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Few and Far Between — a review of the one-acts

Many and None, a collection of six one-acts, is 
a mixed bag whose quality ranges from boring to 
surprisingly insightful. If you’ve ever wondered what 
Tennessee Williams, Marguerite Duras, Neil Simon, 
and Jorge Luis Borges would have to say to each 
other, this is probably not the production to show 
you.

The opening Williams one-act, Auto-Da-Fe. 
starring Yvonne Woods and Peter Fitzgerald, is a 
compelling performance. Its only flaw is that its 
momentum remains consistently at a high level. 
Despite the uncomfortable tableaus that the actors 
tend to freeze into, the characters are convincingly 
and sensitively portrayed. The shocking end comes 
more like an accident than a believable consequence 
of Mr. Fitzgerald’s experience and character, but 
these two highly competent actors are successful in 
conveying the corruption at issue in the play.

Unfortrmately, Nicholas Gray and Melissa 
Bisagni make The Malady of Death, by Duras, an 
exercise in solipsism. Ms. Bisagni could just as well 
have been asleep for the whole play; her lines are 
lost in sleepiness and passivity. At least the prob
lems with this piece increase its effect of irritation: 
an unintentional buzz from the lights is suitable for 
a hotel, audible conversations in the light box make 
the audience wonder why they are even trying to 
listen, and the length is truly a malady. Mr. Gray 
acts as if the words of the story he is reading sur
prise him, but he shows no innocence to them, and 
his powerful voice fails to willfully shape the play.

Neil Simon’s The Surgery has the right come
dic tone to follow Malady, but falls unfortunately flat. 
The actors, Josiah Maimion and Meri Gots, could 
help matters by getting their lines down and increas
ing the pace. Mr. Mannion’s exquisite facial ex
pressions are one of too few saving graces in the 
piece.

The program notes say that James Wetzell is 
AssL High Priest in the Church of Satan, but you 
will never believe it after his performance. He lacks 
the conviction to serve Satan. In The House of 
Asterion, Mr. Wetzell plays too many cards, and 
none of them confidently. Stagy dignity and humil
ity trade places in his face without warning. You 
can neither pity nor admire his character. The clev- 
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emess of Borges’ riddle is lost to Mr. Wetzell’s un
clear speech and self-conscious uncertainty. Lying 
dead, he opens his eyes to check out the audience.

By the time Ms. Woods and Mr. Fitzgerald 
present the second Williams one-act. Talk to Me Like 
the Rain ... and Let Me Listen, the audience wants to 
be rained on. You also want to join Ms. Woods in 
her powerful soliloquy which rises to a storm. Mr. 
Fitzgerald has an understandably hard time playing 
opposite a woman of such strength, such that you 
wonder how these characters got together in the first 
place. All the same, their graceful despairing is 
disturbingly effective.

Gillian Tan closes the show with another Borges 
one-act. Everything and Nothing. Nothing could be 
more appropriate after a production of such variable 
success than this play about unreality and acting. 
Finally, this is a performance so smooth you forget 
yourself and face yourself without realizing how it 
is happening. Ms. Tan both creates and empties 
identity with her startling performance. I only wish 
she could have captivated us longer.

Many and None will perform again on SaL May 
7 at 2:30 p.m. and Sun. May 8 at 8:30 p.m. If you 
have a dollar and two-and-a-half hours to spare, the 
first and the last two of these one-acts will be worth 
your trouble.

—Taffeta Elliott

Note: The Malady of Death was cut after open
ing night, and The House of Asterion was moved up 
to take its place. The performances now take one- 
and-a-half hours.

Christian Fellowship 
against theft

The St. John’s Christian Fellowship is plan
ning a Car Wash fund raiser (tentatively sched
uled for next weekend) to help compensate our 
community for the cost of all of this year’s theft 
and vandalism. We don’t yet have an estimate 

continued, p. 11
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Public Letter(s)
Ms. Dunn discovers an error

Dear Mr. Rose,
Despite your vigilance, there 

seems to be an error in the April 
25th issue of Foreword. In the 
Cast of ’Nar-Wars, it is claimed 
that Devon Bailey played Sally 
Dunn. I am flattered. However, it 
was clear from Ms. Bailey’s dig
nity and beauty that she was 
playing Lawrence Cave.

Sincerely,
Sally Dunn

Cover picture 
Dear Randall,

The cover picture on the last 
Foreword, which was attributed 
to me, took me a little by sur
prise. It resembled the sketch I 
handed in to you in some ways, 
but varied from the original in 
others. As the editor, I don’t dis-

Announcements
Latest thefts and wreckings 

(info from Kathy Mizrahi, com
ments by Randall Rose):

It’s getting clearer and 
clearer that the people who are 
stealing things around campus are 
students. While everybody else 
was enjoying prank, they took 
advantage of it to steal a couple 
of bikes from Kirby and Wagner. 
Only Johnnies and a few alumni 
knew when prank was happening; 
nobody else would have known 
that we were out of our rooms 
that night. One of the bikes, 
worth $250-$3(X), belonged to 
Todd Homann, who has put up 
signs about it The other bike is 
even more expensive: it’s Megan 
Heltshe’s Schwinn folding
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pute your right to append and 
correct, to edit, articles. When it 
comes to cover sketches, how
ever, this editorship seems out of 
place. If you found the sketch 
unsatisfactory you could either 
have rejected it outright or given 
me suggestions on alterations— 
it seems to me you should not 
have taken a marker to it. I was 
embarrassed to have your version 
of my sketch attributed to me.

Sincerely,
Eli Castro

Mr. Castro is right: 1 should 
not have changed his Darth 
Voder sketch without his permis
sion. My alteration of his sketch 
consisted of darkening it with a 
marker, in order to make it more 
visible to the audience during the 
Prank skit. However, I stopped 
after darkening the upper half, 
when I realized that I wouldn’t

mountain bike, which is worth 
$550. Both bikes were stolen 
from dorms at about the same 
time, so the same thief probably 
stole both. Since nobody needs 
two bikes, the bikes were prob
ably sold to a dealer. I wouldn’t 
be surprised if it turned out that 
some addict is responsible for 
these thefts. People should think 
about anybody they saw going 
towards Uppers that night, either 
during seminar or after seminar.

Also during prank. Bill 
Kowalski’s black leather jacket 
and another student’s navy “pea- 
coat” were stolen from the 
Peterson coat closet. The next 
day, Lisa Mabli discovered that 
her watch (worth $ 10()-$200) was 
missing from her jeep. The watch 
is “a Fossil with cracked crystal 
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be able to darken the rest of the 
sketch without obscuring the de
tails. / should not have attrib
uted the altered sketch to him, 
expecially since my changes 
weren ’t done very well.

—Randall Rose

lay Menelaus uses, reverses 
usual enemy A1 

Dear Mr. Rose:
We are collecting palin

dromes and are looking for any 
original or otherwise interesting 
ones that other Johimies may have 
in their possession. Is there any 
way that a short notice could be 
run in your publication 
requresting that any palindromes 
be passed along to box #502 or 
directly to us. PLEASE, 
PLEASE, PLEASE!

Thank you,
Sarah Meadows 
and Katherine Lynn

near the winder, has a brown face 
with blue circle that counts the 
seconds, and is on a brown leather 
band.”

During the weekend before 
prank, the “form single lane” sign 
behind Driscoll was damaged 
(this was reported Saturday the 
23rd, at 2:30 am) and the pool 
table cover in Upper Commons 
was slashed in three places with 
a bladed instrument (reported 
Friday the 22nd, at 8 pm).

There will be a concert on 
Friday at 8 pm in the Great Hall, 
of “music of the High Baroque” 
by Handel, Telemann, J.F. 
Dandrieu and J.J. Quantz. The 
music will be performed on 
original instruments: harpsichord 
and baroque oboe, violin and 
cello.
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Internet Connection
Our school will finally get a connection to the 

Internet in the summer. Doug L\ nam and other students 
have been working for this for years. The Macs and 
PCs in the Computer Center will be hooked up to the 
Internet, as will some new computers by the card catalog. 
There will be eight telephone lines (for IBMs and Macs) 
which your computer can call to get a direct Internet 
connection; the phone lines will operate at 14,400 bits 
second, which is a respectable speed.

The Internet’s main value for us is that we can 
send electronic mail messages to people at other colleges 
(Annapolis is trying to get a connection tcxi). In theory, 
it is a network connecting many of the computers in the 
country. But in practice, you can’t do anything on 
these other computers unless their owners have given 
you a password. There are, how ever, some computer

programs and data which you can get for free over the 
Internet. The Meem library’s card catalog will be on 
line (though, as a recent New' Yorker article pointed 
out, it’s a hell of a lot faster to flip through cards in a 
catalog than to keep pressing Enter, Enter, Enter while 
waiting for book records to come up on screen). How
ever, we will not \et be able to connect to Usenet, the 
collection of on-line chat groups on various subjects 
that’s featured in many magazine stories about the 
Internet. This is because our hard disk drive will not be 
big enough to hold Usenet’s daily flow of information.

Although not all the money is available yet, people 
seem pretty confident that we’ll get the funds on sched
ule. Mr. Agresto has funded about $6,000 of the total 
cost.

—Randall Rose

People to bitch at if you don’t like what’s going on here:
Randall Rose Kathryn Hoar,

’• (editor) Tom Jacobson
Alexa Van Dalsem (taste & judgment)
(layout & deli^■ery)
Aaron Fredrickson There will be a meeting in ESL-115

(filler-inner) on Wednesday at 2:45 PM; any
Cass Carrigan, new people who want to contribute

Hope Del Carlo, should come.
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Language Barriers—a story
Jeff sets up shrines where he sleeps; a Nerf has- about his need to catch up on the new verb tenses. He 

ketball hoop on the bedroom door, posters of big- finds himself coloring her words, trying to see them 
breasted women in the closet, a small black-and-white from her side. Seldom is he satisfied when he leaves— 
television bought at The Pawn, and scattered laundry instead he feels like he could hang there forever, trying 
wilting on the floor. A gym bag slouches on his red to catch her full attention. Sitting on a friend s carseat 
blanket The sheets smell old. Unlike most boys of his that evening, he thinks about what he said in front of 
muscle-hungry age, he is not an athlete. Mrs. Jensen, her pretty face, and what it must be like for her to move 
his high school French teacher, thinks he belongs on her hand across the chalkboard.
the football team. He has big shoulders and tight legs, 
she praises, though his attitude wouldn’t fit into the 
uniform.

Above the lesser shrines, over his bed, there is a 
rifle he keeps for his brother who died. Sometimes he 
watches the gun. Sometimes the gun watches him. 
Maybe some weekend he will hang it on chains from 
the ceiling, barrel aimed at the mirror. His mother 
would try not to notice.

She hugs the boy too much in her dreams. When 
she leaves for the office every morning, the house is 
left so open she fears her son might bleed out the kitchen 
windows. Her friends at work tell her to worry about 
him. They tell her he skips school sometimes. And 
sometimes, she knows, he sits in the school parking lot 
instead of going to his first hour class. It is first year 
French.

Lewistown speaks in many languages. Spring 
Creek gurgles, the old high school groans, and meadow 
larks trill a little. Scruffy pines sigh, their roots cajoling 
the earth. Tomorrow leans heavily on the back of today, 
whispering about the forecasts. It may or may not walk 
like it talks. Tires and gravel chant grey noise down 
mral roads, and pickups sputter like old men. People in 
the diners talk of money, football, and rain. Trains sing 
the railroad tracks, semis grind their brakes down the 
hills, and dust devils whistle on Main Street. Mrs. 
Jensen, the high school French teacher, does not con
verse fluently in these languages.

If Jeff goes to her class in the morning, he some
times stays after school to talk with her. She is young 
and pretty, and all the time he talks to her he is aware 
of how pretty she is. He cannot stop the things he says 
to her, about living in this place and taking classes from 
these teachers who don’t know anything or don’t do 
anything. He talks about how he doesn’t know when 
he will be able to make up his homework. He talks to 
keep her there long enough so he can really look at her. 
He wants to feel himself drawing her eyes out of her 
face, to make her turn her neck, to notice how she has 
done her hair or how her earrings accent what she says

Sitting in the hallway, waiting for the copier room 
to be unlocked, Mrs. Jensen can see from the smoothness 
of the tiled ceiling that this school isn’t meant to embrace 
students, but to make them hurry. The stairs are easy to 
fall down, the doors get stuck, and thoughts slide over 
the blank walls. She always hopes to be on her way to 
somewhere else. Mrs. Jensen wants to reach for a pass
port every day she goes to work. Her hands feel like 
paperweights whenever she tries to work on anything.

In her classroom, she is always looking through 
windows that aren’t there. She says to Jeff, “Why didn’t 
you do these worksheets? I want you to have them 
done by tomorrow. ’’ why can’t she read the boy’s mind 
by tracking him through her grade book? “Maybe it’s 
hard for you to concentrate in this room. Go sit out in 
the hall. I’ll be here if you have any questions.’’ He is 
motionless but unpredictable. She watches him in class 
sometimes slipping through the hour, scribbling on a 
scratch sheet of notebook paper, drawing grotesque men. 
On productive days he produces a cheat sheet for the 
next quiz. She never says other than a gentle word to 
him.

In Chemistry class, he impatiently raises his hand. 
“Can I take a piss?’’ he spits out. The teacher is tired, 
lets him go, and thinks about how she’d like to eat 
through his head like acid. Or maybe she’d rather fer
ment there for a while. She doesn t like him. she 
thinks he should drop out and work for a farmer. She 
knows some people who need a hand more than he 
needs to flunk Chemistry.

From the very first problem on the Chapter Four 
French test he knows that the vocabulary has not even 
come near him. The words he does remember are inci
dental, something he picked up like incomplete song 
lyrics. Mrs. Jensen stands over his shoulder. She whis
pers, “You don’t listen in class, Jeff. I gave you these

continued, p. 6
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Language Barriers, continued
verb tenses three weeks ago. How else can I make 
them clear to you? Maybe it would help if you thought 
of yourself sitting at a football game. The imperfect 
verbs were happening in the audience and the past tenses 
happened on the field... She speaks to him from a 
tower that he will never climb. Nobody who knows 
him could picture him sitting on that tower, although 
his mother expects him to get there. Everything he has 
said to Mrs. Jensen does not seem to matter to her. She 
kindly smiles at him, and he realizes that she doesn’t 
hear him.

After school, in the parking lot, he catches up 
with her as she walks to her car. “Did you correct the 
tests yet?” He immediately realizes that they have never 
spoken to each other outside of the school building 
before. Now, in the open air, where grades and papers 
are too unreal to hold him at the appropriate distance 
from her, he watches her nervously fumble for her car 
keys. Maybe he will finally plunge into what he wants 
to say to her, if he can figure out what he wants to say.

“We can talk about it tomorrow,” she says, hastily 
getting into the car.

He says, “No, I want to talk about it now. How 
am I doing?”

Honestly, she thinks, how can he not know. “Do 
you think this test will be any different? You need to 
do the work. You ask for my help but you never take 
it come in early tomorrow and we’ll see what we can 
do.” The same tower.

She sounds tired. Maybe the day has been difficult 
for her. Does she only see him translated into foreign 
language? He can tell she’s watching him in the rear
view mirror as she drives away. Damn language. He 
thinks she doesn’t understand, at all.

Lewistown centers Montana geographically. This 
is the land of Yogo sapphires and natural springwater 
so clear that Coca-Cola buys it Cows from the area 
are accustomed to belly-deep mountain pasture by the 
end of August On an old fish hatchery outside of 
town, the paint peels like dry fish scales. Every Hal
loween haunted houses are held in an abandoned 
Catholic hospital. Sometimes teenagers drink there, in 
the cement cubby holes beneath the first floor windows. 
They find trapped newspaper scraps, graffiti dating back 
to ’72, candy wrappers and faded beer cans. In wide 
spaces the wind feels inexhaustible.

“You’re flunking French?”asks JefFs mother, who 
has laid his report card open on the table. A stubborn 
page 6 The Foreword

but painful look is his answer. She doesn’t know why 
he’s taking a class like French anyway. Jeff is not what 
you would call college material, and his tongue is too 
rough for this language. He speaks like her poorly 
educated boyfriend. And even if he ever had to run to 
Canada, French would be next to useless to him. All 
the class does is keep him off the football team.

Jeff is only a freshman, for Christ’s sake, and he 
is cussing up storms, flunking his classes, never telling 
anyone where he goes, and drinking. His mother has a 
good heart, but she is too confused about men to do 
anything for him. For her birthday, her boyfriend gave 
her a shower curtain covered with nude women. She 
thinks he’s exciting that way. She loves to hold someone 
who is so hard to reach. He pulls her with him in 
several directions she would never go without him. In 
his absence she just sits at the kitchen table with her 
cigarettes and her television. Her son wants her to be 
happy, but he doesn’t like the way she gets happy with 
this large man who plays guitar on the livingroom couch.

The livingroom isn’t much of a room. Late at 
night her boyfriend spends time alone there. When Jeff 
has been out late, he tries to wait for the livingroom 
lights to go out before he walks into the house. Each of 
those nights, giving up, he discovers his mother has 
gone to bed with the lights still burning for this man: 
gold reading lamps flaming away. Jeff worries that 
their frazzled cords will set the house afire. When he is 
drunk, he decides that if he ever comes home to a house 
on fire, he will walk into a pasture on the edge of town 
to sleep. Nights following that, he decides, he will 
sleep always in a different place, sometimes in bams.

His mother is on the phone when he lurks into the 
kitchen. She must be talking to a girlfriend. When she 
sees him she says emphatically into the phone, Jeff 
just walked in. He’s flunking French.” Her hand tries 
to grab him playfully as he walks past, but he dodges 
and heads straight for the refrigerator. He pulls out the 
peanut butter and begins scooping it up with three fingers 
of his right hand. “Shit.” Peanut butter the texture of 
shit dribbles down his shirt

“Watch you language,” says his mother, turning 
from the phone. The law she lays down for him tortures 
her, not him. The French class he flunks isn’t his class, 
he is its captive. French class is crammed down his 
throat And here in the kitchen with his fingers in his 
mother’s peanut butter he feels a need to be irresp)onsible 
about it Hebrews. He doesn’t know where he’s going 
when he slams the refrigerator door. Outside, he sits in 
the yard, under the wide sky that won’t carry him any
where.

May 2,1994
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On the telephone inside, his mother is talking to 
her friend about the safety of motor-cycles. She de
fends the Harley her boyfriend takes to work, the one 
that occasionally leans against her old yellow hose. “It 
gives them an outlet for all that male power and en
ergy they store up watching football on T.V.,” she says, 
“them” meaning men who ride motor-cycles fast at 
night without helmets. “Better that than they run around 
my house.” What does she know about her son sitting 
on the front lawn as though unable to move the littlest 
toe of his left foot? Sometimes he scares her because 
he can be so silent that she can barely tell he’s there, 
even when she’s looking in his eyes.

Jeff has a friend from California who hates cows. 
In California, says his friend, you don’t see any cows. 
Ranchers have to keep them away from the roads, be
cause passing cars will shoot at them. Jeff and his 
friends aren’t interested in tipping cows. They just 
laugh at how much this California boy hates them, to 
Jeff, cattle are only a lumpier part of the landscape. 
Cows have been around Lewistown forever, cutting 
trails along the barbed wire fences, dropping cow pies 
on the highways, staring from every direction.

Jeff s friend Alex drives up in his Nova. There’s 
a girl in the front seat, but Jeff doesn’t care. He climbs 
into the back, and Alex quickly introduces him to Kelly. 
Alex calls her “Babe.” Cruising, as is the tradition 
before football games, they circle Main Street five 
times, turning around at the old Catholic hospital. Jeff 
is carsick because his eyes don’t focus on what he sees 
out the windows, and he has been spun around too 
hard.

At the football game, in the darkness between the 
lights, the field seems to extend forever. Jeff spends 
the night between solitude and company, wandering, 
shadowing, circling, and not much bothering his friends. 
He loves the floodlights flashing off car windows, and 
the way the stars move with him as he orbits the field. 
He can’t sit still enough on the paint-peeled bleachers 
to keep his mind on the game.

The girl on the last row of bleachers yells some
thing to the referee. Jeff has been watching her for 
weeks. She walks through odd places in his dreams: 
the showers in the boy’s locker room, the firecracker 
stand on the highway to Roundup, the rough pines 
around the Crystal Lake picnic area. He is never able 
to touch her in the dreams. She is the kind of girl who 
wears hot pink. She is popular. When she laughs and 
flirts with the boy beside her at the game, she probably

means nothing, but she makes Jeff feel hopeless.
Stumbling over his own feet, breaking the fall with 

his own hands, he imagines sweet Mrs. Jensen smiling 
form the chalkboard. Now he realizes that he wants to 
tell his friends something. He wants to tell them, to 
their football-washed faces, that he is going to kill his 
French teacher. He is wondering how the hell he will 
ever speak French again.

The crowd cheers. One more hometeam touch
down. Jeff might play football next year. This night 
will make a difference to him later. This night will 
inspire him to do something. Something about prairie 
grass being blown so hard it can’t feel its own roots, 
something about his tower of strange emotion over 
kissing a girl, something about his mother making her 
feelings into a pie in the microwave, something about 
how his feet will fit into football cleats next year. Next 
year. There is so much about next year he can hardly 
fit the thought into his mind. Right there, his world in 
parameters of football field light and darkness, hope 
crawls around his feet promising never more to drag if 
it is just picked up off the ground.

Because the autumn water levels are low in Spring 
Creek, there appears a dry series of rocks leading to an 
island of white-scummed stone and beaver trash. Jeff 
and his friends sit here with a few beers after the football 
game. Clear skies can make him wild sometimes, and 
this one clearly shows some ruckus in the stars. “Screw 
Mrs. Jensen. I’m going to kill the bitch. ” His buddies 
look amused and slobber into their beer. If these boys 
could fly, they’d smash into trees.

Let him finish. Let him fill in the drains French 
has drilled through his forehead. Let him bring his 
feeling into action. Let him be saved from the later 
sanctitude of livingroom evenings when he will do not 
homework. This evening, eyes following the gurgle 
down the drain, he tries not to notice a man’s razor 
about to fall off the back of the toilet. The family 
smells of one too many dirty washrags.

“Gimme a drink,” he says to his mother’s boy
friend, who with a beer at his side is still watching 
television. The rest of the house hopes for quiet “I 
don’ know about y’razor on the toilet, but long as we’re 
here le’s drink to it, being men of off-center fam’ly, 
son gets drunk on no father, b’drinks no father repeatly. 
Le’s have one for road into too many nights, withe 
fam’ly women hope quiet.”

“Get your own damn drink. You’ve had plenty.”
Jeff picks up the beer and drinks anyway. Joy of

continued, p. 8
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Language Barriers, continued
being loved. Not on this couch, tomorrow, never.

Thursday thoughts come to him too quickly. 
Clouds overhead pass like cartoon characters, and the 
morning is busy with crickets. On the railroad tracks, 
footsteps going crazy trying to match the ties, he is 
getting to the other side of town and feels that by doing 
so he might make something happen. Rubbing his 
forehead with his left hand, thinking maybe about getting 
drunk, he finds the Catholic hospital once again. Sun 
on the golden sandstone warms it like a sundried 
sandcastle. He notices ants go in and out of a rotten 
apple, as though it were a cafeteria.

Perhaps it is pathological, how his blood turns 
over at seeing her house. Her house, he is feeling, 
white in a small tidy yard. Such white houses still exist 
in Montana. Only sometimes they are painted lime 
green. He has no idea what he’s doing there, till he 
remembers that Mrs. Jensen has left for school, because 
it is Thursday. Thursday a day later than nothing has 
changed. He will not have time to get to class.

He goes home instead, not taking the tracks but 
walking like a shadow through the neighborhood. He 
has time to pause at the front door, confirm that his 
sister and mother have left, go to his room, and search. 
Not to find his brother’s gun, not the rifle viciously 
watching him from the headboard, the rifle that dreams 
of firing into mirrors. However, in a second drawer, 
with cigarettes and long underwear, to find a small hand 
gun. The kind his friend Andy would call a bit of 
business. Jeff has enough angles in his hand to pick up 
such a gun. For safety, the pocket of his gym bag. Or 
better, inside a tennis shoe. Ridiculous there. He tucks 
it in the waist of his jeans, under his jacket. Feels 
good. At his locker, he is sorry to leave the gun. These 
things happen quickly. He doesn’t notice how late he 
is for class. He pinches his thumb in his combination 
lock. Now the gun is in his locker. He is using it, it is 
on his mind, all through the day. The day is a bloody 
mess by the end. Calisthenics, topstitching, parabolas. 
Congress, and Mrs. Jensen’s lovely white dress. She 
has many smiles for him now.

Mrs. Jensen realizes that education journals can
not tell a teacher how to reach all problem students.
Not the students who won’t come to her on her terms.
Can a text book do anything for Jeff? Would it be safe 
to say she loves the challenge? She has never liked his 
attitude. Yet, today she senses ambition in the head he 
puts over his deskwork. She always gets chalk dust on 
page 8 The Foreword

her sleeves. Light yellow smears across her cuffs. 
She goes to the restroom, looks in the mirror, thinks 
about vacation. Too soon. But tomorrow she may ask 
for a sub and go to that conference at Riverwood. Her 
hands are dry with chalk dust.

When he came into the room the students weren’t 
sure of his face because of the fear that came in with 
him. There were cigarettes in his shirt jxKket when he 
walked in. But none of them will remember that.

They will remember too much about red, and 
about police officers with big hands. They will re
member too much about screams down the hall, buUet 
holes in the lobby linoleum, (he was already crazy 
walking in the front doors). At each step his feet were 
graceful. His hands were too angry about their own 
business to step on grace. It mattered to him that there 
was blood on the floor. It mattered to him that none of 
it was on his shoes.

There were also words before he left. He spoke 
some of them. Others, without a French accent, were 
too diluted to register in his memory. He had knocked, 
had looked through the glazed window in the door. 
Each moment was later recalled. She had asked him 
what he wanted. Somehow, her voice was not the one 
he wanted. The shots didn’t stop this, the shots sent 
out all the air from her lungs. He didn’t know how she 
could scream so much, and still, not enough. Her body 
was not the one he wanted. He ran with that mistake, 
all down the hallway. It was not her face he shot at.

Generally, people say comforting elegies for the 
dead. When sitting around, they speak of how the 
substitute loved her children but henpecked them some. 
Her children hated her for the last years, when she 
took unnecessary control. And though she knew they 
hated her she said it was all right, she knew best for 
her children. She had only started teaching this fall. 
Everybody tries not to say she is in somebody else’s 
coffin.

In her house by the railroad tracks Mrs. Jensen is 
sitting counting trains. The window's are sure to be 
curtained up entirely, a few with sheets after she ran 
out of cloth. There are eyes on the street, eyes on the 
trains She has plenty of people to talk to. She can 
talk to any of them, and they will know how the whole 
high school is upset, how people come together to cry. 
All of them know she wears luck all over her visible 
skin. Also, she can talk to none of them, because for 
these many teaching years she has taught a language 
that none of them understand.

—Taffeta Elliott
May 2, 1994



A Practical Education
Recently my Grandmother, in 

her ongoing attempt to effect my 
transfer to another school, sent me 
an admissions packet from her 
Alma Mater, Bradford College in 
Bradford Massachusetts.
Grandma’s enclosed note read, 
“this looks much more practical to 
me than St. John’s.”

Over the Saturday Brunch 
table this morning 1 got into a con
versation with an assorted group 
of Juniors and Seniors which ended 
with our questioning what the point 
of a liberal arts education is. Is it 
happiness, the betterment of the 
individual, or simply the mysteri
ous transformation we are said to 
experience here in Learning How 
to Think?

I wonder what Grandma re
ally means by practical. Some 
Socrates-type questioning might be 
in order: So you want me to leam 
how to type, or to wait tables really 
well so I can pay for rent and the 
occasional visit to the dentist, that’s 
practical isn’t it? No, I don’t think 
any of our Grandmas want that. 
So what does my Grandmother 
want me to accomplish? How 
should I be changed by working 
towards a BA? Just as Grandma 
has no desire to see me waiting 
tables, so also does she have no 
desire to see me wandering aim
lessly through my life looking for 
the Happiness, or The Good; these 
are abstract notions which elicit 
great suspicion in Grandma.

What Bradford says makes 
them different, St. John’s does 
right. The pamphlet proclaims that 
“a structured program—require
ments, accountability, and clear 
expectations—is far more benefi

cial, and a better investment for 
the long run than haphazardly ‘do
ing your own thing.’” This said 
by a school which has (gasp!) Nine 
required courses, and where ‘prac
tical’ minors range from Advertis
ing Psychology to Gender Studies. 
The statement that Bradford’s ral
lying cry is “Leam information, 
then use it” does not make me 
think that this is a school particu
larly interested in moral and intel
lectual development. Should a lib
eral education have the end of 55 
wpm, management experience, 
development of marketable skills, 
and the receiving and regurgitat
ing of information like a computer? 
Or, should the liberal education 
seek to develop free and rational 
men and women committed to the 
pursuit of knowledge. . .and con
scious of their social and moral 
obligations. This is what our cata
log, and a good number of our tu
tors claim to be the goal of the St. 
John’s education.

When Mr. Von Briesen heard 
of my Grandmother’s protest he 
gave me an article/essay to pass 
on to her titled Science and Math
ematics at St. John’s College. In it 
the combination of science and 
math with philosophy and litera
ture is said to be a reaction to the 
continuing trend of science to de
generate into an exercise of mere 
technological power, morally and 
intellectually blind. Regardless of 
the less than accurate labs, aware
ness of what science is actually 
doing clearly serves as a more 
comprehensive education than 
training in mechanical manipula
tions. So, the college and the pro

gram are better than other liberal 
arts colleges, and we the students 
are better after having studied here.

But I feel Grandma growing 
uneasy; what does being an intel
lectual elitist do for you when it’s 
time to pay the rent? Well, I’ll tell 
you. From St. John’s I know that 
to do something noble with my life 
(i.e. something concerning a good 
higher than only my own) I will 
probably have to work. If anything 
St. John’s, the program, the books 
we read, will give me the motiva
tion to get through another four to 
eight years of school—which will 
allow me not only to do what I 
want (in relation to either career 
opportunities or the higher good) 
it will probably also (this is for 
Grandma) put me in a higher tax 
bracket. Put unromantically: 
Awareness of social and moral ob
ligations can earn money too—ar
guably even better than having 55 
wpm.

A final note: The only 
Bradford grad 1 know (except for 
Grandma— who has never had to 
work) is unemployed in Florida 
hoping to get a job at Disney 
World, and she graduated with 
honors. Sure, she could be living 
with a Johnnie or two in the same 
situation, but at least we don’t ex
pect a ‘practical’ education, com
plete with marketable skills. But 
then, Mr. Von Briesen tells me that 
DNA researchers at Los Alamos 
hire Johnnies because we can do 
Masters level work for Bachelor 
pay—what a drag.

—Allison Eddy Brown

If anyone wants the Bradford 
College application, you may get 
it from Allison.
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Walt Whitman
A Little Background

Wednesday aftemcxDn in the Senior Common 
Room at 4:30 I am going to read about fifty min
utes worth of Walt Whitman’s poetry on the Civil 
War and Abe Lincoln. I chose that period because 
most of those Civil War poems affect me more 
deeply than his others and because Whitman felt 
that the war was the central event of his life. He 
even claimed that, without his war experience. 
Leaves of Grass could not have been written. Paul 
Zweig, Author of Walt Whitman, The Making of the 
Poet, says that Whitman’s claim could not be true 
“for all but a handful of his greatest poems predate 
the war.” Nevertheless, such a claim tells us what 
a profound impact the war had on Whitman and, 
since the poems to be read on Wednesday were all 
written during or after the Civil War, I thought a 
little background on Whitman’s war years would 
be in order for those who want to listen to his 
poetry.

Whitman was living in New Yoik; when Fort 
Sumter was attacked and he remained there until 
late 1862 when he received word that his brother 
George had been wounded in the battle of 
Fredericksburg. He left immediately for the battle
field but found that George had only been slightly 
hurt. Relieved, he began to visit among the camp 
hospitals on December 21 and found enough horror 
to last most of us a Ufetime. A makeshift hospital 
set up in a large mansion was crowded with 
wounded men on all floors; there was no system, 
no sanitation and few supplies but a great deal of 
blood, bad odors and groans. Outside, near the 
front of the house, was a heap of amputated legs, 
arms, feet and hands: “a full load for a one-horse 
cart.” (Specimen Days, “Down at the Front”).

Whitman spent about a month in that general 
area. “I go around from one case to another. I do 
not see that I,do much good to these wounded and 
dying; but I cannot leave them. Once in a while 
some youngster holds on to me convulsively, and I 
do what I can for him; at any rate, stop with him 
and sit near him for hours, if he wishes it.” (SJ)., 
“After First Fredericksburg”).

In January of 1863 Whitman went to Wash
ington and found part-time work as a government 
clerk but for the next several years his main occu
pation was visiting the wounded. He brought to 
them note paper and stamped envelopes, preserved 
fruit donated by local housewives, tobacco, oranges, 
apples, cmd even money because he’d noticed that 
most of the soldiers had none at all and that even 
ten or fifteen cents would lift their spirits. Their 
spirits concerned him most. Whenever he could 
he prepared himself for his visits with rest, a bath, 
a good meal, clean clothes, “and as cheerful an 
appearance as possible” because he had found that 
it was his pleasant and cheerful presence that helped 
the men more than all the gifts he brought them.

For about three years Whitman toured the the 
hospitals and camps; a great many incidents are 
detailed in Specimen Days. He writes:

During those three years in hospital, 
camp or field, I made over six hundred 
visits or tours, and went...among from 
eighty thousand to a hundred thousand 
of the wounded and sick, as sustainer of 
spirit and body in some degree, in time 
of need. These visits varied from an hour 
or two, to all day or night; for with dear 
or critical cases I generally watch’d all 
night. Sometimes I took up my quarters 
in the hospital, and slept or watch’d there 
several nights in succession. Those three 
years I consider the greatest privelege and 
satisfaction (with their feverish excite
ments and physical deprivations and la
mentable sights,) and, of course, the most 
profound lesson of my life. I can say 
that in my ministerings I comprehended 
all, whoever came in my way, northern 
or southern, and slighted none. It arous’d 
and brought out and decided undream’d- 
of depths of emotion.

continued, page 11
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Christian Fellowship, from p. 2 
from the administration of what 
the total monetary damage has 
been, and how much of it has 
been to campus rather than per
sonal property, but we plan the 
car wash to be on a donation ba
sis. If you have any questions or 
comments talk to Allison Eddy- 
Brown. More info will be posted 
as we get it.

Also, the newly elected of
ficers for next years Fellowship 
are Jamie Lunt and Shannon 
McMorland. Our next meeting 
is Wednesday at 9pra in 
Anderson 102 (Shannon’s 
room). All are welcome.

—Allison Eddy-Brown

the Hat is gone
Mr. Gregg Watkins, the 

Drake manager in the colored hat, 
has been released from his work 
here. He had a reputation among 
some students for not acknowl
edging criticism when he asked 
“How’s it going tonight?” It is still 
unknown whether Drake will stay 
on; the administration has not yet 
decided. Troy Lewis is collecting 
comments on Drake food; his box 
number is 305.

—Randall Rose

CATEGORIZED AD

Double major literature/ 
theater arts in Tucson, April 
1-3, visiting a friend, saw 
you at 2520, danced at 
Hours, enjoyed talking, 
would have liked tot alk 
again, please write Theresa, 
1605 East 9th St., Tucson, 
AZ 85719.

May 2,1994

Press Release 
Digest

This one is really an ad; it’s 
for a women’s program in “con
fronting situations of aggression, 
recognizing your strengths, and 
learning how to prevent physical 
violence.” I don’t know anything 
about the people offering it, and 
similar programs have been of
fered on campus for free. Still, 
what it says is this:

“Women’s Personal Pro
tection: A Two Day Workshop is 
being offered by OpenWay Safety 
Alliance, a woman’s personal 
protection program, on May 14th 
and 15th in Santa Fe. Classes will 
run from 9-5 on both days. You 
may enroll for one day or both 
days. On Saturday, May 14th, the 
program will focus on non-physi
cal skills: awareness of the realities 
of violence against women, asser
tion, de-escalation, anti-violence 
skills, and living in a safe envi
ronment. Sunday, May 15th, will 
focus on physical skill: strikes, 
kicks, defensive posture and es- 
c^5e techniques. The cost for one 
day is $45, the cost for two days 
is $75. Registration deadline is 
May 3rd. For further information 
and to register call OpenWay 
Safety Alliance at 898-9221.”

Whitman...
continued from page 10 

we exchange bows, and very cor
dial ones.” And further on, “None 
of the artists or pictures has caught 
the deep, though subtle and indirect 
expression of this man’s face. 
There is something else there. One 
of the great portrait painters of two 
or three centuries ago is needed.”

The effect that the war and
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Attention Smokers:

It is disrespectful to your
selves, your fellow human beings. 
Mother Earth, and the Good and 
the Beautiful (not to mention the 
guy who has to pick them up) to 
throw your cigarette butts on the 
ground.

There is a painless alterna
tive called Field Stripping a 
cigarette. It works as follows:

Step I. Put the cigarette out.
Step II. Roll the cigarette 

between thumb and forefinger 
until tobacco falls out. (It is 
preferable to have the tobacco fall 
on vegetation, as it will act as 
mulch.) Alternative—tear the 
paper and allow tobacco to fall 
out.

Step III. Roll the paper that 
contained the tobacco into a small 
ball and discard. It too will 
quickly break down and act as 
mulch.

Step IV. For those who at 
this point are holding a filter in 
their hand, put the filter in your 
pocket and discard when passing 
a trash receptacle.

Anyone needingclarification 
on this procedure should speak 
with one of the gardeners.

—Pat McCue, B«feG

the death of Lincoln had on 
Whitman is much more clearly and 
powerfully rendered in his poetry 
than in his prose. That is why, 
though I had at first intended to 
read Whitman’s prose as well as 
his poetry, I chose to read only his 
poems. I hope you enjoy the read
ing.

—Jim Bradley 

page 11

lilN t

I' !
I

!!•

iUIH



61 eussi • 4991,2 yaM ylkeeW s‘nhoJ .tS ehT

kcab i
Cartesian Coordination

The following note appeared 
in a recent issue of ArtiFact (July 
1993). The author is Professor of 
Cultural Artistry at the University 
of Rotterdam.

I THINK I may have made a 
discovery that will rock the art 
world. In Rembrandt’s 1648 
painting ’’Supper at Emmaeus”, 
Fig. 1 [see front page], the figure 
of Jesus bears an unmistakable 
resemblance to Descartes. The 
aged philosopher (Fig. 2) was then 
living near Rembrandt’s studio in 
Amsterdam, having moved to 
Holland to escape church perse
cution. In boldly portraying 
Descartes as Jesus, Rembrandt 
signals his endorsement of 
Descartes’ new science. And by 
including several disciples of 
Jesus in the painting, he makes it 
into an allegory of the church. He 
is saying, in effect, that the Carte
sian revolution has not come to 
abolish the church’s synthesis of 
Athens and Jerusalem, but to save 
it. He thus announces a new 
evangelism, in which he himself 
plays the role of St. Paul (see his 
self-portrait of 1661).

THEREFORE, Descartes is 
metaphorically elevated as one of 
the persons of the Trinity. Few 
readers can have failed to notice 
the similarity between Descartes’ 
“I think, therefore I am” and
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God’s “1 am that I am”. Scholas
tic commentators had long inter
preted the phrase “I am that I am” 
as showing that God’s existence 
(the first “I am”) was identical 
with his essence (the second “I 
am”). It was traditionally held that 
God was the only being whose 
existence coincided with his es
sence, and therefore God was the 
only being whose existence was 
necessary and perfect. Yet 
Descartes, in his Meditations on 
the world, used the same form of 
words to make his own existence 
undoubtable, i.e. necessary. 
Rembrandt alone drew from this 
the concealed, but obvious con
clusion: Descartes is God!

I AM certain, in fact, that the 
disciple facing away from the 
viewer represents the young 
Benedict Spinoza (he was 16 at 
the time). Since several of 
Rembrandt’s models lived in the 
Amsterdam Jewish community, 
the artist would certainly have 
known their neighbor Spinoza. 
Further, Spinoza was influenced 
by Descartes, and like him suffered 
religious persecution. Biographers 
have long tried to establish the na
ture of Spinoza’s Cartesian influ
ence; but here Rembrandt has re
corded for us an actual meeting 
between the two. What did young 
Benedict learn from his dinner 
with Rene? A clue is given us by 
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the occasion that Rembrandt chose 
for the painting: the Supper at 
Emmaus took place after the cru- 
cifi.xion, and was Jesus’s final 
meeting with his disciples before 
they began to proselytize. Thus, 
Descartes’ advice to Spinoza must 
have been that expressed in the 
final beatitude: “Blessed are you 
(Benedict! vos) when men revile 
you and persecute you and utter 
all kinds of evil against you falsely 
for my sake.” Descartes thus 
prophesies the immortality of 
Spinoza. The signs are clear. 
Spinoza, having appeared recently 
in a precept, is soon to join 
Descartes on the program.

—by Michael Wolfe, with 
Randall Rose

Next Year’s ~j
Foreword Editor |
So far, the candidates to be | 

Foreword editor next year are I 
Taffeta Elliott, Aaron I 
Fredrickson and Andrew Jay. 1 
We will vote among them (and' 
any other candidates who may I 
come forward) in about a week.' 
If you have contributed to three 
issues of the Foreword during 
the same semester, you are eli
gible to vote; please get in touch 
with me so that I can set up a 
time for the election. i

I_ —Randall Rose^
May 2, 1994


