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What Will The Candidates Do For Students?
By Cole Rehbein (SF’19)

It’s almost time to vote, which means 
it’s almost time to throw your own self 
under the bus. As students, we’re espe-
cially vulnerable to whichever way the 
political and economic winds blow. If 
the stock market drops and interest rates 
go up, there’s another $5,000 added to 
your student loans. A liberal arts-hat-
ing Republican takes the office and cuts 
public subsidies to private schools? Let 
me show you what that $65,000 tuition 
really means.  The government does 
something bad and students feel moved 
to protest? Our government has had 
no qualms with deploying the military 
against us in the past. In order to navi-
gate the political repercussions of filling 
in one of those two little boxes for stu-
dents, we’ll look at each candidate’s rel-
evant platform pieces so you can make 
the most informed choice this election. 

Mrs. Clinton’s platform is a clear 
step forward for how higher education 
is handled in the United States. The 
highlights of her policy include free 
tuition to public colleges and univer-
sities for families who make less than 
$85,000 a year, with that cap increasing 
to $125,000 by 2021. Secondly, all com-
munity colleges will be tuition-free. 
These two proposals are historic in that 
they seemingly promise every Amer-
ican a higher education, but there are 
several weaknesses. First, how on earth 
will this ever pass a Republican Con-
gress? To enact this would require hun-
dreds of pages of new policy, and our 
government has not been able to create 
something as meaningful since the Af-
fordable Care Act (which, by the way, 
they are still actively trying to destroy). 

Second, this platform ignores the 
value of private education in the Unite 
States. Many top private schools al-
ready offer discounted rates such as the 
one above; for example, Stanford Uni-
versity offers free tuition to students 
whose families make less than $125,000 
a year, and Harvard has a similar deal. 
This platform promises to increase the 
gulf between private and public school 

students, while opening the opportuni-
ty of higher education to low-income 
students.

On debt, Mrs. Clinton’s platform is 
a little more vague: “Delinquent bor-
rowers and those in default will get help 
to protect their credit and get back on 
their feet,” whatever that means. This 
section of her platform shows her clear 
unwillingness to confront Big Finance, 
only offering a “crack down” on “pred-
atory lenders and collectors.” She says 
that interest rates will be capped so the 
government never profits off students, 
despite the fact that the most outra-
geous interest rates are held by private 

lenders, where students who need loans 
the most turn. On private lenders, the 
platform is silent. 

This vague language on Ms. Clin-
ton’s part is better than the absent 
language on Mr. Trump’s. That’s right, 
Mr. Trump is completely silent on the 
issues that may be most relevant to 
college students; he has no plan to fix 
anything, merely emphasizing the de-
velopment of private options for K-12 
students in the form of charter and pri-
vate schools. He calls a lack of choice in 
primary schools “the civil rights issue 
of our time,” which is frankly prepos-
terous considering the plethora of real 
civil rights abuses of which Mr. Trump 
is ignorant.

So, graced with our God-given voice 
in politics, our sacred right to chose 
between two options, we have to chose 
between these two. If your interests as a 
St. John’s student are what primarily in-
fluence your choice, then Ms. Clinton, 
by virtue of actually having a platform 
on these issues, seems to have more ap-
peal. But, since Ms. Clinton is already 
poised to win this election, it’d probably 
be okay to reserve your personal man-
date of the government for the next 
time. Who knows what could happen 
to us?
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By Nani Detti (SF’20)

A country known to many as the land of opportunities 
and success, America is a place where many come to in hopes 
of changing their dreams into reality. Though many assume 
that life is a bed of roses here, this is far from the truth. One 
of the issues that many are shocked to hear about is the prev-
alence of sex trafficking in America. Though many are aware 
that sex trafficking is a global epidemic, this modern day 
slavery is alive and well here in America, and affects the lives 
of thousands of Americans.

In this $32 billion dollar industry, victims are exploited as 
sexual slaves and exposed to different forms of violence and 
abuse. Children and adults are threatened with lies and other 
kinds of coercion to compel them into engaging in commer-
cial sex acts against their will. The average age that a child 
enters sex trafficking in the U.S. is between 12-14 years old. 
Many victims are runaway girls who were abused as children, 
but it’s important to know that boys are trafficked as well. 
Often times, the victims become romantically involved with 
their traffickers and are manipulated into prostitution, while 
others are lured with a false promise of a job or because of 
their parents or family members. 

Though we have come far in the fight against this injustice, 
there is still more that needs to be done to secure the justice 
these victims deserve. 

The first step in the fight against sex trafficking is provid-
ing more awareness and advocacy. Many assume that all sex 
workers choose this line of work, not considering that many 
or most might actually be pimped or trafficked against their 
will. The stigma present against prostitution and other sex 
work has caused many people to not make the effort to learn 
about it, resulting in an increase of people being tricked into 
taking part. The more awareness and education given to the 
community about this issue, the better the chance of eradi-
cating this problem. More people will be able to protect their 
children from situations that could potentially make them 
fall in the hands of a trafficker. 

Providing trafficking survivors with a safe residential 
home with necessary programs can help them deal with 
their trauma and help them get back on their feet. Accord-
ing to the U.S. Department of Justice, an estimated 325,000 
children were exploited in the commercial sex industry the 
past decade in the U.S., with around 15,000 trafficked into 
the U.S. every year. Even if a child is able to escape, he or she 
is often out on the streets with no place to go.

The Home Foundation estimates that there are less than 
100 beds nationally for an estimated 100,000 identified traf-

fic victims annually. But placing trafficked victims in existing 
homeless or domestic violence shelters is not an adequate 
solution due to the unique needs of this population. That’s 
why it’s important that the government must provide more 
funding and resources, so that more residential homes in-
volving counseling as well as other therapeutic programs are 
built, such as Beloved Atlanta. 

Beloved Atlanta is a two-year residential home and pro-
gram for adult women surviving prostitution, trafficking and 
addiction. Women here take part in the necessary counsel-
ing, DBT, case management, and therapeutic groups. Beyond 
this, they are given the opportunity to achieve their educa-
tional and employment goals through GED programs, tu-
toring, job readiness training, and assistance with job place-
ment.

According to Lindsay Johnson, Case Manager at Beloved 
Atlanta, it only costs about $20,000 annually to run the resi-
dential home and provide services for the women. Compare 
that to the potential $40,000 wasted each year in keeping 
them in prison. By providing survivors with a residential 
home, not only are the victims given the support to become 
self-sufficient, but taxpayers save millions of dollars that 
would otherwise be filtered through the prison system. 

There must also be more legal reforms to combat sex traf-
ficking. In the past decade, states have dramatically changed 
laws targeting the sex trade to distinguish between voluntary 
prostitution and being forced or coerced into selling sex. Be-
fore this, states primarily dealt with the sex trade by charging 
sex workers, usually women, with prostitution. Now, victims 
can appeal to “safe harbor” laws that protect minors—and 
sometimes adults—who can prove they were coerced into 
selling sex. But there’s still a long way to go: pimps and johns 
in many places are still only expected to pay a fine and can 
walk away without being charged. Not only must victions 
not be treated as criminals, but traffickers must be held more 
accountable to their actions. Law enforcement officials must 
also receive increased training on how to recognize and deal 
with trafficking victims. 

This isn’t just the government’s problem; it affects all of 
us. Silence can only lead to even more children becoming 
victims. We need to do our part in supporting them and en-
suring what happens to them will never happen to another 
person, again.

To learn more about this issue or find out how you can help, 
visit: https://polarisproject.org/human-trafficking or call the 
National Human Trafficking Resource Center Hotline 
1 (888) 373-7888. 
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particularly significant. I was having a conversation with 
a friend a few weeks ago, and was surprised to learn that she 
has faced similar struggles. I think she is positively brilliant 
– yet the frustrating experiences she has encountered do not 
add up to her intelligence. The experiences she’s had point 
directly toward racism, in the sense that she is being treated 
differently because of her race, in spite of the fact that she 
is just as intelligent, if not more so, than the people in her 
classes.

My friend shared with me that she has frequently been 
silenced in class. I concede that this happens to everyone 
at least once – but oftentimes, some concerned student will 
stick up for the underdog and give them a chance to speak. 
Rarely has someone given my friend such an opportunity. 
Her astute questions and comments have been shot down 
because she is assumed to have spoken unintelligibly, because 
she has an accent. When she has attempted to respond to 
this blatant erasure of her presence, she has been chastised 
for being too angry. Isn’t it fascinating that we are more con-
cerned about someone being too emotional, than about our 
own inability to treat them with civility? It seems that it is 
easier to pass judgment than to recognize the effect your own 
actions have.

Whether it be butchering the names of international 
students who allegedly look similar, casually throwing out 
assumptions about the languages a student may speak, or 
disregarding a student’s comments because said student has 
a thick accent, the lack of civility present in most classrooms 
here is worth being concerned about. 

It’s possible that these slights aren’t conscious racist ten-
dencies – but even so, they continue to happen to the same 
students. If we aren’t concerned about it on the level of race, 
we should be considered about our challenges to treat all 
people civilly.

There is a hierarchy to the kinds of comments that get 
traction in classes: primarily white male voices, then other 
male voices, followed by white female voices, and then other 
female voices. There are times when exceptionally brilliant 
students break the hierarchy. That said, no one should be de-
clared intelligent simply because of  the fact that they pierced 
the glass ceiling. 

(Continued on page nine)

A Caged Bird Sings
By Bryanna Briley (SF’18)

Intelligence is a funny thing. We often praise those we 
deem most intelligent, while at the same time feeling bit-
terness towards them because we wish we were just as smart, 
just as articulate, just as something as they are. At the same 
time, the majority of people are too humble to own up to 
their own intelligence. Maybe this humility doesn’t spring 
from the person themselves, though: maybe intellectually 
challenging environments force people to compartmentalize 
their own assessment of their intelligence.

I have never thought of myself as very intelligent. I imag-
ine this comes, in some part, from the fact that when I was 
younger I constantly had interactions with educators who 
weren’t expecting very much from me. I have always worked 
very hard in my academic studies. That said, I have never 
considered my ability to work hard to be directly connected 
to whether or not I’m actually intelligent. Former teachers 
of mine did that for me. They decided that because I was 
hardworking, I must be smart. End of story.

The way my teachers thought of me had two effects.. On 
the one hand, I impressed my teachers. It would be great if 
that had meant something, but I was only impressive be-
cause I didn’t come from the kind of background that good 
students typically come from. I didn’t want to be impres-
sive. On the other hand, if I struggled with something – no 
matter how challenging a concept I was struggling with – it 
was expected. I was expected to make mistakes, to do things 
wrong. When I would ask for help, I was met with this bur-
den of having proven someone right, and not being good 
enough for them.

It’s not new to suggest that racism plays a role in how 
intelligent someone perceives you to be. Black people spe-
cifically, but any non-white people in general, have to work 
at least twice as much than their white peers, only to receive 
half the recognition for that work. The gravity of feeling like 
I have to do more than my peers in order to be just as good 
as them was not lost on me when I was younger, and still 
weighs heavily on me today.

My particular case isn’t special, and likely isn’t even 
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By Siena Powers  (SF’18)
The Johnnie Community Board (JCB) is a student-run or-

ganization devoted to creating a more inclusive and aware 
culture on campus. The group is run by six students who 
focus on engaging students, faculty, and staff in productive 
conversations about their needs within the community. The 
aim is to create an unbiased space where voices can be heard 
and all can play an active role in defining the community. 
Blake Whitehead, one of the members of the JCB, has been 
spearheading a new student-run lecture series, with the goal 
of bringing socially oriented topics to the student body. 

The JCB has already hosted three successful lectures since 
the beginning of the year and has plans to continue into 
the future. The first lecture, titled Ethical Loneliness, by Jill 
Stauffer, focused on what it means to be truly heard. The 
second, Mainstreaming Torture, by Rebecca Gordon, was 
an incredibly deep probing into our understanding of what 
torture means and how it affects communities as a means of 
control. The most recent lecture was by environmental ac-
tivist Anthony Flaccavento, titled Building a Local Economy 
from the Bottom Up. 

The next scheduled event is a screening of the 2013 doc-
umentary “Honor Diaries” directed by Micah Smith and 
produced by Paula Kweskin. The documentary explores vi-
olence against women in honor-based societies and follows 
nine different women-rights activists within and without the 
Muslim world. This event will take place on Wednesday No-
vember 9th in The Cave. 

In the future, the JCB would like to alternate between 
lectures, documentary screenings, and community-based 
conversations. The screenings will be about 30-40 minutes, 
followed by discussion. The conversations will focus on our 
community here at St. John’s and will provide a forum to ex-
press concerns and solutions. The next planned conversation 
is a follow-up discussion on Party Culture at the college (To 
Be Announced). The JCB lecture series takes place Wednes-
day evenings in The Cave, so keep an eye out future events! 
(Specific times may vary) 

If you are interested in working with the JCB there are two 
open positions at the moment. You can contact, Blake White-
head, Bryanna Briley, Will Mombello, Rebecca Sprague, 
Yeonsoo Koo, or Valentina Concha-Toro. Likewise, if you 
have particular concerns or topics that you feel should be ad-
dressed by the community do not hesitate to contact the JCB 
for their support! 

[Editor’s Note: The following is a letter from the Student 
Committee On Instruction]

Dear St. John’s Community,

      I’m writing on behalf of the Student Committee on Instruc-
tion to tell you about our work. As a permanently chartered 
committee of the Student Polity, we do business publicly on 
the second Wednesday of every month at 6 pm; the agenda 
is sent prior to the meeting to the student body through the 
Student Life office, and the minutes from our meetings are 
public. This year, Jesse James (SF ‘19) has been elected the 
chairman, Abdullah Mirza (SF ‘20) the vice chairman, and 
Cole Rehbein (SF ‘19) the secretary. The leadership of the 
SCI has a broad vision of our mission this year, and we hope 
to involve as many members of the community as we can in 
strengthening the academic life here at St. John’s.

One of our biggest concerns is accessibility. To this end, 
we’ll be pursuing inquiries into how accessible St. John’s re-
sources are to all students in light of their ability and other 
legally protected characteristics. We want to support study 
groups and guerrilla seminars by offering funding, publicity, 
and integration into a larger academic context while ensur-
ing that all academic groups are as accessible as possible to 
all students. To do this, we will work with the community to 
offer an outline of good practices for these groups, with the 
hope that this will set a standard for quality and organization 
for groups.

So, if you’re leading an academic group or are interest-
ed in starting one, we warmly invite you to attend our next 
meeting or contact an SCI officer to talk about how we can 
support your group. Whether you’re interested in starting a 
recurring group or want to host a single guerrilla seminar, 
we’re here to help you. 

Because we’re working to integrate the extracurricular 
academic life here at St. John’s, part of our project includes 
strengthening tutor-student relationships and compiling a 
list of opportunities for study on campus. Understanding a 
particular tutor’s strengths and interests facilitates academic 
relationships which can prove invaluable in diversifying the 
academic life.

Following expressed interest from the G.I. Council, the 
SCI amended its charter to include two permanent repre-
sentative positions to be filled by students of the Graduate 
Institute- one for the Liberal Arts program and another for 
the Eastern Classics program. We hope that this relationship 
will yield more opportunity for undergraduate and graduate 
students to unite in the spirit of learning which makes St. 
John's College a real community of such.
 

(Continued on page six)

The JCB Lecture Series
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School of the Americas Watch  
Border Convergence 2016

By Jonathan Engle (SF’GI)
“Governments are instituted among men, deriving their 

just powers from the consent of the governed.” The Decla-
ration of Independence is clear regarding the basis of legiti-
mate governmental authority. What’s less clear is the mean-
ing of the term “consent.” Is consent still implied without 
transparency or informed public debate?  Although we are 
currently experiencing a trend towards whistleblowing, ad-
versarial journalism, and other efforts aimed at increasing 
public awareness of intentionally obscured or hidden poli-
cies, many remain unknown. 
From October 7th-9th, six 
Johnnies attended an event on 
the U.S./Mexico border to learn 
more about one manifestation 
of bureaucratic brutality.
     The Department of Defense 
established the School of the 
Americas (SOA) in Panama in 
1946 to facilitate the training of 
security personnel throughout 
Latin America with the goal 
of protecting U.S. foreign in-
terests. In 1961, as a result of 
the Cold War, the school’s fo-
cus shifted to anti-communist 
counterinsurgency training. Panama expelled the SOA in 
1984, forcing the school’s relocation to Ft. Benning, Georgia. 
Former Panamanian President Jorge Illueca called the SOA 
“the biggest base for destabilization in Latin America.” As the 
cold war ended, the SOA declared a new enemy: drugs. After 
a change in focus did little to repair the SOA’s tarnished repu-
tation, a change in name appeared necessary. Enter the West-
ern Hemisphere Institute for Security Cooperation (WHIN-
SEC): slick new name, same brutal tactics. 
     The SOA has trained an estimated 700-2,000 soldiers, 
police, and civilians annually, totaling over 64,000 graduates 
since inception, in subjects such as commando tactics, coun-
terinsurgency techniques, sniper training, psychological 
warfare, military intelligence, and interrogation techniques. 
The school later incorporated human rights training into the 
curriculum, but only after facing heavy criticism. The iden-
tities of trainers and students remain classified, with the 9th 
Circuit Court of Appeals affirming the government’s right to 
secrecy just this year. In the dissenting opinion, Judge Paul 
Watford said, “Without knowing the actual names of those 
allowed to attend the Institute, the public has no way of in-
dependently verifying if students are properly vetted before 

enrolling at the Institute, or whether after graduating they 
engage in human rights abuses in their home countries.”
     Awareness of the actions of SOA graduates began to spread 
in the 1970s and 80s, especially during the Salvadoran Civil 
War. After continued speech against the human rights viola-
tions in El Salvador, Catholic Archbishop Oscar Romero was 
assassinated while giving mass in 1980. Later that year, an 
unmarked grave was uncovered, exposing the bodies of three 
American Catholic Maryknoll Sisters and a lay missionary. 
The situation kept escalating, and following the 1989 mur-
der of six Jesuit priests, their co-worker, and her 15 year old 
daughter in El Salvador, Father Roy Bourgeois formed the 
School of Americas Watch (SOAW) with the goal to close 
the SOA and to change U.S. foreign policy in Latin America. 
SOAW’s strategies include education of the public, lobbying 

Congress, and participating 
in creative, nonviolent re-
sistance. In 1993, the United 
Nations Truth Commission 
Report on El Salvador was 
released, confirming the in-
volvement of SOA gradu-
ates in extra-judicial/death 
squad killings, forced disap-
pearances, and massacres of 
peasants. 
     Fr. Bourgeois has stated, 
“Most of the courses revolve 
around what they call “count-
er-insurgency warfare.” Who 
are the “insurgents?” We 

have to ask that question.” They are the poor for whom the 
long night of 500 years, since the arrival of the Spaniards, has 
not ended. They are the people in Latin America who call 
for reform, for the possibility of choosing for themselves, for 
the freedom from the whims of colonial powers. On the one 
hand, they are peasants whose land has been stolen—those 
wretched beings who walk hungry and naked on once-green 
fields of a devastated continent, all those whose dreams have 
been stolen by the ferocious hunger of colonialism. On the 
other, they are health care workers, human rights advocates, 
labor organizers, educators, and student activists.
     Since 1990, SOAW has held annual vigils at the gates of Ft. 
Benning, Georgia to protest the SOA, drawing thousands of 
participants. This year, the vigil was moved to Nogales, Ari-
zona/Sonora, to draw attention to the continued flow of Lat-
in American asylum seekers, immigration policies, and the 
increased militarization of our borders. We arrived Friday, in 
time to participate in a demonstration at the Eloy detention 
center—a private prison operated by the Corrections Corpo-
ration of America (CCA), a foundational element of the local 
economy. Several hundred people from across the country 
gathered to listen to testimonials from former detainees and 

Photo taken by Chris Smiley
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family members of current detainees, 
who told stories of physical abuse, med-
ical neglect, and death. These sobering 
accounts stood in stark contrast to the 
privileged comfort of Santa Fe.
    

Anchored in a new reality, we trav

eled to Nogales, arriving well after dark. 
The morning sun illuminated a 30-foot 
tall steel wall that divides an otherwise 
visually seamless community. Still in a 
state of shock, we joined a group num-
bering more than 1,000 in a military 
veteran led peaceful march to the bor-
der. One group remained in the United 
States, and another marched through 
the Customs and Border Patrol check-
point, prompting U.S. agents to take 
pictures of those who crossed. 
     In Mexico, U.S. military veterans who 
had been deported and unable to join us 
just a couple of miles away greeted us. 
The groups marched past looming sur-
veillance towers and gathered around 
two stages, one on each side of the wall. 
Musical performances on both sides of 
the border lifted our spirits even high-
er; the sense of international solidarity 
celebrating our common humanity was 
strong. Throughout the afternoon and 
into the evening, educational work-
shops were held in Sonora and Arizo-
na. Hondurans talked about SOA grad-
uate involvement in the imprisonment 

and murder of activist Berta Cáceres. 
Investigative journalists spoke about 
the implementation of militarized bor-
der technology developed in Israel and 
tested in Gaza. Residents of communi-
ties in southern Arizona related their 
struggles concerning the militarization 
and subsequent restriction of activity 
in their area, as well as efforts to pro-
vide water for undocumented persons 
walking through the desert. Despite the 
packed schedule and seriousness of the 
issues, the evening provided time for 
light-hearted socializing.
     Sunday’s events included more mu-
sical performances and testimonials 
on both sides of the border wall, as 
well as an important SOAW tradition: 
commemorating the lives lost to state 
violence. A haunting “Presenté” was 
chanted after the reading of each name, 
symbolizing their memory being car-
ried forward and voicing solidarity 
with their efforts. The Puppetistas, a 
street-theater group using “extravagant 
political puppets made from the debris 
of a culture gone mad, channeling po-
litical convictions and creativity into an 
expression of life affirming resistance, 
visionary community living, and build-
ing,” followed with an energizing per-
formance, boosted by the participation 
of a Johnnie.
     More events followed, but, alas, we 
had escaped from campus long enough. 
The educational and inspirational 
weekend gave us plenty to mull over—a 
humanized framework for considering 
the potential consequences of ideas 
presented in the St. John’s program. 

(Note from SCI)
     We also serve as a forum for students 
to discuss the Program. This function of 
the SCI is particularly relevant as a way 
to contextualize our studies here with 
currents in modern thought and as a 
way to evaluate the impact of changes 
to certain parts of the program, like 
senior seminar. Our vision for the aca-
demic life here at St. John’s specifically 
incorporates support for the study of 
race, gender, and class as being neces-

Student Responsibility 
in Enacting Campus 

Change
On February 18th of this year, St. 

John’s College president Mark Roos-
evelt held the first of what will hopeful-
ly be many conversations imperative to 
the college community. President Roo-
sevelt invited the entire student body to 
speak with him, candidly, about con-
cerns and questions regarding all fac-
ets of campus life. No other faculty was 
present besides the president. This first 
meeting was robustly attended, with 
roughly 120 students turning up to air 
their complaints and have their griev-
ances – and praises – heard. 

On October 26th, President Roo-
sevelt again invited the student body 
to talk with him about their questions, 
concerns, and complaints. The number 
of attendees was drastically different, 
as a few more than twenty students 
showed up – primarily freshmen and 
sophomores. That said, the opportuni-
ty for such a candid conversation was 
not lost on those present, and produced 
fruitful contemplation about the way 
this campus functions.

It was immediately clear that the 
president was open to hearing whatev-
er the students wished to speak about. 
Though he made a brief note about his 

sary for an education in the humanities, 
along with opportunities for in-depth 
study of the visual and literary arts. 
 The extracurricular academic 
life here at St. John’s already embraces 
these values, and that’s why we adopted 
them. Our job is to strengthen and pro-
mote them further, and we hope you’ll 
join us at our next meeting on Novem-
ber 9th in the Senior Common Room. 
 
 Sincerely,
Jesse James, Chairman
Abdullah Mirza, Vice Chairman

Dylan Wild and Jonathan Engle
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interest in how to help admissions work towards reaching 
a wider net of student, he was not deterred by student in-
terest in the financial status of the college. He made it clear 
that while the situation is not dire, tough decisions had to be 
made in order to reducing the college’s deficit budget. Super-
fluous positions – such as those duplicated on both campuses 
– resulted in the firing of many employees.

President Roosevelt emphasized, though, that the goal is 
to ensure the administrative staff of the college is on par with 
the academic program. This means improving systems and 
making sure that the administrative offices are well-main-
tained. 

Having taught previously at Harvard, Brandeis, and Car-
negie-Mellon, the president has found himself thoroughly 
engaged with participating in senior seminar. He’s been in-
trigued by the anti-historical focus that comes from sticking 
strictly to the text, and avoiding a global context. Some se-
nior students present noted that the way president Roosevelt 
participates in the seminar has created polarizing conversa-
tions among the students outside of class. These conversa-
tions centered themselves around the question of how this 
education can be applied to what our lives will be after we 
leave St, John’s. Though he hopes to participate in more semi-
nars in the future, the time commitment is great. He jokingly 
commented that he can tell easily when a student hasn’t read, 
though he confessed to having had to skim pages a time or 
two.

Questions about the practical applications of the theorists 
we read are hardly ever brought center stage in the classroom. 
Some students believe that it is the tutors who are most resis-
tant to having these kinds of conversations during class. One 
might wonder to what extent our exercise in reading the great 
books will lead to the development of our own life philos-
ophies when we are asked to table our emotional reactions 
and practical concerns. It is unclear where the line ought to 
be drawn about the conversations we should have around the 
seminar table, and the conversations we should divorce from 
the classroom, and only have amongst our peers.

Does four years spent reading the great books really pro-
duce a great thinker? In many ways, the program does not 
seem to call on students to consider the ways in which we 
can make changes in the world. We aren’t always asked, nor 
do we always consider, how our critical thinking skills will 
serve us in life. In these books, we learn about the way people 
have lived, but do we really think about the way we want to 
live ourselves?

Applying this education to the rest of our lives is not the 
only concern students broached. Many have had frustrating 
experiences with financial aid, that have resulted in the feel-
ing that the office is unorganized, and its employees don’t 

seem to be invested in the situations of the students. Similar 
complaints were voiced about the shift in having a student 
accounts individual be present only in Annapolis, which led 
to some tensions during the registration process.

The president made it clear that things will improve, 
though it may take some time. More administration changes 
will need to be made, and the people filling positions will 
have to adjust to their jobs in order to function more effec-
tively. On this note, many faculty members come to join the 
administrative offices with little training – unlike any oth-
er college or university campus. Those who had once been 
just tutors are given positions with greater responsibility, and 
little experience. Further, rather than reporting to the Pres-
ident, many administrative faculty members report to the 
Dean.

On the note of making campus changes to improve com-
mon areas, for instance, President Roosevelt noted that the 
faculty campus planning committee is already aiming to 
make improvements. He encourages concerned students to 
contact the committee’s chair, Ericka Martinez. 

When it comes to the question of the individuals facili-
tating our education, the conversation began to feel more 
serious.

What do we, as students, want when we ponder how one 
should best be a tutor? We engage with our tutors dynami-
cally, not simply in the classroom but also in the dining hall, 
in the coffee shop, in the gym. We develop intimate relation-
ships, such that some tutors know more about our lives than 
the average college educator might. How, then, can we help 
ensure that our classroom interactions are fruitful? It is true 
that an uncomfortable situation with a tutor provides a valu-
able lesson, but to what extent if we are not encouraged to 
review our tutors, and to consider the relationship between 
the tutors present and student retention?

The faculty instruction committee devotes a lot of energy 
to concerns like this – but it does not seem that students are 
given the same opportunities to levy concerns. Though the 
student committee on instruction and the johnnie commu-
nity board – both sub-affiliations of the student Polity board 
– attempt to facilitate conversations about these concerns 
and subsequent actions to change things, a communication 
gap is still inexplicably present between the student body’s 
concerns and the faculty/administrative staff who can change 
things. How, for instance, can students do anything about tu-
tors who make them feel uncomfortable, offended, or simply 
unable to learn anything? What recourse do students have to 
air our grievances and issues both with tutors/the program 
and campus life/administrative offices? Who else is going to 
change these things if we don’t speak up?

-The Editorial Board
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Running into the Belly of the Whale: Thoughts from a Homesick Runner

By Isabella Copeland (SF’20)
During my time here at St. John’s 

running has made me feel stable. It’s 
always there to rely upon, and it never 
fights with the intellect like Greek does. 
I’ve been exploring the trails around 
campus, Atalaya and the surrounding 
paths. I’ve also found great comfort in 
running to The Plaza. It’s always strange 
to be reminded that there’s a world 
around St. John’s; there are people who 
don’t read during every available mo-
ment.

Throughout my life, running has al-
ways remained a constant. I remember 
the first time I ran 6 miles, a determined 
fifth grader; it made me feel complete, 
whole. It was this feeling that made me 
commit myself to running three miles a 
day, eating an egg every morning, and 
doing yoga every night. It wasn’t just 
the running, but the mindset and life-
style that came with it, that pushed me 
forward. 

This morning I ran from campus 
down to the Starbucks at The Plaza, 
down through a quaint neighborhood 
with sleeping brick driveways and little, 
dark windows. Along this road, Cami-
no Del Monte Sol, I ran alone past the 
warm adobe homes with turquoise 
trim, and I thought about the people, 
the families, that live in the houses. I 
wondered if I was passing by families 
like my own back in Julian. Do they 
take their red-haired son to fiddle les-
sons? Do they watch their youngest 
daughter’s soccer games on Saturdays? 
Does he never fail to grind his own cof-
fee beans every morning? Does she sit 
with crossed legs to rehearse “Pineap-
ple Princess” on her ukulele, in a med-
itative state? Do they notice their older 
daughter running by their window? I’m 
thankful that the windows are little and 
dark, so that I can’t catch a glimpse in-
side and become tempted with the an-
swers.

Camino Del Monte Sol turns into 
Gallery Road, which wears its namesake 

well. Here, fat galleries are pushed up 
against one another, straining against 
the sidewalk like a bulging stomach 
against a waistband. Sculptures heave 
out of their mouths onto the edge of 
the pavement, giving the pedestrians a 
peek at what their colorful bowels hold. 
I ran by children with scratched knees 
standing on top of the world, the giant, 
blue head of a horse bridled and open-
mouthed, heads of women with birds 
in their wire hair, a balding man riding 
a two headed horse pulling in opposite 
directions-one head white, the other 
black, warriors climbing the rungs of 
a ladder suspended in the air, a moose 
walking on two legs, and a meditating 
woman with skin cracked so that a 
healthy light from within was released.
Arriving at the Plaza, the bells of Loret-
to Chapel struck through the silence. 
Startled birds leapt from the street. It 
was seven o’clock. I ran directly down 
the road; there were no cars. At Star-
bucks, I didn’t get any coffee, only a bot-
tle of green juice. I sat and watched the 
baristas move furiously from one order 
to the next: not thinking, just moving. 
The all-consuming scent of the dark 
beans reminded me of every morning 
of my childhood. I remembered the 
moment that that mysterious scent of 
coffee became a liquid gold reality, and 
I wished that it had remained a mystery. 

On my way back to campus, I passed 
a young musician busking with a faded 
red guitar by the center of The Plaza. He 
was picking out the too-familiar tune 
of “Old Joe Clark.” It sounded hollow 
without a fiddle to take the lead. Once 
I’d passed, the jingle faded. I ran by a 
field where young children, divided 
into teams, were playing soccer. Parents 
and grandparents sat by the sidelines in 
foldable chairs. They were there with 
orange slices and gatorade for the post-
game snack. Eventually I returned to 
campus, to my well-ordered dorm.

Running can take me places and 
show me things that no one else sees. 
A friend of mine asked me about why I 

run one night over dinner in the dining 
hall. It is very characteristic of Geor-
gia to want to “unpack” people and 
their psyches. “Let’s unpack this,” she 
said. “What are you running from?” I 
responded that perhaps I was running 
toward something, not away from any-
thing. She accepted this answer with a 
raised eyebrow, stroking her hypotheti-
cal mustache.

When I think about her question and 
my response, I am inclined to believe 
that it’s neither. Why must I be running 
from or to anything? Why must a des-
tination be pinpointed for running to 
have a purpose? Running may be the 
only part of my life that is about the 
journey, not the destination. I enjoy 
every aspect of it, each step. So many 
of my most memorable moments in life 
have been centered around running, 
and I still have running to connect my 
former, younger self to who I am now. 
I wish that I could go to that child in 
fifth grade and tell her to just run, let it 
be consuming. So now I let this advice 
push me past the little windows: med-
itating statues, coffee beans, busking 
musicians, and soccer players, and into 
the beckoning belly of the whale.
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(A Caged Bird Sings)
My friend and I cannot be the only two people who’ve 

noticed this, though. Take a moment to think about which 
of your peers you focus on more in class – do you always 
give everyone the same amount of consideration? Or is 
there an imbalance?

I have no doubt that my friend is not the only interna-
tional student to have been edged out of a conversation. 
She is not the only student to have felt belittled because no 
one will think about what she’s seeing. She is not the only 
student to have heard her ideas repeated in someone else’s 
mouth, and to be slighted by that person steering the con-
versation because of a thought she already expressed. In 
an academic environment where we all claim to be liberal 
thinkers, invested in genuine philosophical inquiry, why 
don’t we care more about inclusion? 

Several times this year, I have had to remind myself that 
I’m not an idiot just because there is a text I have a hard 
time talking about – or even because I started crying out 
of frustration in class. Like my friend, 
though, I still worry about the erasure of my presence in 
class. I still worry about my thoughts and comments being 
belittled because of the ways in which my voice is different. 
I worry about the number of times my questions have gone 
unanswered, the number of times I have felt disregarded 
by my peers, the number of times I have wondered if I’m 
simply not intelligent enough to be acknowledged by my 
peers. Now more than ever, I wonder why we aren’t more 
interested in making sure everyone can get something out 
of our discussions, instead of just sticking up for ourselves. 
I wonder why it’s easier for us to criticize our peers who 
we don’t think are smart enough, rather than helping them 
find their voices and feel comfortable in the conversation. 
Is that too much to hope for?

“MISS HOKUSAI” (2016)
By Kalysta Fern (SF’19)

 That Miss Hokusai should emerge as one of the most 
beautifully animated anime films in recent history-- vying 
with Princess Mononoke, Paprika, and Tekkonkinkreet for 
the honor-- should come as no surprise; one would expect 
nothing less from a movie about Hokusai, one of the most 
distinguished artists in Japanese history. Though his name 
may not ring a bell, his famous painting “The Great Wave 
off Kanagawa” will be familiar to almost any viewer. But 
as with any genius, the greatness of his works belies a life 
lived outside the scope of art. Art is an expression of life, 
and life draws inspiration from art; director Keiichi Hara 
seeks to capture the fullness of this relationship in Miss 
Hokusai.

   The story proceeds in a series of vignettes, following not Hoku-
sai himself but his daughter O-ei, as she grapples with love, fam-
ily, and the pursuit of her own genius. To live as haphazardly as 
Hokusai does requires a managing force; thus O-ei is cast as the 
dark shadow to a “crazy old man”, acting as liaison between the 
artist and his estranged wife and blind daughter, dealing with his 
rowdy apprentices, and even completing or fabricating his works 
when he has fallen behind some commision. Where Hokusai is 
a fully-formed savant, inspired and technically masterful both, 
his daughter relies on her technical mastery. She is proud, and 
not unaware of her prodigious talent, but as the film draws on 
it becomes clear that technique alone is not enough to make an 
artist truly great (nor, however, is its converse: witness Ikeda Ze-
njiro, a drunkard and a sceptic, who achieves mild fame based 
on the inventiveness of his erotica). It is time for O-ei to find 
her own muse. In 
pursuit of genius, 
she travels from 
brothels to snowy 
plains, from fires 
at midnight to 
studies of mod-
els. Her father is 
convinced that 
her difficulties 
will pass once 
she masters eroti-
ca-- a tough form, indeed, for a shy yet imperious maiden to 
understand. O-ei, however, is unique enough, her talent realized 
enough, that her path cannot be carved by another.
     The audience, meanwhile, is treated to a survey of Japan on 
the cusp of modernity. The lushness of the animation-- a com-
bination of traditional Japanese art, anime, and aspects of mod-
ern Western animation-- compliments a subtle earthiness which 
serves to ground the picture, planting it firmly in the vicissitudes 
of the everyday, even as it threatens always to veer into the realm 
of the sublime. It is a wonderful aesthetic platform for a story 
filled with obligation, family, and the pains of youth by day, and 
dragons and monstrous courtesans by night. 
     This film is at once tragic, gorgeous, and meditative. Unfortu-
nately, its myriad strengths often serve to highlight several per-
plexing incongruities. The soundtrack alternates between folk 
music and heavy rock; the shots sometimes feel heavy and pon-
derous, and the editing could be better. The film often threatens 
to feel like a bit of a slog; a certain flow is missing. However, the 
patient viewer will wonder if many of Miss Hokusai’s flaws are 
ascribable to the awkwardness and clumsy youth of their protag-
onist, whose perspective it seeks to embody. A gorgeous char-
acter study, a subtle commentary on the wellspring of art, and a 
meditation on family, Miss Hokusai is a deeply rewarding expe-
rience for the art-lover, the fan of the fantastic, and any devotee 
of good movies. Miss Hokusai continues at the Regal Cinemas in 
UA DeVargas Mall.

Image from “Miss Hokusai” 
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Lost in Translation
Thoughts On All College Seminar

 
 All-College Seminar provided an unexpected oppor-
tunity to reflect on the dangers of translation and, in turn, on 
the seriousness of the projects we undertake in our language 
tutorials, both to develop a reading knowledge of Greek and 
French and to cultivate a critical comportment with respect 
to the responsibilities and risks of translation (including of 
reading texts in translation). 
 The form of that opportunity was the at-times very 
poor translation by Roger and Judith Masters of Rousseau’s 
text. I will give only a few examples and then sketch why they 
are interpretatively important. 
 The first sentence of Part One of the Discourse be-
gins: “C’est un grand et beau spectacle de voir l’homme sor-
tir en quelque manière du néant par ses propres efforts.” The 
Masters translate this (on p. 35) as “It is a grand and beautiful 
sight to see man emerge from obscurity somehow by his own 
efforts.” But the primary meaning of the French word “spec-
tacle” according to the Dictionnaire de l’Académie Française 
1st Edition (1694)  is a “représentation que l’on donne au 
public pour le divertir” – a representation given to the public 
in order to divert it. The 4th edition of the Dictionary (1762) 
substantially agrees: it is a “représentation théâtrale que l’on 
donne au public.” In short, usage in 1750, when the First Dis-
course was published, understood a “spectacle” explicitly in 
representational, even theatrical, terms, an understanding 
largely (but not wholly) obscured if the word is translated as 
“sight” rather than as its identical English cognate. Likewise, 
and perhaps even more egregious, the word that the Masters 
translate here as “obscurity” in fact, crucially, means “noth-
ing” or “nothingness.”
 Again on pp. 53-4, the Masters write, “One cannot 
reflect on morals without delighting in the recollection of 
the simplicity of the earliest times.” But they have omitted 
an absolutely critical word. The French reads, “…se rappeler 
l’image de la simplicité des premiers temps.” We don’t recall 
the simplicity of the earliest times; we recall the image of that 
simplicity. For essential reasons: those earliest or first times 

would be pre-
cisely the emer-
gence of human 
beings from 
n o t h i n g n e s s ; 
they would be 
the sole period 
when human be-
ings could read 
the principles 
engraved in all 
hearts with an 
utter simplicity 
unsubverted by 
the pretentions – 
the possibilities 
of misrepresen-
tation – imposed 
by our subse-

quent contexts. But 
those first times, if they ever existed, are accessible to us now 
only as images or spectacles; that is, only by way of the very 
same arts that have contributed to the subversion in the first 
place. Our reliance on art is two-fold: in opening up our own 
self-consciousness, such that the gods can go from being our 
witnesses (témoins) to being our spectators (spectateurs; as 
they do in this same paragraph on p. 54) in lock step with 
our growing awareness of our capacity to represent ourselves 
(whether truly or falsely), art reveals the possibility of mis-
representation and simultaneously offers a potential cure, 
in the form of a regulative image or spectacle of a first be-
ginning, out of nothingness, towards which we might strive. 
Voila, the healthful herbs placed beside the harmful plants.
 This possible confusion between remedy and poi-
son pervades everything we do, but it is probably thematized 
most directly in the language tutorials. There we confront it 
as, in some ways, necessarily ineradicable – because, as much 
as we might like translation to be a mere act of decoding, it is 
instead an art, one which, in demanding a deep responsibili-
ty of us, is, in proportion to our attentiveness to that demand, 
well qualified as liberal.

                -Llyd Wells
Tutor    

Jean Jacques Rousseau

CONTRIBUTE!
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Countless bricks laid

In this vicious world
Countless disembodied 
heads on street corners
Countless elements of unexpected grace, from
Plastics to wounds,
Birds mingled with airplanes 
Gray glowing white granite mosaics, the shape indescribable 

Grains of sand 
suspended forever
In falsely bright plaster
Mimicking or honoring through preservation the shapes that 
water gives sand,
The rolling give and ever- 
breaking tension that can make cruel sand kind even on dry 
land 

Netting that ripples in the wind 
'Exactly' like the nearby ocean

There it is again 
The bell you can't outrun
The grime that will accumulate 
The dusted seed pods that may get trampled or find purchase 
(With a little luck grow new and green again)
In some stray sidewalk crack

Hopelessly entangled you
Kelp around the ankles, 
Minutia and minutes coming and going
While what adds up?
Dust and crumbs, only fluff, that one breaking wave might 
sweep away instantly
And the time continues to pass
And the cities continue being built 
And unbuilt, on and on,
Cruel creative angles hardly sustaining life

My shoes are falling to pieces 
& I'm not sure when I'll find time 
To not be falling
And piece myself back together 
Wherever will I find people willing to hear stories about no one 
However will I manage to talk about something and nothing 
at the same time

Just don’t throw it away, not until the time is ripe,
You never know 
what might 
yet sprout
                                          -Alexandra Catharsis

-Bryanna Briley

Compunction

funny,
how the things
you always do
become new
when someone starts to 
notice you–
but actually , 
isn’t it tragic 
to feel all out of sorts
upon realizing 
that you haven’t been seen
before ? 

Integrate

i can feel your shape
falling
crawling
into mine
and we are beyond space
reaching farther than 
time–
still, this reality is binding
and we never may touch
and you’ll never know 
how much
i’ve dreamt of you,
as such.

-Bryanna Briley -Bryanna Briley


