
digm for my approach to many of my studies. 
Don't get me wrong: I'm not suggesting that 
everyone should just go out there singing with
out having first listened and prepared. What 
was important to me was the recognition that 
learning is not about holding back. It's not about 
worrying that what you'll say is wrong. How can 
you know if you're 'wrong' if you don't try? 
Sure, you could just accept what other people say 
is 'right' and avoid saying things that are contrary 
to that. But that's a very restrictive sort of ap
proach to the world - one that prevents learning. 
I've been lucky, I've been allowed to repeat the 
music tutorial twice now as a music assistant. As 
a music assistant, I've often found myself giv
ing advice t.hatwasn't especiallypa._rtio.tlar to music, 
but that revealed how music is a liberal art. 

When asked how to analyze a piece of music, 
I advise people to listen carefully and trust them
selves. Rather than attempting to analyze every 
potential chord in the score, I suggest listening. 
Listen to the piece one time through without 
following the score; go back and listen again while 
following the score and circle all the places where 
you feel something. More than nine out of ten 
times that's a place where we have tools from the 
tutorial that can help us give an account for it. 

After my experience with music at St. John's, 
I can now say with all confidence that being in 
the Motor Morons truly was musical. When we 
agreed that I would go up and the other singer 
would go down following the "annh" moment, 
there was a logos to it. When the piece ended 

with a joke that made the whole audience think 
the song was over, but it wasn't, there was a 
reason for this too. I learned how to be a musical 
person without being bound by musical dogma. 

Before coming to St. John's, I described those 
moments as "annh" or an urge to move my 
body forward or to lean. Now I can replace those 
inarticulate forms of communication with terms 
such as the "tritone", a "cadence" or an "appog
giatura". Should every student be able to iden
tify these points (and all other significant inter
vals, and forms of music) in every piece of mu
sic? Perhaps in an ideal world (the same world 
where the four-yearprogram becomes five-years, 
six-years, etc.) To tell you the truth, upon listen
ing to a work of music, I can't distinguish be
tween Baroque, Classical or Romantic. But I 
could tell you what forms they were relying on 
most heavily, what sort of motifs appear, what 
sort of rules seem to govern the composition. 
Similarly, I couldn't tell you right off the bat 
whether certain authors are classified as Enlight
enment or Renaissance. But I could tell you 
what their main arguments were and what their 
biases are. And I feel liberated as a result. I don't 
have to worry about whether my answer is 
'wrong', whether I don't know how to classify 
these authors. Instead I can 'sing' out and tell 
you what they're point is. 

In the St. John's tutorials, I've learned to trust 
myself to try, and try again, until I feel that I've 
begun to understand the work we're closely 
studying. This has happened in all my tutorials, 
and I think that the dissatisfaction Mr. Naylor 
speaks of is not unique to the music tutorial. I 
found myself similarly disappointed in the math 
tutori.91 when I re'lhzed that people had barely 
read a demonstration nor thought about its 
implications. But I learned to stop and think 
about many of the things that I'd taken for 
granted as a lover of math. Both of these sub
jects (math and music) can be incredibly intimi
dating to students. Whatever we can do to share 
our love with those who are of scared of the 
subject can only help them in realizing that they 
can be liberated through this education. Does 
that mean demanding that everyone should be 
able to distinguish intervals aurally or that they 
should be able to simplify a complex algebraic 
equation? The more you make those sorts of 
demands the more you encourage them to think 
that they shouldn't 'sing wrong notes', and l 
would hate to see that happen at this school. 


