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Dear Editor,

A quick look into the Greek dictionary that is prescribed to all freshmen 
at Convocation will reveal the fact that there is no such word as !"#$%. The 
feminine plural of !"&#, whose perfectly proper translation is “the bitches,” is 
$%''!"#(). The masculine is *%'!"#(), correctly translated as “the dogs.”

There is actually an authority that can erase !"#$% from our sports 
vocabulary: the Women’s Athletic Advisory Committee. I can imagine three 
reasons for failing to do so: 1. Some people think transgression is creative. 
2. Some people think that errors very long entrenched become right usage. 
(Certain contemporary dictionaries adopt this principle explicitly.) 3. Some 
people delight in Nonbeing.

On my part, I believe that obedience to paradigms is an intellectual virtue.

Sincerely,

Eva Brann
Tutor

P.S. I have a bet with a colleague on the e!cacy of this letter.  !
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Founded in 1980, The Gadfly is the student 
newspaper distributed to over 600 students, 

faculty, and sta. of the Annapolis campus.

Opinions expressed within are the sole 
responsibility of the author(s). The Gadfly 

reserves the right to accept, reject, and 
edit submissions in any way necessary to 

publish the most professional, informative, 
and thought-provoking newspaper which 

circumstances at St. John’s College permit.

Articles submitted will be edited for gram-
mar, punctuation, spelling, and length in 
most cases. The Gadfly is not obligated to 

publish all submissions except under 
special circumstances.

The Gadfly meets every Sunday at 7 PM in 
the lower level of the Barr-Buchanan Center.

Articles should be submitted by Friday at 
11:59 PM to Gadfly@sjca.edu.
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To the Gadfly:

I want to thank everyone who participated in the Oxfam Fast for a World 
Harvest this past month. This is the twenty-second consecutive year the fast 
has been held at the Annapolis campus. This year 120 students and 7 faculty 
and sta. members participated, skipping 287 meals and donating $490 in 
cash, in addition to the meal plan money. All these numbers are down signifi-
cantly from last year. (Well, we already knew that times are tough.) We can 
still be proud that so large a proportion of our student population partici-
pated, compared to the many other colleges and universities at which Oxfam 
fasts are held. Exact figures are not yet available, but the total sum raised for 
Oxfam America will probably be in excess of $1000. Special thanks should go 
to Bronté Jones, Susan Beyerlein, Pat Burkhardt, and the sta. at the Trea-
surer’s O!ce; to Ted Canto and the sta. at Bon Appétit; to the Print Shop; 
and to Aissatou Diagne, Alexandria Hinds, Alex Leone, and Sarah Marx, who 
volunteered their time.

Sincerely,

Jonathan Tuck
Tutor  !
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On November 17, the SCI met to discuss the e!cacy of the 
writing workshop the SCI and writing assistance had put 

together, and to discuss writing at St. John’s more generally.
Those who had been at the initial writing workshop agreed 

that it had been a success: the attendance had been much better 
than expected, and those present had found the advice given 
helpful. The subsequent workshops that writing assistance 
had been running throughout the year had been productive, 
even if more sparsely attended. It was decided that another, 
larger writing workshop could be beneficial before essay 
writing period.

After this, the conversation turned toward two further 
topics: what did the SCI consider the value of writing at St. 
John’s to be, and how could it help the student body to write 

better? 
The main value of 

writing at St. John’s 
was agreed to be that 
it helps students to 
think more clearly. Or, 
to quote Francis Bacon, 
it is true that “reading 

maketh a full man; conference a ready man; and writing an 
exact man.” Even though St. John’s is a talking school, not a 
writing school, writing is still a necessary component of the 
classroom conversation. More than one student commented 
that the most articulate students are often the best writers.

So what are the common problems with student writing? 
One issue raised was that St. John’s papers seem to lack 
an audience.  Even though tutors were technically the 
audience paper, many papers seem uninterested or unable 
to communicate a thought. Student papers also are often 
rushed—although perhaps sometimes because they are not 

assigned far enough in advance. Overall, it seemed fair to say 
that most student papers were not rigorous, even when it 
came to the annual essay or the senior essay.

In addition, some freshmen thought that it is di!cult to tell 
whether or not their essays are good or bad from the paper 
conference alone, and the fact that there is no consistent 
faculty position “on” writing  complicated things further. 
Freshmen also struggled with certain aspects of writing, such 
as asking the right questions, and did not feel that they were 
getting strong guidance on those issues.

To combat these problems, a few solutions were suggested. 
One was that it might be 
helpful for tutors to make 
writing a more formally 
structured process, 
requiring first drafts and 
making students start 
their papers earlier in the 
writing process. Another 
suggestion was to find some way of encouraging students 
to remain in a “prewriting” state of mind when working on 
their homework, so that, when an essay is assigned, it would 
be easier for them to sort through their questions and write 
a more thoughtful essay. Encouragement of peer-editing was 
also discussed. Also important was making sure students 
knew that writing assistance was not just for remedial writing 
help, but also for helping students work through questions or 
structure their essays.

The consensus of all present was that writing is an important 
aspect of the St. John’s program, and one in which students 
receive too little useful guidance. “We don’t teach people how 
to be good writers,” one SCI member commented. “If you’re 
an okay writer, nobody will help you get better.”  !

“ The fact that there is 
no consistent faculty 
position “on” writing 
complicated things 
further.

> Barbara McClay A’12
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{                     }What is your character’s don 
rag report?

!"#$%&'(
Thucydides
Mr. Cleon unfortunately 
is all style and no sub-
stance.
> Anonymous

NEXT WEEK How does your seminar character respond to the theft of his favorite possession?

Mr. Ahab seems to latch 
onto single ideas to the 
exclusion of all else, and 
pile upon them the sum 
of all the general rage 
and hate felt by his whole 
race from Adam down.
> Charlie Cargal

$#()*"
Moby Dick

Mr. Montaigne often 
fails to stay on topic in 
his papers. 
> Patrick Beeby

+,()*"
Montaigne

Mr. Hippo does well 
in discussions of good 
and evil, but all of his 
comments tend to be 
fruit-related.
> Ian Tuttle

$*-%*&*"#
Augustine

!"#$%!&'#(!$)*++,!!##$*($,(%!-&)!,*(.!Forum on Writing

“ The main value of 
writing at St. John’s 
was agreed to be 
that it helps students 
to think more clearly.
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> Painter Bob
A great warrior once told me this story
Of one wondrous knight out, seeking glory
Could no goddess be found
So, his squire was lashed sound
As he gave him what for…with amore

I’m not really one to express political 
opinions. I find that I don’t really fit 

into the current system, and that my 
views aren’t so much controversial as 
they are excessively quaint: they’re 
cute but impractical, and not very often 
taken too seriously. This is probably 
the quaintest thing I believe, but I also 
think it’s the most interesting, so I 
figured I’d share and see what people 
think.

Demarchy is a political system in 
which those who end up in o(ce are 
selected by random lottery. Those 
people serve for a limited time, serve 
anonymously, and are kicked out at 
the end of an election cycle, replaced 
by fellow private citizens. While they 
work they are isolated from the rest 
of the country, free from contact from 
special interest groups. No one can 
bribe them, and no one can manipulate 
them in any way. It’s a weird idea, and, 
in my opinion, it’s a good idea.

Here’s an example: math class. 
Apollonius is hard and scary, and I 
imagine that some 
students would be too 
intimidated by him 
to ever learn Conics. 
But our math class 
randomly selects 
presenters, and you 
feel embarrassed and 
slow down the class 
if you don’t know the 
proposition you get called for. Apply 
that same basic idea to government, 
and you’ve got demarchy.

There are obviously some pitfalls. 
For one, you’d need to make the 
government o(ces pretty big in order 
to assure that the people who end up 
in o(ce form a fair representation of 
what the country believes, while still 
maintaining randomness. This would 
make for all sorts of group-dynamics 
problems among those who worked 
within the same branch (one hundred 
little, anonymous presidents trying to 
figure out what to do about a given war, 
for example.) Let’s just posit, for the 
moment, that these problems are more 
or less accounted for.

The second problem is that there 
would be much, much less separation 
between the character of a country 
and the way it acts. This means that a 
country made of ignorant, uninvolved 

people would make lousy decisions and 
su)er the consequences. I personally 
think this is awesome, because it means 
that the character of a country—wise or 
foolish, virtuous or vicious, courageous 
or cowardly—would be reflected by 
its prosperity. We would get what we 
deserve, and thus we would be forced 
to confront our own characters, as 
individuals and as a nation. If we thrived, 
it’d be because we were educated, 
well-informed, and responsible, and 
if we collapsed, it’d be because of our 
own lack of virtue (contrast this with 
the current system, which encourages 
greed, brown-nosing, manipulation, 
and general mediocre sliminess). This 
would mean lots of serious, intent care 
over the character of others. Things 
like getting involved at poorly funded 
public schools, for example, would be a 
lot more appealing if you believed that 
the people in that school had a future—
that, in fact, one of them could end 
up part of a group that ran the whole 
country. Irresponsible parenting would 

be more intensely 
frowned upon, 
education would 
become as pressing 
an issue as it deserves 
to be, and, altogether, 
we would be much 
more invested in 
the character of the 
country as a whole.

A huge advantage of the system is 
that it eliminates the current dearth of 
temperament variation among political 
figures. Let’s face it: you’d have to be a 
little bit insane to want to be president 
in the modern world. It’s an absurd 
amount of responsibility, celebrity, 
power, and pain to take on as an 
individual, and you would really need 
a messiah/megalomaniac complex 
in order to actually want it. But in 
demarchy, you’d get very reluctant 
people joining the government. That 
allows for a more even distribution 
of temperaments, a more honest 
reflection of not only the country, but 
humanity in general. It would even 
allow for the occasional philosopher-
king to have a shot.

Another great aspect of this system 
is that it isolates the ideas from the 

>> Continued on page 05

)*'$%&'(
> Painter Bob
I once met a sad Don down the road
On a nag so forlorn its ribs showed
Yet, both sallied forth still
Till that final windmill
Sent them straight to great heaven’s 
 abode

+',-(#$.'/$/0#$12"3$'4$
5#(6'"$70'$829#6$
:'&;<2&#"/6$
> Boethius Fontaine
You’re not the kind of person who gives 
 compliments.
After all, compliments are just words, 
 right?
Maybe you’re right, I’m too needy.
Why should you have to prop me up that 
 way?
It makes sense.
What is it that makes me want your 
 approval?
You have contempt for that.
You’ve always been smarter than me.
Still, I do remember the time you smiled 
 at me,
As I entered the chapel.
You were praying.
A smile is like a compliment.
No, I don’t remember any other time.
It’s too bad. We would have been very 
 happy.
But you’re not the kind of person who 
 gives compliments.
And I’m not the kind of person who can 
 live without them.

=''(>?@$A'($B#&>(C0?@
> Sean Sabella A’14

“We would get what 
we deserve, and thus 
we would be forced 
to confront our own 
characters, as individ-
uals and as a nation.
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<< Hooray! For Demarchy! 
      continued from page 04

Because it is beautiful and it teaches 
you a lot of things.( It has got parties 

and kids have fun.( And there is a big park 
for the dog to play in.(  Machines give 
you candy.( And they also have a field for 
playing soccer.( And my dad works there.( 
His chair spins round and round. !

Abigail Petrich, daughter of tutor Louis Petrich, gets a head start 
on her seminar readings. photo courtesy of Louis Petrich

individuals who have them. Instead of a “State of the 
Union” address, where its reception depends more than 
anything on histrionics and speech-writing, we would 
have an anonymous list of policies and their e)ectiveness. 
Ideas themselves would have to survive the acid test of 
media scrutiny, not the people behind them. Furthermore, 
instead of presidents who got where they are because of 
economic connections, charisma, and the ability to write 
well and memorize facts—the skills necessary for making 
it through the current educational system—we would have 
life experience as a means of learning leadership and clear 
thinking. It would be altogether much more democratic.

The main impetus of this idea is that a transition to 
demarchy would be a primarily social reform. Do you want 
to have a prosperous country? Under this system, you’d 
need a society composed on the whole of thoughtful, well-
informed people who are willing and able to hear both 
sides of an issue and make a compromise. If we can’t do 
that, then we don’t deserve the prosperity we have, and the 
destruction of it would, in my opinion, be a good thing. The 
idea is to create a system where we, as citizens of a whole, 
are responsible for what we get, and get what we deserve. 
An unwillingness to embrace this idea reveals, I think, 
an aversion to this very simple justice; why, then, are we 
so determined to claim a right to the unjust privileges we 
have? 

I think it’s a neat idea. I think that it would make the 
whole system more exciting. Instead of two parties, both of 
which represent political ideologies that are fundamentally 
muddled and unsound—since both need to be a catch-all for 
the opinions of millions of people, when getting as many as 
a hundred to think seriously and honestly and nonetheless 
completely agree is nearly impossible—we would have a 
mix of people of every kind of belief system, all working to 
do what they believe is best. Would the whole world crash 
and burn if it happened? Sure, but that’s what we deserve as 
a whole, so I can’t complain. And, who knows, maybe we’re 
not as bad as we seem to be; maybe we just need the chance. 
Besides, seeing as how your name might be called out on 
election night, it would make participation in the system 
much, much, much more interesting. Considering how 
dysfunctional things are now, perhaps interest is exactly 
what we need. !

!e Veg Club is selling Santa Grams for $2 in the Co"ee Shop Mon-Fri this week at 
lunch. !e Grams will get sent through Campus Mail and can be redeemed for a cupcake 
of choice after Seminar Monday the 12th.
What a sweet way to show someone you care + support a polity organization!

  >> You can also special order a larger batch of cupcakes for a tutorial meet-
ing. Talk to Alexandra Fitzmorris, Veg Club archousa, for more details.

THIS CHRISTMAS, 

GIVE A CUPCAKE! 

!"#$%$!&'($()$*)$()$
+(,$-)"'./$0)11232

> Abigail Petrich A’28 • First Grade, Jones Elementary



Visit our Facebook Page: www.facebook.com/sjcagad!y, 
where you can "nd pictures of all the contestants and cast 
your vote in our online poll. 

Senior

>> JORDAN LOVINGER
Freshman

>> BRANDON CARNEY 



>> DANNY KRAFT >> TOMMY BONN

>> ALEX LEONE

>> HAYDEN PENDERGRASS

>> JON BARONE

Senior

Junior

Junior

Sophomore

Junior
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The Greenwaves

Jocks of the Week

Dear Reader,
They say that writing for “fun” is a fulfilling activ-

ity that allows you to learn about yourself, the topic at hand 
(which, if you keep up a blog, is probably also yourself ), and is 
otherwise a therapeutic medium of expression. On the other 
hand, writing for a public audience seems to evoke more of a 
Hemingway mindset. He once said, “There is nothing to writ-
ing. All you do is sit down at a typewriter and bleed.” Despite 
Hemingway’s hipster vibe (Typewriter? Really, dude?), he’s 
got a point: I have been bleeding for a solid two months now 
trying to get a half-decent article in ink.

You would not believe how hard it is for me to write about 
anything insightful for this newspaper. I’ve concocted ideas, 
written and re-written and re-re-written introductions, ago-
nized over connotations; I have had seventeen di(erent ver-
sions of the same sentence at one point lined up on the same 
page to see which one is funniest. (I ended up 
dumping them all in favor of an eighteenth.) 
Not only do I end up frequently questioning 
the strength of the ideas about which I am 
writing throughout the whole process, but it 
is rather easy to agonize over clarity, comedy, 
and a stable tone to keep the whole piece in, 
well, one piece.

But mercilessly critiquing my own work 
and sobbing about its sheer inferiority isn’t 
even the worst part. The worst part is that 
somehow everyone else is able to write excellent articles with 
flawless continuity, so it’s not like I get to assuage my bruised 
soul with thoughts of, “At least nobody else here can write.” 

I mean, some of my peers word-vomit the most delicious 
visual chocolate in fifteen minutes. (That was not supposed to 
evoke any actual image of vomited chocolate in your head.) I 
am not sure if it is the ca(eine or divine inspiration that brings 
about the ability to get to the crux of a question and commu-
nicate it so easily, but hearing their keyboards clack away in 
seamless rhythmic glory makes me want to punch an infant. 
Not a real infant or anything, just the form of infant, you know? 
It frustrates me, is what I am trying to say.

So why do I continue to write, you are most certainly asking, 

if you have this laundry list of complaints and can’t even really 
produce anything worthy of note? That, for me, reveals a very 
personal answer, which I think Mr. Daniel Webster sums up 
beautifully:

By running along the line of future time, by contemplat-
ing the probable fortunes of those who are coming after 
us, by attempting something which may promote their 
happiness, and leave some not dishonorable memorial of 
ourselves for their regard, when we shall sleep with the 
fathers, we protract our own earthly being, and seem to 
crowd whatever is future, as well as all that is past, into 
the narrow compass of our earthly existence.

In short, I want not only to leave a piece of myself for the fu-
ture to see, but also to leave something that may benefit man-

kind in some way, shape, or form, if only for a 
moment, in what is e(ectively eternity. And 
that is as di)cult as it sounds.

When it comes down to the torturously 
di)cult reality of putting pen to paper, the 
secret is that there are no secrets. It takes 
an absurd amount of hard work to look at 
something you have written and rip it apart 
because it was disjointed, or directionless, 
or overly flu(y, or just, well, bad. And it 
takes a lot of guts to take something that we 

think might not be an eye-opening, Earth-shattering collec-
tion of insights and post them in a place for all to see. Edna St. 
Vincent Millay wrote, “A person who publishes a book will-
fully appears before the populace with his pants down.” We 
writers, eternal masochists, seem inclined toward public hu-
miliation, all pursuing that moment when we are talked about 
somewhere in time.

And you know what? In its own way, that is an end that is 
highly fulfilling to us. As writers who write not for ourselves, 
but for you, I like to think that we quietly hope, deep in our 
hearts, that you are enamored with our contemplations about 
the future, and that it sticks with you for some time after you 
close these pages. !

A Call to Double-Edged Swords: A Vindication of Writing

“When it comes down 
to the torturously 
di!cult reality of 
putting pen to pa-
per, the secret is that 
there are no secrets.

> Robert Malka A’15
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On Friday, November 11, 2011, a man distinguished in his 
field came to campus to give a lecture on morality. He 

attempted to provide evidence for why cognitive science is a 
meaningful study for answering the questions of morality—
or at least understanding them better than we presently do. 
There are numerous lines of attack against almost everything 
this man had to say, but I will focus on what I think is the most 
important. Underneath most arguments, whether they are 
about ethics, politics, or even epistemology, one can often gain 
a great deal of insight into the author’s ontology. The crux of 
this man’s argument rested upon an ontological commitment 
that was never explicitly expressed.

Without providing too much background information, I 
will recreate his argument and the ontological implications 
that must logically fall out from it. The cardinal premise in 
his argument is revealed in the “trolley car” scenario. By 
introducing this strict utilitarian principle, he has already 
confined moral considerations to one particular type of ethical 
theory. In the example, there are two dilemmas: the first 
illustrates the impact of the utilitarian maxim, “the greatest 
good for the greatest number” (with “good” sometimes 
replaced with “happiness”), and the 
second introduces the “decision” that 
an individual must make concerning 
whether he should kill one person to 
save several. From the onset, the deck 
is rigged. 

What is the trolley car itself supposed 
to represent? How did the prospective 
moral agent become responsible for 
determining who lives and who dies? 
An original and superior (in my opinion) 
utilitarian scenario that Joshua 
Greene avoided involves the following 
consideration: You have recently befriended a native group 
of Indians in Central America, and a group of Conquistadors 
enters the village. Its leader gives you an ultimatum: you 
either kill one of the Indians, and the rest will be saved, or 
the leader and his gang will murder the entire group. It is 
precisely at this point that one should sense something awry. 
How did the moral burden get transferred to me? Why am I 
suddenly responsible for the Indians’ lives? Virtue ethics, 
and many ethical theories other than Greene’s, propose that 
each individual is responsible for his or her decision and the 
actions that follow. Are we automatically supposed to label an 
individual immoral if she tells the leader, “Hey, the death of 
all these people is on you! You are the one doing the killing 
and attempting to make me feel responsible for your own 

moral culpability”? If one bases his or her moral decisions on 
a principle like, “With the exception of self-defense, killing 
someone is wrong, regardless of whether the ‘consequences’ 
lead to the saving of more lives,” then Greene’s caricature of 
morality becomes exposed. By choosing to not kill even one 
villager for the sake of all the others, one has acknowledged 
that genuine moral responsibility begins and ends with an 
individual’s volition. 

By reducing all moral considerations to those that involve 
positive prescriptions—namely, proactive choices to perform, 
act, or do something to another—Greene has repudiated all 
moral theory that suggests it is what you don’t do that makes 
you moral. In addition, how and why have all of Greene’s moral 
judgments been confined to those involving a reaction against 
forces beyond one’s control? The reason is because Greene 
presupposes that every individual’s action is calculable, or at 
least explainable, through determinate causes, namely genetic 
and environmental ones. 

Some will ask, “How can we be sure that this man denies 
free will?” A close examination of Greene’s presentation 
should reveal the veracity of my claim about his ontology, 

but I would also remind this someone 
to read the article entitled, “For the 
Law, Neuroscience Changes Nothing 
and Everything” (Greene and Cohen, 
2004), which was sent by Greene 
to prompt the pre-lecture seminar. 
Furthermore, you can peruse his 
website and not only find the aforesaid 
article there but access many of his 
other publications as well.

In short, the trolley car represents 
forces that supersede an individual’s 
volition and generates situations that 

may not be morally relevant. In strict reference to the trolley 
car’s symbolism, I think Greene would be hard-pressed to 
deny its role as a deterministic one, because the validity of 
his argument necessitates a commitment to an ontology that 
denies free will; otherwise, his conclusion could be rather 
attractive. If we really didn’t have control over the actions 
that result from our biologically determined moral intuition 
(a highly controversial claim, yet it functions as a given in 
his argument) or from runaway trolley cars, then it would 
seem plausible that our responses to moral dilemmas fit his 
model. However, if an action or the eschewal from an action (a 
negative prescription) stems from volition that was informed 
by a process of reasoning (and not necessarily Kantian), then 
we have a whole new realm of morality to consider. !

“By reducing all moral consid-
erations to those that involve 
positive prescriptions—
namely, proactive choices to 
perform, act, or do something 
to another—Greene has re-
pudiated all moral theory that 
suggests its what you don’t do 
that makes you moral.

When Cognitive Science 
Fails to Preserve the 
Integrity of Morality
> Ty Kun GI
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Let’s talk about violence: In Oakland, Kayvan Sabehgi, a 
three-tour veteran of Iraq and Afghanistan, was so badly 

beaten by police that his spleen was lacerated. He was unarmed 
and protesting non-violently. The police then arrested 
him. He called to the guards all night, begging for medical 
attention. They did not respond. Though he was bailed out in 
the afternoon, he was in too much pain to walk. They left him 
there, moaning in a jail cell, until an ambulance was called, 
finally, at 6 PM. In Seattle, 83-year-old Dorli Rainey was 
pepper-sprayed for holding a sign. She appears in a haunting 
photograph, her face dripping with pepper-spray and a pain-
easing solution. Two protesters hold her frail form up, her 
eyes pu(ed with pain and blank with shock. 
But then, I’m sure the 83-year-old woman 
was quite a threat. Considering she’s 
obviously a member of this riot generation, 
police couldn’t have known what she was 
capable of. And in Oakland, again, we have 
a veteran of Afghanistan, again, whose skull 
was fractured by a tear gas canister for 
peacefully protesting, again. Let me narrate 
the leaked video: the fleeing Scott Olsen 
goes down, obviously seriously injured. A 
group of protesters run back to help, shrieking, “Medic!” Mind 
you, they aren’t preventing the police from arresting him. The 
cops stand still, glaring down at the motionless Olsen. Once 
the protesters surround the wounded veteran, a riot cop 
lobs a flash-bang grenade directly into the middle of them. 
Right next to Olsen’s already-fractured skull. This happened 
October 25th. Scott Olsen still has di)culty speaking and is 
confined to an ICU.

Let’s pretend that the Occupy movement doesn’t cross 
every age barrier, information readily available to anyone with 
a computer and sixth-grade literacy skills. Let’s ignore the fact 
that our supposed riot generation took two months of peaceful 
protesting to reach a point Mr. Tuttle can finally dub violent 
(Didn’t he say we respond “immediately” with riots?). Let’s 
ignore any political a)liation we may have. Because perhaps 
the most immediate, the most obvious, response I can give 
Mr. Tuttle is: There wasn’t a riot. While I don’t claim to know 
precisely how Mr. Tuttle is using that word, I can say that I’m 
relatively sure not one of us would call this a riot: three or four 
people breaking windows out of seven thousand who scream 
at them: “Non-violent protest! Stay non-violent!”

No? That’s not a riot? Funny, because that’s what happened 
in Oakland. There were several small moments of aggression, 
but these were so marginal it takes willful manipulation to 
proclaim this a “riot.” Which, of course, is exactly what is 
happening. Mr. Tuttle brings up “sexual assault” as an example 
of the corruption at the heart of the Occupy movement. Yes, 
there have been incidents. What he doesn’t say is how swiftly 
the camps themselves dealt with this. In Cleveland, the 

police captain even praised the Occupiers for how helpful 
and cordial they were during the investigation. Although 
this should go without saying, rape is not anyone’s political 
platform. It’s a horrific act that the opposition has been using 
to discredit Occupy, because using a fucking rape victim as a 
political tool isn’t callous at all. The fact is, almost all violence 
in the movement has come directly from the authorities, 
and political opposition has been eating it up. As it’s always 
been, opponents to movements cheer while police hospitalize 
protesters, and condemn protesters as “animals” when they 
break a window. Remember Kayvan Sabehgi’s story? I just 
read a blog that faulted him for not going to the hospital soon 

enough and hinted that it was a plot to 
damage the sterling reputation of OPD. 

But I’m guessing this is going to fall on 
deaf ears. Mr. Tuttle’s commentary on the 
Occupy movement has revealed him to 
be viciously uninformed. Comparing the 
Occupy movement and the Penn protests 
isn’t just insulting; it’s flat out juvenile. To 
take two things so radically di(erent, but 
liken them because they are “protests” is 
like saying, “The GOP and the Nazis were 

both conservative; they must be the same.” It does nothing 
but show your ignorance and ineptitude to deal with actual 
arguments. If your opponents need to be cartoons before you 
can reply, it might be because you’re too politically shaky to 
deal with their actual opinions. Actually, this drivel only turns 
you into a cartoon yourself—a caricature of everything that’s 
wrong with partisan politics. We cannot stand as a republic 
if the right to protest, the right to speak freely and publicly, 
is taken. Our political opponent’s access to that right is as 
integral as our ally’s. We seem to live in a time that ignores 
this, that these rights need cooperation to remain. Whenever 
a protester invokes their First and the authorities meet them 
with brutality, the rights of us all are threatened. Yet you only 
recite the old partisan lies, assume the protesters deserved it. 
Or, worse, cheer while their rights, and yours by extension, are 
ignored and cast aside. And why? Because you disagree with 
them? As if law only applied to those you agree with. A veteran 
who fought to protect these rights had his skull fractured 
three weeks ago. It might be you stand with those who would 
eradicate our rights by claiming he “deserved” it, but are too 
craven to admit this to yourself. Or you don’t stand with them 
but are unwilling to examine the political opinions you are 
fed. Ridiculously partisan journalism is like a mother bird. 
You’re not getting the substance; you’re just getting whatever 
passed through her system and back up again. I’m sure it’s 
more comforting to keep feeding from the parent, but anyone 
outside the nest can tell you’re just taking in puke. Frankly, I 
don’t care what you think. But you should care. And when you 
know, please tell me: did the 83 year-old deserve it, or not? !

“Let’s ignore any political 
a!liation we may have. 
Because perhaps the 
most immediate, the 
most obvious, response 
I can give Mr. Tuttle is: 
There wasn’t a riot. 
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> Wolfe Nelson A’14

In an ongoing debate on the Occupy movement, 
Wolfe Nelson disagrees with Ian Tuttle’s notion 
of the “Riot Generation” in the last installment of 
“Bursting the Johnnie Bubble.”
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If there is such a thing as a “rock star” of classical scholar-
ship, Victor Davis Hanson might be it.  Currently a Senior 
Fellow at Stanford’s Hoover Institution, he is a National 

Humanities Medal reicipient and the author of more than a 
dozen books on ancient Greek history.  Hanson’s signature 
achievement, however, may be his e!ectiveness in linking de-
velopments in the modern West to the ancient world.

That was the aim of his October 2011 article in The New 
Criterion, entitled, “Is America Periclean?”  The fascinating 
essay asks of Pericles’ famous Funeral Oration, “What can this 
tutorial about national greatness…teach us about the Ameri-
can experience in our present age of uncertainty?”

“It would be hard to imagine,” writes Hanson, “an oration 
more disturbing to the modern American elite’s sensibilities 
than Pericles’ majestic funeral oration delivered in the win-
ter of 431/30 B.C.”—because, Hanson argues, the “majestic” 
speech is a blistering defense of Athenian “exceptionalism,” 
the notion of the virtually wholesale superiority of Athens, at 
its peak, to every culture—both of its own day 
and prior ages.  For modern critics, for whom 
exceptionalism is “misplaced imperialism…
sexism, xenophobia, militarism, and cultural 
triumphalism,” Pericles’ words are nation-
alist podium-pounding.  Yet, says Hanson, 
Pericles was not concerned with the politi-
cal ramifications of his declaration; he said it 
because it was true.

Pericles’ lauds virtually every aspect of 
Athenian society: Athens’ democratic government and egali-
tarianism, its economic prosperity and development of lei-
sure, its openness to foreigners, and, ultimately, its cultivation 
of “a unique individual who is multi-talented and innately 
magnanimous” (Hanson’s words).  Athens’ noble institutions 
and principles shaped men who sustained and improved 
those institutions, whether on the battlefield, in the market-
place, or in the assembly.

And for Pericles, maintaining Athens’ exceptional place in 
the world began by recognizing the inheritance, bequeathed 
by previous generations, that had enabled the development 
of an Aegean-wide empire.  For Hanson, “The mark of a great 
leader and an even greater people is precisely such reverence 
for the past—not a vague past, but one of real people who 
lived, su!ered, achieved, and died for others.”

Fast-forward 2400 years.  Would America’s Commander-
in-Chief today, Hanson wonders, ever utter sentiments com-
parable to Pericles’?  In 2009, President Obama averred, “I 
believe in American exceptionalism, just as I suspect that the 
Brits believe in British exceptionalism and the Greeks believe 
in Greek exceptionalism.”  Most of the American political elite 
has eschewed any notion of America’s unique place in history 
or in the world today as a repulsively arrogant, hideously un-
enlightened sentiment reeking of imperial inclinations and 
jingoism.  They would prefer that America do infinite pen-
ance for its multitude of unforgiveable sins—subjecting blacks 
to slavery, destroying Native American populations, invading 
rich reserves of natural resources, et cetera, et cetera, ad infi-
nitum.  This was exactly the intent of President Obama’s 2009 
“apology tour” (so named by critics), when, over the course of 
100 days, he apologized to audiences in France, Prague, Lon-
don, and Latin America for American “arrogance” and a bevy 

of other transgressions.
As Hanson points out, this is both decidedly un-Periclean 

and un-American:
 
The unabashed confidence of Pericles in his own civilization 
and national ethos, and the eloquence by which he conveyed 
it, were once gold standards for unapologetic Western demo-
cratic rhetoricians. Abraham Lincoln and Winston Churchill 
both emulated the speech’s reverence for ancestry, tradition, 
and cultural exceptionalism as a way of explaining why a confi-
dent America or Britain, in extremis, deserved its influence and 
should express it openly beyond its borders.

That eloquent expression of deserved exceptionalism has 
been systematically expunged from most mainstream po-
litical discourse.  Forget that American military intervention 
saved Europe in both world wars; that America’s unique po-
litical and economic structures crushed Soviet communism’s 

dreams of empire; forget the unique com-
mitment to equality under the law embod-
ied in the founding documents, for which 
the nation shed kindred blood between 1861 
and 1865; forget the magnitude of Ameri-
can contributions to the arts and sciences, 
particularly in medicine, where American 
physicians have o!ered hope to the a"icted 
worldwide.  For many, looking through a 
distorted lens, America has always been—

and remains—irredeemably violent, cruel, and oppressive.  
Pericles, says Hanson, o!ers a shattering indictment of this 

schizophrenic self-loathing, wherein critics can enjoy Amer-
ica’s abundant fruits, sowed by previous generations, mean-
while condemning and disparaging.  “The real lesson of the 
Periclean Oration,” he concludes, 

is not merely that some Athenian values should be our own, but 
that in our place, according to our station, we too might have 
the imagination to articulate the singularity of our culture and 
the bravery to proclaim it without apology or qualification. To 
do otherwise, is to enjoy the unmatched bounty and freedom of 
the United States without gratitude to those of the past who be-
queathed it, and without present awareness that what we enjoy 
makes us blessed beyond the comprehension of most of the six 
billion others on the planet.

Hanson’s essay is thought-provoking in the extreme, and I 
would encourage all to read it.  It is available at www.newcri-
terion.com.

Briefly: On page 12 of this week’s Gadfly, Miss Waggaman 
(A’14) has voiced a qualm about the continued labeling of 
“Bursting the Johnnie Bubble” as a “current event column.”  I 
would like to assuage her anxiety by noting that, in fact, I have 
never advertised this feature as a “current event column.”  I 
would refer Miss Waggaman to my first column (6 Sept 2011) 
in which I wrote that this space would comprise “varied mus-
ings on an assortment of topics…heavy with my own thoughts 
and questions, pretentious, confused, occasionally ranting.”  I 
would like to think I have upheld my commitment rather well 
with regard to those adjectives.

“Would America’s 
Commander-in-Chief 
today ever utter sen-
timents comparable 
to Pericles’?  

> Ian Tuttle A’14
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Bored sailors peeling back the smooth blue of the sea
Often amuse themselves by watching seagulls,
Noisy heralds of every vessel, disappear
Into the sky and the sea, and the white-red pu!s

Of feathers. The white tablets mark their end.
Made to help sailors keep down their rations,
They instead trouble the storm-cloud white birds
From their very insides, the pressure churning.

Such is the poet, calling to the town
Inscribing his sharp sonnets to the air and the deep
So too is he drowned, their comfort his folly
Their bitter amusement, his final exhalation  !

A Response to
“Bursting the
Johnnie Bubble”
> Maggie Waggaman A’14

I am writing in response to Mr. Tuttle’s most 
recent column, in which he states his opinion 

about violence in our generation. While I do not 
have any objections to the subject matter, or even 
his opinion (we are at St. John’s, after all, and 
should be open to everyone’s opinion), I do find 
it questionable that Mr. Tuttle continues to use 
the title “Bursting the Johnnie Bubble” to head 
columns that are really just conservative agendas 
disguised as current events. I would expect Mr. 
Tuttle and the Gadfly editors to seriously recon-
sider what they want to release to the community 
as a “current event column,” and if Mr. Tuttle’s 
work might be better suited in another area of the 
publication. Otherwise, I would graciously ask 
that Mr. Tuttle keep his own political views out of 
his reports. When he references the Occupy pro-
tests and puts the term economic justice in quo-
tation marks as if it were a silly thing to ask for, 
and when he plunks an “understandably” in after 
saying that the demands have not been met, that is 
not true journalism. Things such as this simply do 
not have any place in a current events column. I 
think that Mr. Tuttle needs to understand that his 
views are just as important as anyone else’s, but no 
more so than that. I urge the Gadfly sta! to look 
into this further, and place Mr. Tuttle’s work un-
der a di!erent heading or request that he abide by 
journalism etiquette by removing his own biases 
from the column.  !

Ralph Macchio (1961-2043 or so): Actor known for boyish good looks 
and “sweeping the leg”; played Johnny in The Outsiders, Daniel-san 

in The Karate Kid I, II, & III, and Bill in My Cousin Vinny. At one time the 
most famous American Catholic since JFK (see also: Lady Gaga).
Synonyms: Scott Baio, Tony Danza, Justin Long
Antonyms: Samuel L. Jackson, probably

The song that holds up best from the Karate Kid soundtrack is “You’re 
the Best” by Joe Esposito (surprisingly, the best-surviving song is not 
the Flirts’ “(Bop Bop) On the Beach”). I made a reference to that song 
during Greek class last week and was thoroughly disgusted by the re-
sponse I got:
Me: (something like) “...it’s like that song from Karate Kid.”
Classmates: “Oh, that movie is great and defined my ongoing childhood 
and all!”
Me: “Yeah, Ralph Macchio was pretty good in that movie.”
Classmates: “What are Macchio?”

The poor young-bloods thought Will Smith’s kid was the only Karate 
Kid. DEAR GOD, AMERICA IS SCREWED. Now, not all of the people 
in my class were totally clueless about Ralph Macchio’s existence—it’s 
even possible that just one was. If I were to be honest with myself and 
with you about that, though, my outrage at such ignorance would seem 
even more overblown and unjustified than it is now. I reserve the right 
to ignore certain facts for the sake of anger preservation. This anger 
has spurred me towards exposing what is TRULY outside the Johnnie 
Bubble—American pop culture from the time between Faulkner’s Go 
Down Moses and the invention of the Internet. As a freshman born be-
fore SpongeBob SquarePants ruined everything, am I obliged to inform 
my classmates of the nuggets of popular wisdom they missed in the 
years between our respective birthdates? NO. I’m not going to hold your 
hands because THAT CRAP IS FOR CROSSING GUARDS AND BAB-
YSITTERS. I will point the way by bringing up certain subjects with 
people, but it’s the responsibility of the curious to find the path to their 
favorite shows’ and movies’ antecedents.

Look, I know Karate Kid is not a very good movie. Neither are Purple 
Rain, Red Dawn, or Dead Poets’ Society (no matter how much you and 
your fellow long-hairs want St. John’s to be Robin Williams’ School). 
The quality of the movie isn’t necessarily what keeps it in the pantheon 
of American classics. The reading of certain Western works is required 
for a person to be considered educated, and likewise the viewings of 
certain movies, television shows, and music videos figure into the pop-
culture awareness of the educated person. They serve as models for the 
shows that follow them. When it comes to watching this stu!, though, I 
can’t make you sit down and watch it with me—for Pete and Pete’s sake, 
I’ve seen them already, anyway. Why don’t you use your precious IN-
TERNET and get them from that Pirate Old Bay you kids love so much? 
(And since I’ve got you here, why the HELL won’t you take your hats o! 
indoors? Surely you can’t ALL be construction workers.) Ugh. GET OFF 
MY LAWN already.  !

(submitted by Terence Washington A’15)

Seabird Cruelty Poems
> Sarah Pearlman A’12

!"#$#%&'()*+,-%+#+"*#+
> Sassy Placanica

Note from Editors: Do you value the Upcoming Events, or do you think it’s a waste 
of space? Let us know by voting on our Facebook page: facebook.com/sjcagadfly.


