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I’m not the first person to voice distaste 

for Mr. Tuttle’s writings, and I can 
only hope that I’ll be the last. He took up 
two and a half pages of The Gadfly last 
week (a full three if “Ms. Placanica’s” 
article was intended as a response), and 
rather more since the start of the year. 
It’s getting tiresome. I’m not going to be 
as polite as Ms. Waggaman or as topical 
as Mr. Nelson, and I’m going to leave 
disagreement with his ideas for people 
less lazy.

I’m just going to talk about his 
adjectives (and nouns). He writes 
that his column is 
“varied musings on 
an assortment of 
topics...heavy with 
[his] own thoughts 
and questions, 
pretentious, confused, 
occasionally ranting”; 
so I’ll talk about how 
his column stacks up 
to those (particularly his most recent 
article, because, again, lazy).

“Varied...assortment”—definitely 
not; every article so far has been a 
conservative stance on a current political 
issue. “Musings...questions” gets a fail as 
well, as those imply an uncertainty that 
Mr. Tuttle certainly does not possess. I’ll 
give him “topics”—no argument about 
that one.

“Heavy with my own thoughts”—
absolutely. “Pretentious,” again, is 
definitely descriptive of this column. 
“Confused” runs into the same problem 
as “musings...questions” above: Mr. 
Tuttle is not confused. He knows 
precisely what he thinks and expresses it 

in absolute terms. Finally, “occasionally 
ranting” receives a mixed grade. There is 
plenty of ranting, but it is not occasional.

Mr. Tuttle, allow me to re-adjectivize 
you. I say that “Bursting the Johnnie 
Bubble” is, in fact, “Repeated 
descriptions of my opinions on 
predictable topics heavy with my own 
thoughts, pretentious and ranting.”

And frankly, I don’t care to read that, 
or the ever-expanding response section 
(he said with an awareness of the irony). 
Having opinions is fine (see Mr. Kun’s 
scathing invective against Mr. Greene’s 

lecture), “fine” here 
meaning appropriate 
to The Gadfly. Having 
opinions I disagree 
with is fine (see 
Mr. Sabella’s very 
interesting musings 
on Demarchy). 
Even having strong 
political opinions 

that I don’t fully agree with is interesting 
in moderation (I take a middle stance 
on the Occupy Movement and found 
Mr. Nelson’s article a good look into 
the arguments of his side, albeit 
unsurprisingly one-sided). Continually 
filling The Gadfly with repetitive 
polemic begins to tire. You’ve made your 
point. We’ve heard your ideas, very loud 
and very clear, but you’re starting to be 
That Guy in class who chimes in every 
other comment to reassert his point. 
Please, Mr. Tuttle, retire, or please, 
Gadfly, remove him, before we need to 
start a new 12-page weekly publication, 
“Ian Tuttle and the people who dislike 
him.”  !

<< Cover: Aalin Bellinger’s (A’12) artwork is 
displayed at the Fall Polity Art Show.
 >> And the Winner is: Brandon Carney 
(A’12) is the o!cial beard champion of the 
No Shave November  Contest.

> Charlie Cargal A’12

“Mr. Tuttle is not con-
fused.  He knows pre-
cisely what he thinks 
and expresses it in 
absolute terms.

T"# G$%&'( 02

The student newspaper 
of St. John’s College

60 College Avenue
Annapolis, Maryland 21401

)$%&'(@*+,$.#%-

E!"#$%&-"'-C(")*
Danny Kraft
Grace Tyson

A&&"&#+'# E!"#$%&
Nathan Goldman

Ian Tuttle

L+,$-# E!"#$%
Hayden Pendergrass

A&&"&#+'# L+,$-# E!"#$%&
Hau Hoang

Amy Stewart

S#+**

B-&"')&& M+'+.)%
Honore Hodgson

P($#$.%+/()%
Henley Moore

C$'#%"0-#$%&

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, 
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This Thursday, December 8, the SCI met to consider the 
purpose of the freshman language tutorial. The language 

tutorial is commonly considered to have two purposes: 
learning Greek, and learning how to write. How are these 
two goals balanced? Could they be better balanced, or is the 
current way the language tutorial works satisfactory?

Several students mentioned that the language tutorial could 
be very useful for a greater understanding of the English 
language. Learning how to use participles, understanding 
the subjunctive, and clearly distinguishing di!erent kinds of 
objects, for instance, were all benefits that could be acquired 
from learning Greek. Translating Greek poetry and prose could 
also give students a deeper appreciation of 
style and make them think more carefully 
about their own writing.

On the other hand, some students 
found the link between Greek and English 
poorly explained in the classroom. Some 
suggestions o!ered for a way to formalize 
the link included a greater focus on 
translation as an art, or a more conscious 
study of Greek rhetoric.

Still, alongside these suggestions, another question was 
raised: Ought freshman language really encompass both 
learning another language and learning how to write? Couldn’t 
these skills be acquired in any class? Shouldn’t the language 
tutorial really concentrate on, well, learning a language?

After all, any class could impart the kind of skills that make 
someone a “good writer.” The math tutorial ought to impart 
logical thought; the lab tutorial should give students a habit of 
looking closely into seemingly insignificant things. Why place 
the burden of learning how to write on language? Why make 
this tutorial—which requires a great deal of work already—do 
double duty? One tutor present, Ms. Kronsberg, mentioned 
that she avoided assigning written work in the first semester 
due to precisely this sort of concern: you can’t be reasonably 

expected to learn Greek and learn how to write at the same 
time in the same tutorial. There is not enough time.

While this problem was recognized as a serious one, it was 
also true that—for instance—the freshman language tutor is 
supposed to assist freshmen with their annual essays, and 
that the essays assigned for the language tutorial in general 
were more like the annual essays than those assigned for other 
classes. With these concerns in mind, the question became 
how to deal with writing in a way that did not drag down the 
other purpose of the language tutorial: learning Greek.

One possible solution was essay assignments that forced 
students to think critically about their writing—whether by 

writing about writing or by writing the 
same essay more than one way. Another 
possibility was introducing the sort of 
critical essays that students might be 
expected to write as reading material, 
and encouraging students to consult 
resources like the prize winning essays 
and lectures in the library as examples of 
good writing. Writing handouts, reading 
short assignments out loud, setting one 

class aside to discuss essay questions—all of these solutions 
were proposed. Encouraging students to write after seminar, 
assigning frequent short papers, and introducing peer-editing 
on a wider scale was also considered.

However, all of these solutions seemed to dance around the 
problem that the two purposes of the language tutorial seem ill 
suited to each other; while both learning another language and 
learning how to write are crucial to the St. John’s experience, 
they did not seem very well suited to each other as a whole. 
While various possible improvements were suggested, it was 
not clear if there was a way to resolve this di"culty, nor was 
there any clear consensus on whether or not the problems 
with the current balance were serious enough to merit any 
formal solutions.  !

“ Ought freshman 
language really en-
compass both learning 
another language and 
learning how to write?

> Barbara McClay A’12
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{                     }How does your seminar character respond 
to the theft of his favorite possession?

!"#$%&'(
Symposium
Alcibiades’ wine is 
stolen. In his sobriety, 
he is forced to resort to 
heterosexuality. 

> Anonymous

NEXT WEEK How does your seminar character spend the holidays?

A possession can be con-
sidered stolen in three 
ways. Objection!

> Anonymous

$#()*"
Saint Thomas

Aquinas waddles hope-
lessly after his intellect, 
relying only upon his 
will.

> Anonymous

+,()*"
Thomas Aquinas

Aquinas waddles hope-
lessly after the Ham-
burglar.

> Anonymous

$*-%*&*"#
Summa Theologica
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From deep within a dark ravine
She looks up to a point unseen
Then, rising to its unknown rim
She turns, looks down, then turns again
The vast expanse ahead spreads wide
She boldly marks her steady stride
Before the vistas jagged edge
Gives view to yield each crag and ledge
Now, coming close, the mountains walls
Give mindful caution, time… to pause
Yet taking hold, she clasps a rock
And climbing so no man can mock
A goddess true rose to the top
Then, looking out upon the range
Each pointed peek… sat oddly strange
With many god sends whom now knew
They all, made up one wholly view.

T!" G#$%&' 04

!"#$%&&'"()*+

> Painter Bob

Lining the wall opposite the 
Fishbowl are student paintings, 

photographs, drawings, and poems 
that comprise the Fall Polity Art Show, 
presented by the Art Society. The Art 
Society has been around for a while, 
originally created by the Mitchell 
Art Gallery, but has 
lately been dormant. 
Junior Daniela 
Lobo Dias, with the 
help of enthusiastic 
freshmen Ciara 
Barrick and Cora 
Davis, decided to get 
the club running again 
as an easy, accessible 
way for St. John’s students and tutors 
to get involved in art. The Mitchell 
Gallery does host a student exhibition 
in the spring, but Lobo Dias decided to 
o(er a way for students to display their 
art in a more casual setting in the fall. 

The Art Society also hosts receptions 
for the Mitchell Gallery, museum visits, 
and Fireside Chats in which tutors and 
students speak about art in some form. 
The first Chat was held November 30 
and featured Mr. Beall speaking about 
beauty with about 60 students. Lobo 
Dias said, “Even afterwards, people 

were asking him questions and the 
conversation kept going. It was very 
much in the spirit of St. John’s.” The 
Art Society reaches out to both students 
and tutors, helping to bridge that gap.

Things like the Art Society’s Polity 
Art Show and Fireside Chats, as well as 

the Chasement Open 
Mic nights, show the 
Polity’s appreciation 
for art and 
community. Lobo 
Dias said that the 
club resulted out of 
a lack of opportunity 
for students to easily 
involve themselves 

in art on campus. Thus far, the Art 
Society has o(ered a great medium for 
students to come together to pursue 
their common creative interests. 

The next Fireside Chat will be 
with Ms. Benson, speaking about 
Renaissance portraiture, on December 
14 in the Co(ee Shop. The Art Show 
will be up outside of the Fishbowl until 
the end of the semester. Students and 
Mr. May will also visit the Walters Art 
Museum in Baltimore next Wednesday 
at 1:00 PM to see Archimedes’ Lost 
Manuals. !

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

> Sarah Meggison A’15

From 10 / 21 – 11 / 29, there have been 
nine reported incidents of theft and 
two reports of vandalism. Two of the 
eleven related crimes were accompa-
nied with an alcohol violation.

!e Polity Art Show
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> Public Safety O!ce

After the heated election of last week, 
I am happy to report the results. The 
second semester Freshman delegates 
will be: Ryan Fleming, Robert Malka, 
Ciara Barrick, and Samuel Collins. 
Virginia Early will be returning as 
Seceratary. Saul Leiken was also 
reelected and so will continue as the 
polity’s President (although write-in 
candidate Master Chief had a surpris-
ing 22 votes). And finally, in the only 
contested election, Hayden Pender-
grass was elected Treasurer.

1&*20)%3"4*56&05

> Honore Hodgson A’12

Drawing by Daniela Lobo Dias A’13 Painting by Jennifer Shumpert A’15

“Thus far, the Art Soci-
ety has o!ered a great 
medium for students 
to come together to 
pursue their common 
creative interests. 
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At 10:20 AM on Wednesday, Decem-
ber 07, 2011, the freshman class is 

“sitting quietly” (“sitting” and “quietly” 
apparently relative terms) in the Mc-
Dowell Great Hall, waiting for the sing-
ing to begin. Amid the rustle of song-
book pages and the chatter, “archons” 
of the four voice parts take attendance 
and Ms. Seeger begins to hand out mu-
sic and program-lists. Eventually, the 
entire class settles as Ms. Seeger stands 
on a large wooden box and raises her 
hand over the heads of even the tallest 
freshman in order to get our attention 
and suggests a warm up. We sing “Yon-
der Come Day,” though it seems that our 
souls are the only things seeing sunlight 
on this grey, rainy day, then listen to a 
run-down of how this concert is going to 
work. Then, just like every Wednesday, 
we sing our familiar list of songs. 

Since August, the Freshman Chorus 
has been learning everything from “Go 
Down, Moses” to “Si-
cut Cervus.” The weeks 
have been a mixture of 
sectional chorus re-
hearsals, with the ten-
ors and basses meeting 
at 9:00 and the altos 
and sopranos meeting 
at 10:20, and some full-
group meetings from  
9:00 to 11:30. Each section has found  its 
own apparent favorite – while the altos 
and sopranos did not want to go a week 
without singing “Beatus Vir,” the basses 
and the tenors seem to favor singing the 
national anthem (very loudly) at the end 
of rehearsal.  

Though opinions on Freshman Cho-
rus vary, I know that for myself and 
many others, it has been a welcome ad-
dition to the week. Whatever we sing, 
and whatever language we sing it in, 
there has been joy found in the simple 
act of using our voices. After music 
quizzes, notation classes, and weeks of 
amusing or irritating the other classes in 
McDowell (sometimes it’s hard to tell), 
the time for the concert had finally ar-
rived. After a quick break, the chorus 
returned to their seats and gazed up as 
upperclassmen, tutors, and some others 

began to circle the walkway. Finally, it 
was time to begin. 

Freshman Chorus is not perfect, as 
everyone knows – it’s a strange mixture 
of trained and untrained voices, people 
who have been singing throughout their 
lives and those who have avoided sing-
ing at all costs. Over time, however, 
we’ve become compatible with each 
other, and what we sometimes lack in 
technical skill is more than made up in 
other areas. We’ve learned to listen to 
each other for notes and cues, entrances 
and exits. We’ve learned to wait, to not 
jump into this musical conversation at 
any given time, but when the time called 
for it. And we’ve learned not to hesitate, 
because if your “Psallite” is hesitant, you 
probably won’t make it back into the 
song any time soon. 

Ringed by upperclassmen, weeks of 
learning behind us and winter break 
ahead, we finally got to experience 

what most of us had 
been waiting for since 
Convocation: singing 
“Sicut Cervus.” For 
me, sitting up on that 
stage while listening 
to the gathered stu-
dents sing this beau-
tiful song all together, 
and happily, was the 

final thing I needed to let me know I had 
made the right choice. Plagued by im-
pending homesickness and anxiety over 
going to school away from everything 
and everyone I knew, I had been second-
guessing myself all day and dreading the 
good-byes that were just around the 
corner. But “Sicut Cervus,” with all of 
its haunting beauty, eased that. If I was 
headed into a school that wound sing 
that, I knew I’d be all right. The good-
byes were hard, as I knew they would 
be, and homesickness did strike, those 
first weeks, as most freshman experi-
ence. But in much the same way that “Si-
cut Cervus” helped on Convocation, St. 
John’s itself soon alleviated that home-
sickness. And every week, Freshman 
Chorus reminded me of that moment on 
move-in day when I realized I had defi-
nitely made the right decision. !

“But in much the same 
way that “Sicut Cer-
vus” helped on Con-
vocation, St. John’s 
itself soon alleviated 
that homesickness.  

!"#$%&'()*%+",$
> Melissa Gerace A’15



We’re approaching the halfway mark, which 
means one thing and only one thing: the 

fall intramural season is over.  The Greenwaves 
have edged out the Guardians for first place in 
overall points, followed by the Druids, Spartans, 
and Hustlers.  But how did the individual sports 
pan out?

We’ll start where the fall season started: Ul-
timate.  The Guardians quickly emerged at the 
head of the pack.  With ferocious handling by 
Alex “Mountain Man” Schmid and Daniel “Pop-
ov” Popov, the Guardians utilized their reliable 
receivers and rapid transitions to destroy their 
opponents.  Destroy they did, emerging with 
a perfect 8-0 record at the end of the season.  
Though no team was able to defeat them, the 
Greenwaves and the Druids both fought hard 
for second place.  Both teams played to their 
strengths: the Greenwaves relied strongly on 
multiple handlers and long throws to their 
receivers, while the Druids focused on short 
passes and moving it around the whole team.  

Ultimately, neither strategy prevailed outright over 
the other, and the two teams tied for second with 5-3 
records.  The Spartans and the Hustlers, both lack-
ing clear and distinct handlers, both su!ered losing 
records.

Reason Ball:  The Reason Ball tournament was 
changed to a four-game season this year in order to 
give the teams equivalent playing time and give eve-
ryone equal opportunity to exhibit their passion for 
the absurd.  Before I go any further, I would like to 
crown the Druids as the spirit champions of this 
year’s season for pushing the boundaries of the game 
and for getting the most people involved.  From the 
self-grabbed flag to the team fumble, they showed the 
ingenuity that the sport deserves.

However, that ingenuity did not carry them to the 
championship.  The battle to victory’s seat was held 
under a foreboding sky, the rain steadily changing to 
snow as the men in blue challenged the defending 
champions.  The temperature dropped as the game 
went on.  Down 20-8 in the fourth quarter, the Green-
waves steeled themselves through the pain and scored 

FALL SPORTS ROUND-UP. . .
>> Jonathan Barone A’13

>> Photos by Henley Moore



on two five-down drives.  Casey “How Does He Do 
It?” Whitney wins the play of the season award with 
a reception o! a contested tipped pass on a drive 
which led to the go-ahead touchdown and extra 
point.  After stopping a hyper-time run one yard 
from the endzone, the Greenwaves repeated as vic-
tors of Reason Ball, defeating the Spartans 21-20.

The Hustlers also won their first game of the year 
in Reason Ball, with strong quarterbacking and 
flag grabbing from Luke Wakeen and a four-point 
field goal from alumnus James Russell.  The Guard-
ians were unable to pull o! a win, despite fielding 
a strong team on paper and a desperate hyper-time 
almost-comeback.

Soccer:  Bearing many similarities to last year’s 
basketball season, the fall soccer season was domi-
nated by two teams: the Guardians and the Green-
waves.  Boasting impressive rosters, the titans 
clashed three times: twice in the regular season, 
trading wins, and once in the final.  The final match 
exemplified their strengths: the Guardians opted 
for a fierce attack, placing a combination of Ty Kun, 
Dimitar Indzhov, Marin Skokandic, and Linus Fed-
er as strikers or midfielders and left it to the defense 
and goalie to blast it upfield, whereas the Green-

waves chose a more defensive tactic, attempting to 
control the ball through the defense and midfield 
and shutting down the attempts on goal.  The fight 
was heroic, and despite a push in the last ten min-
utes by the Guardians, the Greenwaves prevailed 
3-2.

Perhaps the greatest absurdity is that the Hus-
tlers only won once and tied once, even though 
they boasted a very strong front line and midfield.  
However, even with Rookie of the Year Joe Hamd 
holding down the fort as sweeper, the Hustlers 
weren’t able to convert enough of their tries.  The 
Spartans and Druids finished third and fourth re-
spectively, in addition to bringing a great deal of 
spirit and energy to the field.  Anyone who saw the 
two teams exchange shirts for the first half of their 
last game would have no problem verifying this 
statement.

That just about wraps it up for the fall season.  
The race for first is still neck and neck, and the 
winter season is ripe for upsets.  With the Druids 
pulling an upset over the Hustlers in the first game 
of the Holiday Invitational Tournament and the 
Spartans boasting a fortified basketball team, who 
knows what the future holds? !
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When I first encountered the poetry of Charles Olson in an 
anthology of 20th-century American poetry, I thought 

little of it.  At a time when I was trying to discover modern 
and groundbreaking poetry, Olson resembled too closely for 
me the so-called “dead white male,” a resem-
blance further supported by his poetic alter-
ego, named Maximus of Gloucester (Massa-
chusetts).

Although Maximus of Gloucester seemed 
to me to be the alias of a stodgy defender 
of English literature and Western culture, 
Olson proves himself to be anything but.  
Indeed, he was a scholar of literature and 
American history.  But Olson was also a 
champion of “open” verse, evidenced by his manifesto, called 
“Projective Verse.”  Here, Olson acknowledged a problem 
present in open verse, one that did not occur in traditional, 
“closed” verse: that of being properly heard.  In closed verse, 
rhyme and meter lead the ear; in open verse, however, the 
form or “field” of the poem; that is, its arrangement on the 
page itself, dictates how it is heard.  Using line breaks, mar-
gins, lengthened spaces, suspended letters or syllables, and 
the rejection of traditional syntax and grammar, the poet is 
able to write a verse “as though not the eye but the ear was to 
be its measurer . . .”  Of supreme importance to Olson is the no-
tion of “breath.”  It is this breath which is heard in each break, 
each shifted margin, and which unites the poet and reader in 
the same voice.  The great works of poetry, he writes, “could 
not issue from men who conceived verse without the full rel-
evance of human voice, without reference to where lines come 
from, in the individual who writes.”

Olson’s manifesto plays an important role in The Maximus 
Poems, featuring his alter-ego in a town deeply familiar to the 
poet.  As he writes in “Projective Verse”: “if [the poet] is con-
tained within his nature as he is participant in the larger force, 
he will be able to listen, and his hearing through himself will 
give him secrets objects share.”  In these poems, it is evident 
that Olson has listened to the nature of himself, of Gloucester.  

And what results in that listening can be very clearly heard in 
the reading thereof.  One such example, merging poetic form 
and the nature of a particular surrounding appears in “Maxi-
mus to Gloucester, Letter 27 [withheld].”  At first, the poem 

seems to lack much in the way of projective 
verse.  Olson begins: “I come back to the 
geography of it,/ the land falling o( to the 
left,” recalling early memories of Glouces-
ter.  But a shift occurs, and Olson writes, 
defiant: “This, is no bare incoming/ of novel 
abstract form, this/ . . . Greeks, is the stop-
ping/ of the battle.”  Here, Maximus asserts 
his identity, suggesting that it is irrevocably 
tied to the town of Gloucester, for better or 

worse.  The final lines display especially this identity in the 
context of projective verse:

 I have this sense,

that I am one

with my skin

Plus this—plus this:

that forever the geography

which leans in

on me I compell

backwards I compell Gloucester

to yield, to

change

Polis

is this. !

“It is this breath which 
is heard in each break, 
each shifted margin, 
and which unites the 
poet and reader in 
the same voice.
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Stephanie Connolly explores the distinctions 
between open, closed, and projective verse 
through the works of Modern American poet 
Charles Olson. > Stephanie Connolly A’12
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In honor of the Freshmen reading the Symposium, here is 
a discourse on love which I originally wrote and delivered 

on the occasion of my own Freshman class reading the 
Symposium:

If I had to choose one word to describe love, which word 
would I choose?

Love.
Love encompasses everything, like the potpourri category 

on Jeopardy. But unlike a failing Jeopardy contestant, I know 
exactly what the question is. And tonight, the question is, 
“What can we say about love?”

The 1970 film Love Story tells us that “Love means never 
having to say you’re sorry.” Sounds like a plan. I was going to 
try to act in ways that show I care about you, while changing 
my actions appropriately as I discover 
mistakes, and so engaging in a continuing 
process of self-correction, but it looks like I 
just got a “get out of jail free” card.

The birds and the bees is  our best attempt 
to explain love to children, but I don’t 
understand why kids need to know that 
birds and bees are doin’ it with each-other, 
and thereby inevitably creating falcon-
bees, giant screeching bees with the claws 
and eyesight of a falcon, which hold you 
in their inescapable grasp as the life is stabbed out of you by 
their ice-pick sized stingers. I mean, that hardly seems child-
appropriate.

But what do we know about love? We know that love is 
a many splendored thing. How splendored is it? Very. I can 
think of at least 17 ways it can be splendored, and I’m doing 
two of them right now.

But is love helpful? Absolutely. Love makes us happy, it gives 
us a reason to live, a reason to get out of bed in the morning; it 

supports us and makes us more assured as we deal with all the 
little moments of life—in short, it does everything that I have 
to take a pill to accomplish. 

And yet, despite generations of e(ort, it seems like we still 
don’t know the answers to the biggest questions about love: Is 
it god’s greatest gift to humanity, like a priceless grandfather 
clock? Or is it God’s “Second-tier Friends” gift to humanity, 
like a nice but not too nice watch? Or is it God’s gag gift to 
humanity, the type of present that sucks so much you feel 
awkward and don’t know what to say upon receiving it, until a 
wry smile from the giver lets you know that he’s in on the joke, 
and the two of you share a good laugh. You know, something 
like a Snuggie, or a fish that sings the Macarena.

I’d like to quote one of my favorite philosophers in his 
attempt to tackle the fundamental question. 
“What is Love? Baby don’t hurt me, don’t 
hurt me, no more. I want no other, no other 
lover, this is your life, our time, when we 
are together I need you forever… is it love? 
What is Love?” 

What Haddaway is trying to say here is 
that Love is the question that asks itself, 
a sort of cosmic refrain, or “chorus” that 
pounds into all of our collective skulls 
until finally we are reduced to that primal 

scream, or perhaps it is, even more chillingly, a whimper: 
“Baby, don’t hurt me.”

I believe, however, that there is only one way for each of 
us to answer the question, “What is love?” We have to look 
inside ourselves. With fiber-optic cables. Soon we will have 
the technology to unobtrusively observe tiny highways of love 
particles which flow through our rheumatic system. Until that 
day, the only thing we can do is work on making better fiber-
optic cables. Thank you. !

“I believe, however, 
that there is only one 
way for each of us to 
answer the question, 
“What is love?” We 
have to look inside 
ourselves.

The Lasell Family

Athletes of the Week*

A Discourse on Love
> Tommy Berry A’13

*Editor’s Note: This is not to be confused 
with Athletic Director Mr. Pickens’ Jocks of 
the Week. Due to unforeseen circumstances, 
Mr. Pickens was unable to determine Jocks 
of the Week during the epic Holiday Invi-
tational Tournament. Thus, The Gadfly 
sta! was left no choice but to select our own 
athletes of merit. The criteria for Athlete of 
the Week are (as shown by the Lasell family) 
hoops prowess, general cuteness, and a fam-
ily portrait. This feature will not continue 
into next semester, upon Mr. Pickens’ return.  
photo by Rachel Ulrich
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“I am that gadfly which God has given the state and all 
day long and in all places am always fastening upon you, 

arousing and persuading and reproaching you.”  Socrates, 
!"#$%!, seems the patron saint of St. John’s, and in homage 
to this man we have the gadfly as the title of our school 
publication.  In Plato’s Apology Socrates calls himself a gadfly, 
upsetting the status quo and making the Athenians question 
themselves in an attempt to improve the citizens.  It is my 
fervent belief that Mr. Tuttle’s weekly column serves a similar 
purpose, and I would like to take this space to o(er a defense 
and praise of his work.

When I joked about a weekly installment to the Gadfly of 
the title “Bursting the Johnnie Bubble,” I imagined it as a 
way for the events of the outside, things we only hear about 
through Facebook and Twitter updates, to 
be brought to the attention of the polity and 
discussed.  This would have been a current 
events column.  What Mr. Tuttle authors 
for us is, in fact, not such a column.  Is it 
a column informed, in some way, by the 
events of the current day?  Certainly, at least 
insofar as I am capable of seeing.  Naturally 
the events are mildly dated (instantaneous 
Gadfly publication and distribution not yet 
completed [we’re looking at you, Mr. Beall]) 
but nothing so old as to be obscure.  The bubble being pierced, 
however, is not that which I had envisioned, the bubble 
between St. John’s and the world at large.  Instead, it appears 
that the membrane Mr. Tuttle is popping is that which forms 
between any two Johnnies.

As Mr. Tuttle once told me, he hoped to embody the spirit 
of the publication—The Gadfly—in his column; to inspire 
fiery discussion among the polity, to slough o( the apathy we 
(!"#$%!) feel towards anything that we either cannot smoke or 
which was not written before the Civil War.  Perhaps I took a 
bit of poetic license there, but the notion remains the same.  

Mr. Tuttle’s column acts as the gadfly for St. John’s.
In reading both Mr. Nelson’s and Ms. Waggaman’s responses 

to Mr. Tuttle, I felt a great wave of pleasure in the e)cacy of 
Mr. Tuttle’s words.  His words were inspiring a response from 
the polity and engendering discourse.  We need “Bursting the 
Johnnie Bubble,” because without some source of conflict, 
how can we test our ideas?  

Imagine a seminar in which one of the tutors made a 
statement and, unanimously, the students all agreed.  No 
question, no inquiry, just agreement.  How boring we would 
find such a seminar!  Intellectually, we as a polity thrive not 
on agreement but on disagreement.  If Mr. Tuttle wrote each 
week about The Mountain Goats and how they are so great, 
or perhaps on why Twilight is to literature as a punch to the 

neck is to breathing, we might all nod our 
heads and find ourselves in agreement.  No 
new thoughts would be inspired by him.  
No responses would be written, except 
perhaps a hipster or two declaring The 
Mountain Goats (or whichever musical 
group you choose, I do not keep up with 
that sort of thing) were better when no one 
was talking about them.  What discussion 
would be generated by such an article?

Mr. Tuttle provides for us some wall to 
butt our heads against.  He gives us the opposition we crave 
to overcome.  Without such a source of conflict, we would 
never crush the bubble between us and come to ideas better 
tempered and tested in the field of intellectual combat.  I 
am always happy to read Mr. Tuttle’s column, and I hope he 
continues for the rest of his time at St. John’s.  Furthermore, 
I hope others continue to write in against him.  And also 
furthermore, I hope people continue to write in against those 
who write in against Mr. Tuttle.  This sort of discussion is 
beautiful, true and incredibly beneficial, at least, I think so—
and I am pleased to witness the existence of it. !

“Imagine a seminar in 
which one of the tu-
tors made a statement 
and, unanimously, the 
students all agreed.  No 
question, no inquiry, 
just agreement.

> Chad Raines A’14



Rhode Island governor Lincoln Chafee has become 
2011’s o!cial Grinch.  Chafee angered many when he 
decided to label the 17-foot blue spruce erected in the 

Statehouse a “holiday tree.”  The name is in keeping, he says, 
with recent Rhode Island governors and the state’s history 
of religious freedom, though the state legislature passed a 
resolution in January declaring the yearly ceremonial tree a 
“Christmas tree.”

The debate may seem a silly one—considering no other 
December holiday is celebrated with a tree, call it what you 
will, everyone knows what has been left unsaid.  And if it were 
Chafee only, then perhaps the incident could be disregarded 
as the absurd, limelight-starved spectacle of a small-time gov-
ernor.  But it’s not just Chafee.

In Santa Monica, CA, atheists have been allocated most of 
the exhibit space in public Palisades Park, which has, for the 
past sixty years, been used to display a two-block long nativ-
ity scene.  Some are using the space to display anti-religious 
signs like, “Religions are all alike—founded 
upon fables and mythologies,” a quote from 
Thomas Je"erson.

In Athens, TX, the local government has 
been asked by the Wisconsin-based Free-
dom From Religion Foundation to remove a 
public nativity scene—displayed for 35 years 
without incident—arguing that it violates the 
First Amendment.

And other incidents from recent years 
come to mind, from major stores removing Christmas ref-
erences in advertisements to elementary schools banning 
Christmas carols.

The myriad examples are not unrelated.  They reveal a con-
certed e"ort by many, behind the banner of “tolerance,” to 
marginalize Christmas—no doubt in the hope of expunging 
Christianity (or religion in general) from the public square.  
For those who desire the radical secularization of American 
society, public expression of religious faith is, at worst, the 
wellspring of society’s gravest evils and, at best, a parasite on 
the evolution of free, democratic, pluralistic societies.

The argument, however, is flawed.  Secularists fail to un-
derstand that the only cultures in which true freedom has 
ever flourished are Western ones—Christian ones.  Christian-
ity is not simply part of the heritage of the West, but one of its 
linchpins, perhaps even its cornerstone.  

 Russell Kirk, in The Roots of American Order (one of the 
twentieth century’s most illuminating—and most neglected—
works), details how “the genius of Christianity” established a 
“moral order [that] works upon the political order,” through 
transformative “concepts of justice, charity, community, and 
duty.”  “The worth of the person,” he writes, “the equality of 
all men before the judgment-seat of God, the limitations upon 
all earthly authority—such Christian convictions as these 
would shape the American Republic.”

A strong, pervasive Christianity has sustained America’s 
national character for 230 years—indeed, for the entire West 
until recently.  As historian Paul Johnson has written, “Dur-
ing these two millennia Christianity has, perhaps, proved 
more influential in shaping human destiny than any other in-
stitutional philosophy.”  The history of Western civilization is, 
to a great extent, the history of Christianity.  Similarly, the de-

cline of the West has much to do with the marginalization of 
its central religion.  Across the Atlantic, the secularization of 
Europe lies not tangential to, but at the heart of, the maladies 
of those nations—most of them engulfed in economic melt-
down, demographic decline, and cultural deterioration.  It is 
not di!cult to connect Great Britain’s devastating youth ri-
ots in August, for example, with the decline of a once-vibrant 
Christianity that is now nearly extinct throughout the UK, let 
alone Europe at-large.

The spectacular achievement of the West in guaranteeing 
political and social freedom is in sharp contrast to the rest of 
the world, today and throughout history.  In several Middle 
Eastern nations religious freedom is virtually non-existent—
in Iran, for example, where the government has sentenced 
Pastor Youcef Nadarkhani to death for refusing to recant his 
Christianity; or in Egypt, where Coptic Christians have suf-
fered government discrimination and been the targets of 
mobs during the “Arab Spring.”  And the lack of religious free-

dom is accompanied by other human rights 
violations and curtailed political rights.

But neither is secularization the answer.  
A glance back at the twentieth century 
shows that Nazism and communism, explic-
itly atheistic regimes, have been the most 
murderous in history, easily responsible for 
more than 100 million deaths from Cuba to 
Germany to China.

The foundational principles of Christi-
anity are not transferable—either to other religions or to a 
strong secular state.

Marcello Pera is a philosopher, former president of the Ital-
ian Senate, and an atheist.  However, his most recent book is 
Why We Should Call Ourselves Christians: The Religious Roots 
of Free Societies, and the unbelieving author argues, like Kirk, 
that the Judeo-Christian tradition of man as a creature “in 
God’s image and likeness…is the religious source of the con-
cepts of personhood and human dignity, the foundation of the 
[classical] liberal view that man has primacy over society and 
the state, and the basis for the doctrine of natural, fundamen-
tal, individual rights.”

Christianity has provided the principles upon which the 
freedoms of the West stand.  Nations that have repressed 
Christianity have similarly quashed those freedoms.

Last week I wrote about, to use scholar Victor Davis Han-
son’s words, the willingness to express unabashedly a “rever-
ence for ancestry, tradition, and cultural exceptionalism” that 
characterizes Western civilization.  The debate over the place 
of Christmas in the public square is a manifestation of exactly 
that question: of whether America will continue to defend 
its unique and supremely blessed tradition.  Silencing or dis-
missing Christmas is a means of marginalizing the religion as 
a whole, of pushing it to the sidelines of American politics and 
culture.  But to do so is to rip out the roots that have sustained 
American flourishing.

The potency of the American experiment rests on the con-
tinued respect given its bedrock institutions.  By cherishing 
those traditions, we uphold the freedoms that have made 
the United States the world’s “last best hope.”  Unashamed-
ly, then, do I wish to each and every one of you a very merry 
Christmas.  !

“The decline of the 
West has much to do 
with the marginal-
ization of its central 
religion.

> Ian Tuttle A’14
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In choosing St. John’s, I decided I didn’t want to have to 
trust a professor.  I didn’t want other people’s ideas.  What 

do they know that makes them so much better?  Why don’t I 
learn that?

This attitude really made the great books Program my 
only choice.  But what I didn’t realize was that the Program 
requires me to rely on others.  Now, rather than expert and 
qualified professors who spent their whole lives learning what 
they teach, I get students who know as little as me.  Instead 
of a lifetime of reflection, their ideas are as 
rashly laid out and poorly considered as my 
own.  There is no reading of published and 
esteemed criticisms and exploration, but 
there is listening to explorations of sudden 
inspiration and extremely personal criti-
cisms.  While that can frustrate me a lot, it 
always teaches me in the most wonderful 
way.

And this led me to realize that the Pro-
gram doesn’t care about me and what I gain.  It cares about us, 
the polity.  What I may try to make personal is instead wholly 
reliant on what the polity has, and that is entirely contingent 
on what each of us puts into it.  

The enormity of the realization that I both rely entirely on 
the work and thoughts of others and that they rely on mine 
is so humbling.  In the same way, the Program acquaints me 
with peoples’ thoughts as much as anything else about them.  
This forces me to examine other people as I examine myself.  
The Program puts them on the plane I had for myself and, per-
haps, a few friends back in high school.   Therefore I receive 
a swarm of thoughts I never could have known alone, and all 
I have to do is to release my own into the hive, as well as take 
the time to listen.  I require the polity, but I require it like my 
cells require my body.

The only thing more humbling than finding myself reduced 
from a sole seeker to a part of a whole is the realization that 
all I thought I possessed and could o!er, to myself or to those 
around me, was naught.  That there had been true giants in 
the world and their dead memories still outshine me at my 
best.  I knew nothing.  I believed I knew but then that man 
who couldn’t convince a room full of people not to kill him 
convinced me of my ignorance. 

The fact that the man who does this says he knows nothing 
just leaves me more distraught.  If a man 
knowing nothing leaves me feeling stupid, 
where do I fall?  I am obviously not the ge-
nius who needed this special school.  So 
am I now that slow child with the special 
school?  But then, the more Plato we read, 
the easier it is to see that no one knows 
anything.  Soon it becomes quite simple 
to say that Socrates is merely using that 
statement as a trick of his argument, but I 

don’t believe myself.  I do think he meant he knew nothing; I 
just don’t know what that means.

What does it mean to know nothing?  I have been convinced 
(though I don’t know if I believe him), and now I need to un-
derstand what it means.  I struggle with the knowledge that I 
am ignorant, but I also love it.  The realization that I can only 
learn here as a part of the polity is not a failing at all.  It really 
follows naturally that I require others when I have nothing 
myself.  The whole thing is, rather than depressing, one of the 
most exciting discoveries of my life.

I, as an ignoramus, am going to discuss, and through that 
learn.  I cannot help but be filled with hope in this revelation 
of humility.  I wish I could say more on all of this so we could 
all consider something new; but alas, I know nothing of im-
portance (only that).  !

Hubris and Humility in the Program
> Jonathan Whitcomb-Dixon A’15

“The enormity of the re-
alization that I both rely 
entirely on the work 
and thoughts of others 
and that they rely on 
mine is so humbling.


