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Get your Wi-Fi On, Campus Center Style

Did you know that Bard now has a wireless hub for internet access in the 
campus center, Library and Manor Cafe?  Think wireless is only for nerds 
who are too cool for cords?  Well, you to can be one of those nerds, and 
hereõs how. . .

To use wireless on your Mac: (an airport card is about $70-$100)
Youõll need a laptop computer equipped with an external Type II or Type III 
PC card slot and a wireless card. There are two types of wireless cards that 
Macintosh computers can use: Appleõs Airport/Airport Extreme Card or a 
Lucent Card.  To 
use these cards you must have:
        Mac OS 9.0.4 or higher
        An AirPort-compatible Macintosh Computer
        At least 32 MB of RAM
        Conþguring your MAC for wireless:        
        1. Select Apple => System Preferences
        2. Click Network.
        3. Select Location: => New Airport
                If this conþguration is not listed, you need to create one:
                A. Select Location: > New Location
                B. Type New Airport into the Name your new location.
                D. Select Location: => New Airport
        4. Select AirPort from the Show drop-down list
        5. Select Using DHCP from the Conþgure drop-down list.
        6. Click Apply Now, or Save
        7. Select System Preferences => Quit System Preferences
NOTE: If you are running apple OS X and already have an airport card 
installed, simply activate your aiport in the toolbar and it will automatically 
detect the network; there is nothing else to do.

To use wireless on your PC: (a card is about $50-$100)
Youõll need a laptop computer equipped with an external Type II or Type III 
PC card slot for a wireless card and a Ciscoõs Aironet Wireless LAN or 
compatible Adapter.  To use this card you must have:
        Windows 2000/XP Professional 
        486 (33-MHz) processor 
        16 MB RAM 
        39 MB free disk space 
        VGA+ compatible display adapter 
        256 colors or at least 16 shades of gray 
        800 x 600 resolution monitor 
        CD-ROM drive 
Conþguring your PC for wireless:
1.Right-Click My Network Places, then select Properties. Right-Click Local 
Area Connection
2.Select Properties.
3.Select Internet Protocol (TCP/IP), then click Properties.
        A. Click the Obtain an IP address automatically radio button. 
        B. Click the Obtain DNS server address automatically radio 
button. 
4. Click OK to close Internet Protocol (TCP/IP) Properties. 
5. Click OK to close Local Area Connection Properties.

by Bonnie Ruberg

strives to better themselves by 
ousting the other members or, as 
my idealism tends for me to hope, 
can we rely on a level of instilled 
òformalityó in class in which, demo-
cratically, no one is manipulated, 
put down or shut out?  Or, if its a 
combination of both, where does 
the line get drawn?
These two episodes have brought 
me to realize that although this is 
an institution of òhigher learningó 
many of the students here are still 
out on the playground.  I would like 
to convey that I simply donõt want 
to waste my time.  I am serious 
about my education and would like 
to feel secure that, when I go to 
class, I am going to a safe envi-
ronment, void of distraction and 
childish behavior, but also from 
direct belittlement and deroga-
tion.   Weõre not on a playground 
and the rules of adult behavior 
and decorum, such as attentive-
ness, engagement, respect, and 
pro-active participation, do exist 
within a classroom.  Iõd also like to 
emphasize that as we are not still 
on recess, nor are we yet before 
the court.  A classroom is also not 
the place for competition or òpar-
tisanó aggression.  In my opinion, 
and please tell me if this sounds 
naive, is that, by consciously 
choosing to attend a private lib-
eral institution instead of...letõs 

say Bob Jones University, is that 
everyone should have the space 
and freedom to raise questions, 
concerns and differing viewpoints 
on their way to a larger, greater 
understanding of the material with-
out mockery, sarcasm, sexism, 
bigotry, or impatience either from 
the teacher or from fellow students 
(as hard as that may seem).  But 
then again, maybe thatõs some-
thing that can never be bought.

Sex and the Swing
continued on page 3...

On Tuesday February 
24th (next week) Bread and Puppet 
Theatre is coming to Bard.  Theyõll 
be performing in the Old Gym at 
8pm.  If you have an interest in 
being in the show you can show up 
the day of, from 2-6pm.  Bread and 
Puppet Theatre is the oldest and 
one of the only self-supporting the-
atres in the united states, theyõve 
been at it for about 40 years.  
Most theatres apply for govern-
ment grants and corporate grants 
whereas Bread and Puppet sur-
vives off of donations as they tour 
around in their painted school bus.  
With their large puppets, masks, 
live music, cheap art for sale and 
anti-capitalist commentary theyõre 
sure to be a success at Bard Col-
lege.  3 Bard kids worked with 
Bread and Puppet this summer at 
their farm in Vermontõs Northeast 
Kingdom, a stoneõs throw from the 
Canadian border.  There were a 
number of impressive things that 
we encountered there besides 20 
foot tall naked people puppets 
and the tigers of consumption 

who jump through EPA loopholes.  
The first thing which seemed cool 
about the place is that most people 
seemed to play the accordion and 
live in old school buses in the 
woods.  One night a raccoon got 
at the chickens and the next night 
people ate raccoon for dinner.  
There was this other time when a 
speaker came after a performance 
and spoke about the Vermont 
secessionist movement called The 
Second Vermont Republic (www.
vermontrepublic.com)  At the end 
of the weekly òVictory Over Every-
thing Circusó Peter Schumann 
the founder of Bread and Puppet, 
would get up on his 20 foot stilts 
dressed as Uncle Sam and dance, 
at around at 70 years old that is 
really impressive.  We practiced 
being 10 foot tall crows, bigheaded 
founding fathers, and got to feed 
George Bush to the devil himself.  
I encourage you all to come to 
some of the best puppet theatre in 
the world right here in the old gym, 
next Tuesday 8pm, be there.   

Bread and Puppet
by Brendan Murray-Nellis

Nsmr xli fevh gsppiki 
jvii tviww2

join the
freepress



thebardfreepress.vol5.issue5  

february17.a & e.page10

thebardfreepress.vol5.issue5

february17.a & e.page11
film // film // film
film \\ film \\ film
film // film // film

Somethingõs Gotta Give
For the first forty-five minutes or so, this movie accomplishes something quite rare - it fulfills your greatest expec-

tations. Granted, your expectations may not have be sky high or anything. But of all the possible outcomes swimming 
around in your head as you enter the theater, of all the ways you imagine the experience could go based on the trailers, it 
turns out to be the best possible one. For forty-five minutes, you will love yourself for giving this movie the benefit of the 
doubt. Nancy Meyers, director of such gems as Father of the Bride, manages to channel an old Woody Allen vibe with a 
dash of hopeless romance thrown in, for a surprisingly likable blend of organic neuroticism in this story about a compulsive 
cradle snatcher (Jack Nicholson) who learns to appreciate a woman he can have a real relationship with (Diane Keaton). 
The comedy is so natural, so believable, with so few of those canned jokes or cheap setups. There is the scene where 
Jack Nicholson walks in on Diane Lane in the buff, but hey, maybe you canõt blame Meyers for wanting to jump on the letõs 
show old ladies naked bandwagon.
But the good times donõt last. Those lovely, sophisticated forty-five minutes suffer a cruel and violent death, marring the 
film beyond recognition. The instrument of this death is a ridiculously terrible montage of Diane Keaton crying. And crying. 
And crying and crying and crying. I think itõs supposed to be funny. After that, despite some funny moments (such as a 
troupe of Broadway dancers performing a fantasy sequence in Jack Nicholson masks), the film simply drags on with no 
tension or logic to make you care. And when Meyers picks some sort random place to (finally) end her film, all of a sudden 
obstacles that have run the length of the film just disappear like magic. You may want to see this film to understand what 
it could have been, to have a taste of simple non-contrivance. Consider walking out halfway through it with a song in your 
heart and a smile on your face. [farihah]

The Butterfly Effect
 Ashton Kutcher leaves the set of Jackass to teach us what we donõt already know from years of cinematic time travel - you canõt 
change the past without changing the present, the flapping of a butterflyõs wings can cause a tidal wave on the other side of the planet, 
blah blah blah, whereõs Doc and the Delorian and make sure you donõt sleep with your mom. Pardon my childishness. Itõs simply that, overly 
explored morality lesson aside, this film is such a mess that just thinking about it makes me want to suck my thumb grab my blanky and take 
a nap.
 Itõs not that the concept and execution are without merit. After all, the theme of time travel, of the multiplicity of paths in life and is 
of infinite interest to human beings. There are ways of keeping the concept fresh, and directors Eric Bess and J. Mackye Gruber definitely 
hit on a few of them. Kutcher is able to visit key moments of his past which are cleverly portrayed as ôblank,õ since they are alterable and 
therefore not solidly written into the fabric of time, as he experiences them as blackouts. However, once he goes back to try and ôfixõ a 
traumatic moment in childhood, such as his molestation by a friendõs father and the murder of his dog, the future reveals something else 
he forgot to fix. Kutcherõs character is trapped in a cycle of do-overs, and over time, discrepancies in his past are explained by his current 
manipulation of time in the present.

Viewing the various results of the protagonistõs tweaking is sort of enjoyable in an indulgent sort of a way, and earlier in the movie 
there are scenes that do have a shred of poignancy. In fact, the entire prefiguring portion of the film, before its star even enters the screen, 
may be the most engaging. But as the film goes on much of itõs logical merit just goes to the dogs, sense and reason just thrown out the 
window in some sort of emotional frenzy that just left me cold. In short, okay to watch but extremely okay to skip.[farihah]

21 Grams  
In Alejandro Gonz§lez Inarrituõs follow up to his debut film, Amores Perros (Loveõs a Bitch), he takes some big risks. Probably the biggest of the bunch was to take his overdramatic, 
soap opera of a story and chop it up so that the audience is served pieces from everyplace on the timeline and surprised in a whole new sort of order. This is interesting, and I will try 
to talk about the film without giving too much of the plot away because it ruins the joy of piecing things together, which feels like working on a film set for a script that you havenõt read, 
and watching the scenes out of order. He smoothly unfolds the story piece by piece and manages to keep it surprising for quite some time, but unfortunately this must expire at some 
point. What is even more unfortunate is that it seems to coincide with the moment in time that the majority of the melodrama begins to spill from the mouths of Sean Penn, Naomi 
Watts and Benicio Del Toro and we begin to wonder why we are still watching the film. If Jaws appeared halfway through the second act and started crying in our faces, everyone 
would have booed and gone home. To compensate, Inarritu tacks on a different and quite unnecessary surprise in the plotline and we go home with warm memories of the beginning 
but something left to be desired from the film as a whole. [mike]

Elephant
It is extremely hard to make a comeback from modern Hollywood. Recently directors like Steven Soderberg 
have tried and fallen flat on their faces. But no one really says no to Gus Van Sant. After a brief stint in main-
stream filmmaking which included such odd choices as Psycho (the shot for shot remake), Good Will Hunt-
ing and Finding Forester, Van Sant retreated back to his roots with a small yet brilliant improvised film called 
Gerry that packed a surprise around every corner. And now, only one film in to his resurrected style, he is 
using it to the best of his advantage, sending us through long tracking shots of pseudo-reenactments of Columbine high school and giving us a sense of realism. But wait, what are 
we really looking at here? Is Van Sant trying to find reason in all the details? The longer the film unfolds, the more you realize that we are following students with a distanced level of 
attachment. We, as average citizens, can only look in from the outside and no dramatized television program detailing the last events of these doomed children can ever really put us 
inside their minds or their lives. Whatõs the payoff? Heõs gives us the one thing we canõt see. Flawlessly switching modes of logic while sticking to the style of the rest of the film, we 
watch the end of the day unfold in pure form. No slow motion, no special effects and no attention to detail.  [mike]

The Tripletes of Belville
Iõm going to pause for a second and do something that I would normally find disgusting and trite. Iõm going to compare this film to the work of the now semi-trendy Jean-Pierre Jeunet, 
the creative force behind Delicatessen, The City of Lost Children and Amelie. Too often, these titles get thrown around in comparisons so thin, they wouldnõt cover Calista Flockhartõs 
anorexic ass. After Lynch, it is probably the most misused point of reference in film criticism today. However, the humor, pacing and visual style of this modern day fairy tale actually 
bear a striking resemblance to Jeunetõs films. And the twist is that it is animated. Through the pure imagination of writer/director Sylvain Chomet, the beauty of Lost Children has been 
breathed onto a page of moving pictures. They tell the enchanting tale of an old woman (and her dog) trying to save her grandson, a medal winning cyclist, kidnapped by an evil genius 
who has him drugged and used as a betting horse for his fake cycle track in an underground gambling ring. The title comes from the three women that she enlists for help, a jazz combo 
that peppers the otherwise dialog empty soundtrack with their musical talents. The film, though thoroughly enjoyable and immensely creative, runs a tad bit slow sometimes and we begin 
to realize that there is a reason the Jeunet comparison is overused. Anyone can imitate him, and though films like Tuvalu and this one put a new spin on things, not everyone can make 
their own little Delicatessen.  [mike]
Paycheck 
To say that John Woo is beyond his years would be understating it a little bit. Desperately looking for fresh material, he rips into an entirely new set of cliches with Paycheck. Instead 
of his usual action schlock, the expiration date on which ran out right around the time that he was immigrating to America, he turns to both heavy handed science fiction story, courtesy 
of Philip K. Dick (Blade Runner, Minority Report), and, if that wasnõt bad enough, attempts to direct it like a Hitchcock film. Ben Affleck runs around dumbfounded because his memory 
has been erased and he has left himself nineteen clues as to what happened. The glazed look in his eyes can not compare to the uselessness of his costar, Uma Thurmanõs, role as his 
girlfriend who has some of the missing pieces. And we are left with quite a few pieces missing, some mistakes in the logic, and, of course, the patented John Woo dove flying right at 
us. [mike]
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Big Fish 
Iõve been dreading the latest Tim Burton film ever since I saw the off-base, ultra slapstick, waste of Johnny Depp that was Sleepy Hollow, but for some reason 
I still went to see Planet of the Apes. Every time they have so much promise. And could the director of Edward Scissorhands, Batman and Pee Weeõs Big 
Adventure really have lost his touch? Apparently, because Big Fish just rehashed everything that used to make his films good, save the imagination. A really 
tall hunchback with broad shoulders, an evil witch with a glass eye that shows how you are going to die, a town which no one has ever left and a father who 
never grew out of telling fantastical stories are just some of the standard bedtime fairy tale garbage that tries to hold up the shaky, uninteresting plot of Big Fish. 
The film toggles between being overly sentimental and overly cliched and manages to brow beat the viewer with wasted talent and unimaginative òimaginationó 
sequences in the process. Predictable and painful, the film really makes you feel its lack of heart. [mike]

My Architect: A Sonõs Journey 
Many documentarians tread a fine line as to how much they should put him or herself into the movie. Nick Broomfield does a nice job. Michael Moore 
and Judith Helfand often go too far. Jeffery Blitz and Andrew Jarecki stay out of it completely. But then there is the occasional documentary that 
involves the filmmaker and My Architect (as the name suggests) is one of these films. Nathaniel Kahn is son of world-renowned architect, Louis Kahn. 
Being the child in one of three families that Louis had simultaneously, Nathaniel didnõt know his father too well and has now set out with his camera 
to look for him. What he finds is an extreme amount of great storytelling. Nathaniel manages to capture both the good and the bad sides of his father, 
his great achievements (the capital of Bangladesh which causes a native architect to tear up just by talking about the power of Kahnõs work), his mis-
calculated ideas (a car-free Philadelphia that sets a co-worker into a fit of anti-Semitic slurs) and all the personal business inbetween. Not only does 
Nathaniel gain a wealth of personal history, but he brings us along for the ride in this powerful, moving and vastly entertaining tale of an idiosyncratic, 
warm hearted genius. [mike]

Cold Mountain
For some reason, I actually enjoyed this movie.  It wasnõt the plot, it certainly wasnõt the script, but something made me like it.  Itõs a Civil War movie shot mostly in Romania starring an 
Australian (Nicole Kidman) and a Brit (Jude Law), and every character has a different Southern accent.  Itõs a questionable love story about two characters who share nothing besides 
a common loneliness and the memory of a few stilted conversations.  Other characters include a reclusive goat herder who keeps a convenient supply of laudanum (a form of opium), 
Philip Seymour Hoffman as a sexually deviant minister, and Renee Zellweger as a surprisingly grungy farm hand.  Overall, this movie is odd enough to remain interesting despite its weak 
points.  The competent acting and nice scenery donõt hurt either. [Jesse Crooks]

Itõs a whole new semes-
ter, and as things get rolling here 
at Bard, you should take a moment 
to note that the Bard Film Commit-
tee torch has been passed on. 
Passed on into not one, not two, 
but three pairs of eager hands. In 
the absence of former BFC and 
Horror Movie Club head Amy Sear-
les, Katie Weeks, Jomar Giner, 
and Jesse Crooks now make up 
what Katie likes to refer to as the 

òFilm Committee Oligarchy.ó While 
this configuration might just sound 
like too many cooks spoiling the 
broth, the group claim that the 
unique variety of the films to be 
shown this semester would have 
been difficult to achieve without 
it. The situation can be difficult, of 
course, trying to boil down three 
peopleõs wants into one mighty 
schedule, but it does force each 
member to review their choices, 

and to concede to including films 
they would normally ignore or 
avoid. Which translates into good 
news for us, the Bard moviegoers 
- it only takes one peek at this 
semesterõs line up to see that itõs 
a strong one.

The committee kicked 
the semester off with two of Lord 
of the Rings trilogy director Peter 
Jacksonõs delightfully rarer movies 
Dead Alive and disturbing Muppet 

orgy Meet the Feebles. Meanwhile, 
Horror Movie Club, a smaller 
group under BFC currently headed 
by Katie Weeks, wisely screened 
Friday the 13th, Nightmare on Elm 
Street, and Freddy vs. Jason on 
Friday the 13th. Simple, yes, but 
pretty effective. The upcoming 
schedule includes everything 
from hot director Gus Van Santõs 
Elephant and Gerry to French art 
classic The Piano Teacher to the 

lovably campy Priscilla, Queen of 
the Desert. BFC has also orga-
nized a series of marathons, such 
as a screening of all of the David 
Lynch movies. The real focus of 
the semester, however, is the rare 
The American Astronaut, currently 
still making the film festival circuit. 
It looks like the Oligarchy may 
have triumphed.

The New Faces of the Bard Film Committee
byFarihah Zaman
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hey there, 
we want to remind everyone that all community-
oriented advertisements are free of charge.  send them 
to freepress@bard.edu or ask us to make one up.  

recent paid ads turned down:  Scion of Kingston, 
Vector Marketing/Cutco knives, Princeton Review




