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The Twisted Arm of Frank Baron—a review
The Twisted Arm of Frank Baron
Written and Directed by Alex Ruschell
Stage Managed by Marcelle Homer

“A toast! To the twisted arm of Frank Baron!” 
exclaims one of the characters at one point in the 
play, and I second his statement. Surely Frank 
(played by Ted Schaeffer) could only respond to 
this as he did to the rest of the circumstances in the 
play, by scowling. Frank Baron, the main charac
ter, is an art thief who tries to work out his own 
schemes, but finds himself only being manipulated 
in others’ plans. Mr. Schaeffer gives us a good 
portrayal of this understandably distraught charac
ter, though sometimes his frustrated outbursts and 
reactions seem forced. One wonders if these are 
over-acted or simply a lack of depth of Frank 
Baron’s personality. Ultimately, Mr. Schaeffer gives 
a consistent performance, and we’re able to see the 
character well. Beside him, and equally good at 
furrowing her brows, is Betty (played by Kathryn 
Hoar). Betty, however, never loses it like Frank 
does, though she is pushed into comers nearly as 
much. At first it might seem that it’s because she’s 
so removed from the world with the help of a few 
good mind-altering friends, but later we see that 
she’s sharp enough not only to realize exactly 
what’s going on, but that her ability to keep her 
cool at all times isn’t just some happenstance acci
dent. In Ms. Hoar’s leading debut, her reticent grace 
lends itself to both of these cases nicely.

Spiro and his gang of thugs (played by Garth 
Klippert, Michael Harrington, and Will Wendt, re
spectively) are the ones who take Frank’s usual 
business and bend it back for use on him. Spiro 
wants the same kind of life that Frank leads, and 
uses him as a pawn in achieving it. A fun character 
who milks the situation for all it’s worth, we see 
how delicious it is for him to watch Frank squirm 
under his thumb. (At one point he explains to Frank 
coolly, “...you’re a criminal. I’m a criminal—No 
one who lives by breaking the law gets to pick and 
choose how they do it...and now I’m telling you 
that you have to do this...”) In the portrayal of 
Spiro by Mr. Klippert, already theatrical in stature, 
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the necessary' sleaze and slickness doesn’t entirely 
come through at first; but as he unfolds his plan for 
Frank bit by bit and shows how many tight holds 
he has on him, we do see how relentless this char
acter is. Complementing him well is his unwavering 
sideman Mort. The camaraderie between these two 
is thoroughly enjoyable. Where Spiro is flighty, 
Mort is firm—where one stokes the thrill of the 
game, the other comes off as tacitly disconcemed— 
and Mr. Harrington unflinchingly plays the role to 
aT.

However, the one who steals the show is 
the cafe manager, Joe (played by Norman Lasca). 
All the other characters could take a lesson from 
him in true, unabashed, perfectly calculated 
shamelessness. It was beautiful. Mr. Lasca seems 
like he’s walking on firm ground the whole time; 
both in just a glimpse of his character, and still as 
he becomes more fleshed out.

All in all, though it may not have been 
standing ovation material, “The Twisted Arm of 
Frank Baron” is definitely deserving of a toast 
Cheers.

—G. Pogrowski

Taffeta is E(jitor
On Friday, Taffeta Elliott was 

unanimously elected Foreword editor for 
next semester. She has promised to put 
more variety in the Foreword than it has 
now (which shouldn’t be too difficult). 
We don’t yet know whether the Fore
word will be coming out weekly or bi
weekly next semester.

There will be one more issue of the 
Foreword this year, coming out the day 
after Reality. After that, correspondence 
addressed to the Foreword will be for
warded to Taffeta; questions addressed 
to her twin sister will be forwarded as 
well.

—Randall Rose
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Support Your Local Support Group
Under the appropriate heading of “^Que 

Pasa?”, the Sunday New Mexican gives a rundown 
of the bizarre weekly events around Santa Fe. I 
am not just talking about things like “Awakening 
the Sound Within: The Inherent Inner Conflict, 
Your Divine Inheritance, a talk by Sri Gary Olsen, 
True Sat Guru, 7 p.m., Unitarian Church.” What is 
truly ridiculous is that these listings, which cover 
an entire newspaper page in small print, are mostly 
devoted to support groups. Some of these support 
groups are from the New Age fringes. But even the 
ones that are purely “Old Age” (as one listing puts 
it) are fragmented into the most ridiculous sub
cliques. There are Alcoholics Anonymous group 
which are restricted to non-smokers; the many In
cest Survivors’ Support Groups include one limited 
to professional women and another devoted to 
“shame-busting for men”; and one of the AIDS 
groups, which is for people who have been HIV
positive for at least five years, admits as members 
only those who “have stable T-cell counts of at 
least 350 or more.” With the care these people take 
to hang out with people just like themselves, it’s 
no wonder they talk so much about “community”.

Among the weirder support groups—there’s 
several for parents, one for caregivers, and a 
“Mother Mary prayer group for women”—you can 
find things like these;

The Healing Circle: Spiritual support group 
for health challenged individuals.

Dances of Universal Peace: No experience 
necessary.

See Your Way to Self-Esteem: Creativity 
enhancement, learn to convey self-assurance.

Overeaters Anonymous: No dues, fees or 
weigh in. Positive pitch meeting, all welcome.

Light Body Activation: Workshop to cleanse 
and balance the body and prepare you for your 
ascension.

Sex & Love Addicts Anonymous 12-step 
group [what on earth is a “love addict”?]

and, not to leave out the healers responsible 
for running these groups...

HEARTS Anonymous: Healing Artists Re
covering Through the Steps, 12-step meeting

I’m not sure how you recover from being a 
healing artist, but the extent of these listings is 
enough to convince me that there are some people 
out there who are addicted to support groups. It’s 
only a matter of time before someone invents a 12- 
step program for recovering from support group 
addiction. Just think: in a loving, facilitated com
munity of people just like you, each trying to re
cover from the need to be supported by others, you 
could all find fulfillment and discover what your 
true self really is. It’s a scary prospect.

—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 & delivery)
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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Thinking of Trains...
George Alhallan was getting 

a cramp in his foot.
He was looking out the win

dow, watching the scenery, feel
ing his foot tighten and become 
painful, and wondering how long 
it would be before he would have 
to ask the person seated next to 
him to excuse him please, he 
needed to stand up.

Rumbling, bumping, the train 
carried him down the track towards 
its destination; one-half dimension, 
forward (backward?) on a line.

In the same car with George 
a man was coughing. Sporadically; 
but incessantly.

People read in this car, talked 
in this car, and thought in this car. 
George sat next to the grumpy 
looking man in the aisle seat, 
through a vague, impersonal dis
comfort; and, silently agreed to 
gamble a little bit of pleasantness 
for a little bit of civility. Plus, he 
needed to stand up.

“Where you headed?”
‘Tucson. You?”
“Chicago.”
“Hmmm. Cold there.”
“Sure is.”
Having paid his dues to the 

nonexistent goddess courtesy/ 
charity/ friendliness/ philanthropy, 
George felt more comfortable be
ing demanding in slight ways to 
the person who, just as unhappily, 
accompanied and was accompanied 
by him.

The man coughed again. 
Wheezed, really, his voice rising 
in the middle and petering out in a 
whining grunt.

The train moved on, rumbling 
and bumping. People talked about 
bits and pieces of their lives with 
one another, happily trading shal
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low nicety for shallow nicety. The 
train slowed down and stopped ev
ery so often to drop off and take 
on new passengers, reminding all 
that they would get their turn, too: 
‘That will be me soon. Only two 
hours, twenty-seven minutes to go. 
What was that you were saying?”

Each maintained a healthy 
isolationary shell, developed over 
years of such travel and indiffer
ence. Bolstered by the train’s 
gentle, lulling rumble and bump, 
they could handle and ignore the 
incidental nuisances people be
come when exposure is cramped, 
prolonged, and involuntary: wait
ing in a doctor’s office or in line 
at a bank, for example. Everyone 
could maintain their thoughts.

This made George even more 
loath to violate his grumpy 
neighbor’s scowling reverie, but 
the direct pain in his foot had fi
nally overridden his indirect dis
comfort at the idea of bothering 
his copassenger.

“Excuse me, please, I have to 
get up.”

His companion scowled a 
little more, but got out of the way. 
George limped off toward the 
bathroom, thereby trying to make 
his need to get up seem more im
portant.

The train with the car with 
the coughing man, George 
Alhallan’s car (now vacant of 
George Alhallan), slowed to a stop. 
For a few moments it merely sat 
there, humming away; then, like 
an air conditioner that cuts off 
without warning when you are try
ing to fall asleep, its engines shut 
down. Stunned and painfully hon
est silence flooded George’s car, 
to be replaced almost immediately
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—a Story
by perfectly audible shufflings, 
shiftings, and murmerings.

The engineer apologized, but 
offered neither explanation for, nor 
estimation of the length of, the de
lay.

Silence. Tension.
Cough. Wheeze.
“Hey, old man, why don’tcha 

get a drink or something, huh? Cut 
out that whiny coughing.”

Silence. Idle conversations 
stopped along with the train, as no 
one was willing to up the ante from 
making inanely friendly chit-chat 
with their neighbors to making 
inanely friendly chit-chat with their 
neighbors through the indetermi
nate time the train would be 
stopped.

A strained silence.
Someone was listening to 

Barry Manilow on a pair of head
phones. Very loud, and everyone 
can hear its distant, tinny strains. 
Softly, as if aware that everyone 
can hear her but still led on by the 
song in her ears, she began to sing 
along, “...light up my liiiiiiife, you 
make me whoooole....”

Appalled silence.
“Jesus, why doesn’t some

body shut her up? Dis ain’t the 
Met.”

Furious silence.
George Alhallan came back 

from his fictitious trip to the bath
room, his foot now pleasantly 
uncramped. He was uncomfortably 
aware of the silence. Worse, he 
knew that he himself as he walked 
along was under even greater scm- 
tiny now that it was harder for the 
other passengers to ignore hint 
Guiltily he got to his seat, and 
stood there for a few moments

I
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waiting for his traveling 
companion’s attention. The man 
stubbornly ignored George for a 
moment, then looking up pretended 
to notice George for the first time. 
George smiled, hoping his desire 
to sit down was obvious enough 
that he wouldn’t have to further 
violate the stillness by actually 
speaking. The man got up; George 
sat down, grateful for the relative 
safety his seat provided him.

The person wearing the head
phones had finally shut up.

Persisting silence, broken 
only by shiftings, rustlings, and 
scattered sighs.

All at once this silence was 
painfully broken by a horrendous, 
grinding sound, worse than any 
drain unclogging. It continued for 
a second or two, then paused as if 
to allow room for the silence to be 
stunned a moment, then carried on 
as before—but louder.

Next to this horrible noise a 
wife looked with horror at the 
Hollywood special effects machine 
that was once her husband. Some
thing about the angle at which he 
reclined, seated in his almost 
comfy but not quite train seat had 
created in him the power to pro
duce such cacophony. His stricken 
wife had heard him snore before, 
and had woken up to similar 
grindings on occasion, but this time 
was too much. In this dead train 
car, in this atmosphere, a spectacle 
by association, she reached a pxjint 
of no return. Her former blessed 
unobtrusiveness had been stolen 
along with her dignity. Every eye 
in the train car was upon her, 
pushing her to act.

Deliberately and carefully, 
before anyone could speak, she 
raised her hand next to her dis
gusted, righteously grimacing face.
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and smacked him with the back of 
her hand. On the nose. Hard.

Now, we should paint her 
husband’s picture.

He, just as everyone else in 
the train car, felt socially claustro
phobic and resultingly irritable. He 
had been trying to sleep through 
this ordeal all along, even when 
the train was still moving forward. 
His wife had been making vacu
ously cheery banter with the “nice 
young college student” seated 
across the aisle for the past hour, 
whereas he had long before con
cluded that this “nice, handsome, 
young student” was smarmy and 
annoying. She, gamely unaware, 
continued to try to lure her husband 
into the conversation—and dis
turbed him many, many times just 
as he approached blissful slumber. 
When the train stopped he mus
tered up his last reserves tensed 
himself for relaxation, and finally 
managed to force himself into fur
lough from the hell that his body 
and subconscious mind still suf
fered.

Exactly three minutes, thirty- 
seven seconds into this period of 
sleep he began to snore. Exactly 
twelve seconds after that he 
stopped sleeping, snoring, and be
ing free of pain when his wife 
whopped him a good one.

A split second of confusion, 
followed closely by a slightly 
longer split second of disbelief, 
shock, and denial were followed 
closely by a rapid fire series of 
petulant, reproachful thoughts, fi
nally culminating in—rage.

People were snickering, try
ing not to draw attention to them
selves and failing miserably. Some 
pretended to laugh good-naturedly; 
some did a better job than others.

This did not help.

Before he could speak, he was 
cut off by the nice, friendly young 
student to his right. “Boy! That 
sounded like an airplane engine! 
Ha, ha!”

Incoherent, the man tried to 
sp>eak, and his face quivered in an
swer. Uncomprehending, he 
looked from his wife to the grin
ning face in front of him.

Sadly, as if in a memorial to 
other such unexpressed passions, 
his anger would never see daylight.

Just then the engine’s low, 
calming rumble came back on like 
a cool breeze on a humid August 
day. Shortly thereafter the 
engineer’s voice hearkened over 
the loudspeaker, and caught 
everyone’s well-trained attention 
better than any medieval crier 
could. Although furious, the man 
was seized by the engineer’s voice 
before he could seize his wife’s 
throat.

Apologetically friendly, with 
an invading familiarity: “Hello, 
folks. We apologize for the prob
lems we’ve been having—every
thing should be A-OK in a minute 
or two. We’ve gotten the engines 
back on as you all have noticed...” 
—there was lassitude in his voice, 
not unlike that in the mechanic who 
has dismantled your car and now 
cheerfully drinks coffee as your 
time and money dribble into his 
pocket—“...and we will be under 
way in no time. Hope you’re all 
resting comfortably through the 
visit.” End of transmission.

The engine’s lulling hum, at 
first slightly resented like a sheep
ish lover who is trying to apolo
gize, soon was accepted back and 
isolated all in a haze the average 
smack addict would die for. No
ticed but then ignored by every- 

continued page 6
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Trains...
continued from page 5

one, including himself, the man’s 
initially explosive anger fell clink
ing into his mental oubliette, to 
keep company with lots of other 
unsightly emotions that would in
terfere with maintaining a goofy, 
amiable composure. Not quite 
jolly yet, the man smiled thinly at 
his wife and chuckled as if to say 
“Oh yes indeedy—that was funny.”

Just as much as while stopped 
the passengers felt increasing ten
sion, the train’s resumption of mo
tion released that tension and re
laxed them. Reassured once more 
that the conversation would indeed 
only be temporary, two people re
sumed discussion. It was, sadly, a 
completely inane conversation; but 
it entertained the two participating 
in the way possible only when a 
short acquaintance ensures that 
they can tell one another all kinds 
of lies. It is a pleasant adventure 
into ‘T can believe it for a while if 
I can get you to buy it.” Oblivious 
to passive eavesdropping, they 
continued.

The actual substance of their 
conversation, or sad evidence of 
lack thereof, is unimportant. 
Transitional phrases are enough to 
relate what was going on.

#1: “...it was really cool, ya 
know?”

#2: “Oh, yeah, I
suppose...enjoy that....rather be....”

#1: “Oh, well, of course. It’s 
just....I think...”

#2: “...ha, ha, ha!.....last
year., .really 
amazing... breathtaking.. .computer 
games...virtual reality...”

#1: “...last time I...pretty in
tense...”

A woman sat nearby who, try

as she might, could not help but 
listen to all of this. She had been 
reading and trying to understand 
the same sentence over and over 
again. Each time she picked out a 
different word and tried anew; but, 
like a budding masochist plucking 
mercilessly at a bloody scab, she 
couldn’t help but listen with grow
ing disgust as the two gentlemen 
seated in front of her abused her 
ivory clad silence.

She sighed heavily through 
her nose, and drove herself back 
to the beginnirig of the sentence. 
Clenching her teeth, she returned 
to 7th grade English class and be
gan to diagram the sentence in her 
mind:

I I called I Sam Wheeler
Before her, in her mind’s eye, 

the sentence stood whole; achingly, 
she began to see it, feel it as her 
tensely obsessed mind released 
enough to taste its meaning...

Silence crashed down. With 
a pit-of-the-stomach-sickening in
ertia, the train’s engines cut off, it 
moved and rumbled slower, and all 
of the lights went out as well.

Like a sonic boom, as un
aware of their surroundings as the 
woman trying to read was pain
fully aware that they were a part 
of hers;

#1; “...but of course...”
#2: “...always had it fig

ured...”
In the second case, the final 

ellipsis do not signify further, cen
sored conversation; rather, they 
denote a rude (if justified) inter
ruption.

The beleaguered woman, who 
by that time feared to have lost the 
ability to read completely, sat 
stunned as the train hurtled into 
blackness and the sentence she had

worked so very hard to understand 
scampered away. Horrified and 
dismayed, she listened as her ears, 
ravaged, shook and quivered in an 
attempt to devolve from her head.

She jumped to her feet and 
screamed. Perhaps empowered by 
the anonymity granted her by 
darkness, she smacked both men 
on the head with her otherwise 
useless book. Thump, thwack.

#2: “...owl”
#1: “...wha...?”
Then, alternately cackling and 

sobbing, she stumbled towards the 
back of the car and along toward 
the back of the train, which by then 
had slowed to an almost complete 
stop.

Silence. Darkness. Rustling. 
Shifting.

George heard the lady yell, 
and looked back to see her dim 
outline as his eyes adjusted to the 
darkness. He could hear the 
Walkman playing, and the old man 
coughed again. Someone was 
breathing slowly and deeply, with 
just a hint of raspiness.

The engineer’s voice came on 
over the loudspeaker again, sound
ing weary and somewhat apolo
getic—but not overly so. “Well, 
folks, we’re in it now. Looks like 
we’ll be here for a while, until we 
can get things fixed up. So relax 
and get comfortable, and feel free 
to enjoy a beverage while you 
wait.”

George felt ill. He looked at 
his neighbor and tried to smile; his 
neighbor, upon noticing that 
George was looking at him, turned 
halfway towards George and 
scowled more deeply.

George Alhallan was getting 
another cramp in his foot.

—Matt Miller
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Grubbus ’ (next to) Last Stand
thirty seconds more, then add the

Risotto. This is serious food. 
Approach with caution, eat in 
moderation. If the warning seems 
mild, do not think it in proportion 
with the temptation. Risotto is the 
kind of food you can just keep eat
ing and eating. It looks, smells, 
tastes, fantastic.

This stuff works really well 
as a side dish for Italian grub of 
any degree of extravagance, or as 
a light meal on its own.

What you’ll need....

1 c. arborio rice 
4 c. light broth
2 or 3 cloves garlic very

finely chopped
1/2 small red onion chopped
2 tbs. fresh parsley
1/3 c. grated parmesan
1 tbs. butter
1 tbs. olive oil
salt
pepper

what you do...

Get the broth good and hot. 
On a different burner, melt the 
butter in a medium saucepan. Add 
the olive oil and the onions and 
saute until softish (about 3 or 4 
minutes). Add the garlic, parsley, 
salt and pepper, cook for about

rice. Stir until the rice is completely 
coated with the oil and butter. 
Make sure you’re cooking over 
medium heat.

This is where the heavy arm 
work comes in. Add about 1/4 c. 
of the broth and stir until it is ab
sorbed into the rice. Then do it 
again. And again. And again. It 
should take 20-30 minutes to use 
up all the broth. Once the broth is 
gone, double check the risotto: if 
it’s still crunchy, add more water 
until the grains are vaguely distinct 
but soft.

Remove it from the heat and 
stir in the parmesan. Eat promptly.

—Eli Castro

Oedipus at Colonus—a review
Since Oedipus at Colonus did 

not make much of an impression 
on me last year, I was curious what 
Ms. Dougherty would say about it. 
I considered the play a nice story 
about a tragic figure whose suffer
ings bring him compassion from 
the gods and from the ruler of Ath
ens, but I did not see why it is im
portant other than that it gives the 
end of Oedipus’ story.

What I had not seen, and what 
Ms. Dougherty revealed in her lec
ture, is that the story is not so much 
about Oedipus as about what we 
must learn from his sufferings and 
his wisdom. Her central question, 
‘How does Oedipus educate 
Theseus?’, was the springboard 
from which she explored how Oe
dipus was the image of man which 
the city must hold, the importance 
of words, speeches, and stories, the 
importance of love in the city, and 
the need for the city to reform it
self frequently, among other topics.

Ms. Dougherty showed us 
how much we can learn from Oe
dipus’ character, as opposed to his 
sufferings, and from Theseus, who 
could recognize Oedipus’ wisdom 
and ask for instruction. The other 
characters, Creon, Polyneices, 
Antigone, and Ismene, all being 
relatives of Oedipus and native 
Thebans, provide contrast to Oedi
pus and to the Athens of Theseus. 
Once we see this, we can under
stand why the play is so much a 
praise of Athens, and a fitting end 
to Sophocles’ career.

Ms. Dougherty spoke clearly, 
slowly, and with authority. She did 
not try to make the lecture excit
ing, but let the subtleties and ge
nius of Sophocles carry her points. 
This worked very well, for the au
dience seemed completely en
thralled. The lecture was easy to 
follow, and she gave us clear mile- 
markers to let us know where we 
were and where she was taking us.

But most importantly, Ms. 
Dougherty’s analysis was thought
ful, insightful, and practical; her 
questions were not speculative 
flights of fancy but questions that 
affect our political philosophy.

I now understand why I did 
not catch most of Oedipus at 
Colonus\ it was far too subtle a play 
for me as a freshman, and perhaps 
even for me now as a twenty-five 
year-old. And although Ms. 
Dougherty’s lecture was easy to 
follow and made sense to someone 
who did not remember the play 
very well, it was clear that it took 
a lot of thought and writing to bring 
out the subtleties of this play in 
such a clear, concise, and enjoyable 
maimer. I am grateful to her for 
showing me why Oedipus at 
Colonus is on the program, and 
why I need to go back and reread 
not just that one play, but perhaps 
the entire Oedipus cycle.

—Steve Pearson
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Mont Sainte-Victoire
The art tutor who received 

this essay recommended that it 
should be published.

In Cezanne’s 1902-1906 
“Mont Sainte-Victoire”, we be
gin to see painting as a means of 
suggestion as opposed to a means 
of representation. In this paint
ing, the prominence of the brush 
strokes, the use of non-real col
ors and forms, the lack of any 
distinct subject apart from the 
background, and the suggestion 
of emotion above the sense of ei
ther form or direction each con
tribute to its non-representational 
feel. The project of this paper will 
be an examination of these fea
tures of the painting and a further 
inquiry into what they can tell us 
about the way we see the world.

One of the most immedi
ately apparent features of this 
painting is the distinctness of the 
artist’s brush strokes. This brings 
the mind to the painting as a me
dium on a canvas, as painting, as 
opposed to, or perhaps in addi
tion to, the painting as a view of 
a mountain. The difference be
tween view and painting is a quite 
interesting one. When we see an 
object, whether physically or in 
our imaginations, we create an 
entity separate from that object; 
this is our view. The translation of 
that view onto some medium is a 
representation. The criteria that 
make a representation into art are 
debatable, but must be set aside 
in the present discussion. When 
we look at a representational 
piece of art, then, we translate 
this representation back into a 
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view: when we look at
Michelangelo’s “Holy Family”, 
for instance, we picture for our
selves, or view, the scene which 
he represents. In addition, how
ever, to the scene of mountain and 
village which “Mont Sainte- 
Victoire” suggests, when we look 
at this painting we see the paint
ing itself: the canvas, paints, and 
brushes which physically make it 
up. It is clear then, that the 
prominence of the brush strokes 
introduces a new aspect to our 
viewing of the painting: the view 
of the physical thing itself.

The colors and forms in the 
painting reinforce a different 
sense of abstraction. In the paint
ing, shapes are outlined with 
black or purple, clouds vary from 
lime to forest green, and white 
patches (blank spots left on the 
canvas) cover the foreground. The 
effect of these formal and tonal 
departures from what must have 
been the “reality” of the scene is 
largely one of the level on which 
the painting suggests a mountain 
scene. When I look at “Mont 
Sainte-Victoire” I am not struck 
immediately by the impossibility 
of its content. Rather, I am struck 
with it as a mountain scene (in 
addition to it as a painting, which 
was discussed above); there must, 
therefore, be a level on which the 
colors and forms express reality. 
It is this reality that seems to me 
suggestive of an unified emo
tional sense, rather than a more 
specific, physical view.

Before delving into this 
emotional aspect, however, it is 
useful to call on another feature 
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in the painting which highlights 
the unified as opposed to specific 
character of the work. This fea
ture is the lack of a subject. The 
painting, as is common with 
landscapes, makes no distinction 
between one isolated object and 
the background which surrounds 
it. A case might be made for the 
mountain being the subject of the 
painting, a case fortified by both 
the weight the mountain suggests 
and its central location in the 
painting. On close inspection, 
however, one can make no clear 
break in style or color between 
the mountain, the sky, and the 
town in the foreground. Further, 
the lines which the brush strokes 
suggest seem to have no real fo
cusing point, a feature which 
might help us determine the sub
ject of the painting. Overall, it 
seems that no objects in the 
painting have any meaning re
moved from the context of the 
work. For contrast, we may again 
turn to Michelangelo’s “Holy 
Family.” In this work the fore
ground, Mary, Joseph, and the 
infant Jesus, stand out starkly 
from the background of the ef
feminate, apparently Roman, 
men. The subject of 
Michelangelo’s painting, the holy 
family itself, retains some com
positional and contextual integ
rity removed from the back
ground. Thus we may see that, in 
addition to drawing our attention 
to itself as a painting and to an 
emotional rather than physical 
representationalism, “Mont 
Sainte-Victoire” presents itself as 
an inseparable unit.
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From this then, what may we 
glean about our experience of the 
world? Cezanne seems to be sug
gesting that we observe with a 
faculty more complete than our 
senses alone. This faculty recog
nizes the emotional coherence in 
a scene: in “Mont Sainte- 
Victoire” it recognizes lushness 
and bounty. In this way, land
scapes can be as expressive as 
human figures or even as human 
expressions. Further, the painting 
suggests to me a way of seeing 
in which there is no subject. 
Though our mind tends to focus 
on some central aspect of a scene.

Cezanne has shown to us an in
clusive way of seeing, in which 
our view as a whole maintains its 
integrity. Finally, and I think most 
importantly, Cezanne has shown 
us that what w e rely on to recog
nize on object mav not be its form 
or color. We hav e, as evidenced 
by the non-real, yet evocative 
images in the painting, other 
touchstones w hich suggest objects 
to our minds.

There is no suspension of 
disbelief looking at this painting. 
We arc aware of the bmsh and of 
the artist. Still, despite these ob
vious clues that the painting does

not directly represent a certain 
scene, we are able to see it as a 
mountain and village. Ultimately 
then, Cezanne manages to show 
to us a reality of several levels: 
the physical aspect of the paint
ing, the unified emotional sense 
of bounty, and the vivid sugges
tion of a scene of a mountain 
and village. In the same way that 
Masaccio brought the vanishing 
point, and with it the three di
mensional world to our attention, 
Cezanne reforms, and adds di
mensionality to our sight.

—Eli Castro
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Announcements

Santa Fe’s near-approach to 
a solar eclipse (or vice versa) 
will take place tomorrow, Tues
day, from 9 to 12 in the morn
ing. The peak of the eclipse Avill 
be at 10:18 am, so you won’t 
have to take a bathroom break 
to see it. Even then, though, it’s 
not a good idea to look straight 
at the sun.

Ms. Densmore says: 
“Women who will be in Santa 
Fe this summer and are inter
ested in a self-defense class 
should contact Dana Densmore 
in person or by campus mail.”

Mr. Cave says: “All are in
vited to sing in an impromptu 
Chorus for Commencement. 
One brief rehearsal—Sunday 
May 15, 6:30 Great Hall—easy, 
fun music. Come help make 
Commencement more festive.

The Christian Fellowship 
says that they raised $165.77 
from their car wash, which will 
be used to re-felt the pool table 
in Upper Commons.

Inga Waite says: “The 
Books by Women project, initi- 

" ated by Heather Malcolm, is un
derway. Twenty-five books have 
been pledged to date. The goal 
is to donate 100 books by 
women to the library by the end

of the semester. The first gift 
was made by President Agresto, 
who doanted the Library of 
America edition of Harriet 
Beecher Stowe’s novels. Other 
donations include works by May 
Sarton, Gertrude Stein, Dorothy 
Parker , Annie Dillard, and 
Hildegard von Bingen. The li
brary thanks the following indi
viduals for their generous con
tributions to the project: Jessica 
Hersh, Mr. Cave, Ms. Wiener, 
Ms. Waite, and Heather’s mom 
for designing the bookplate. 
Works by philosophers like 
Simone Weil and Hannah Arendt 
are needed. Basic books like 
the Norton Anthology of Litera
ture by Women aren’t even in 
the collection. If you would like 
to support the project, but aren’t 
sure what to donate, a list of 
suggestions, including works in 
philosophy , literature, social 
criticism, music, political sci
ence, and more, is available from 
Heather Malcolm or the College 
Librarian. Contributions to the 
project can be left at the library 
in care of Inga Waite. Please 
contact Ms. Malcolm or Ms. 
Waite for further information.”

Kathy Mizrahi reports more 
thefts and wreckings: Three

bicycles were stolen (two of 
them belonged to Randall Rose 
and Caroline Jackson) by sepa
rating them from their front 
wheels, which were locked to 
racks. Greg Watson’s Citizen 
sailing watch (w'orth $325) was 
taken from his backpack in the 
Fireside Lounge during the 
Prank party. The watch has a 
gold and silver band, a silver 
body with gold bezel, a white 
face with analog hands, a digital 
readout at the top, and three 
digital circles on the bottom half. 
Two pairs of pants were stolen 
from the Uppers laundry room. 
A pool cue was broken. Also, 
corrections to previous reports: 
Todd Homann’s bike was worth 
$1300, and Lisa Mabli’s stolen 
watch was taken from the first- 
floor bathrcx)m of Urania some
time before Prank.

Kathy also says: USE 
CAUTION NEAR CAMPUS. 
Last Tuesday a female student, 
while riding her bike near cam
pus, was verbally harassed by 
two men (one anglo in late 20 s, 
early 30’s with blond shaggy 
hair). .Both men were driving 
dark, late-model “decked out” 
trucks/campers with New 
Mexico licenses. They at
tempted stopping her.
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