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Fake Societies and Real Rembrandts
A new etchings exhibit co-exists with ruminations on archeology and credibility
BY LAURA BORDEN
RED LETTER DAZE STAFF WRITER

I was recently presented with the
question: who actually goes to the
Johnson Museum? Is it Cornell students? Professors maybe? Or local
school kids on a
trip?
field
According to the
Johnson’s
Publications and
Publicity
Coordinator,
Andrea Potochniak,
the answer is actually none of the
above.
Wealthy,
middle aged parents
with kids are the
most
frequent
patrons, she says.
Why? This is one of
those mysteries that
drives at a deeper
question people in Public Relations,
Marketing, or any Social Science field
try to determine all the time: what
makes certain types of people act the
way they do, and how can we change
that behavior?
In light of my first question — who
actually goes to the Johnson Museum —
I propose that the answer should simply
be: you do. In part two of this museum
series, we’ll check out artifacts from a
long-lost civilization you’ve likely never
heard of, and an amazing collection of
prints and etchings by the worldrenowned European artist Rembrandt
himself.

Norman Daly: The Civilization of
Llhuros is so extensive and detailed it
deserves at least more than one visit.
Norman Daly is a 93-year-old Cornell
Professor Emeritus who has been teaching in the Department of Art for over 50
years. His civilization has been in
process for almost
40 years, yet not
once has he been on
an archeological dig
the
uprooting
remains of this civilization long extinct
from Earth. Instead,
he has been creating
it.
The Civilization
of Llhuros is a collection of paintings,
mosaics,
frescos,
jewelry, architectural
ruins, pottery, and
other artifacts that are displayed along
with detailed descriptions as to what
their “discoverers” believed the people
of Llhuros used these objects for. As if
walking through the corridors of a natural history museum, you might pass
artifacts labeled “votive of stilt walkers,”
“water clock … it is assumed that water
clocks were used for finding the hour of
the night,” or “unidentified.”
The pieces are amazingly believable,
yet Daly constructed each piece himself
from wood, metal, marble, and even
Styrofoam. Many objects are incomplete, as if discovered on an archeological expedition, worn and broken after

years of being unused and weathered. A
55-page catalogue full of photos and historical information accompanies the display, relating historical details that
would only seem to come from a lifetimeJOHNSON
of research and discovery.
This exhibit had a sort of numbing
effect. We go to history museums as
kids, awed by the artifacts left by people
who existed more years than we can
count backwards. And we believe what
we see. Yet Daly’s exhibit seems to question this credibility we give to museums
for always presenting truth and history.
“The visitor to this exhibition will
come away thinking about the nature of
history and memory, about what is real
and what is imagined, and the reality of
each,” says Frank
Robinson,
Director of the
Museum.
The Civilization
of Llhuros has
been to Cornell
once before, on
display in the
Andrew Dickson
White
Art
Museum in 1972
with a total of over 150 objects. The
exhibit has since traveled the world, and
continues to grow. The collection, along
with a series of Daly’s paintings from
the 1940s and ’50s, will be on display at
the Johnson Museum until March 7.
An equally fascinating exhibition,
Etchings by Rembrandt from the S.
William Pelletier Collection, provides a
unique glimpse into seventeenth-centu-

ry life as famed European artist
Rembrandt knew it. Depicting everything from landscapes to religious
scenes, portraits to street displays,
Rembrandt succeeded in depicting life
and religion in immaculate detail
through the rather labor-intensive
method of etching.
There is a video accompanying the
display that gives the gritty details of
how the etching process works. But in a
nutshell, this was the first form of print
media in existence, where the artist
chips a design into a copper plate covered in wax or resin, soaks the plate in
an acid bath, where the acid etches the
artist’s design into the plate. Somewhat
like a stamp, ink is put on the etched
plate and pressed
onto paper.
The series of
eighty plates on
display,
created
over the course of
35 years, displays
Rembrandt’s artistic
evolution,
becoming
more
JOHNSON MUSEUM and more detailed
and emotional over
time. “[Rembrandt] always has his own
take on things,” says Robinson of pieces
no bigger than postcards that nevertheless teem with detail. The collection of
Rembrandts, along with a series of
pieces by other seventeenth-century
friends, comes courtesy of Cornell alumnus and famed scientist Professor S.
William Pelletier. It will be on display at
the Johnson Museum until April 4.

Please, Baby, Please
Tony-nominated pregnancy musical comes to Cornell
ZACH JONES
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Ah, sexual education — the forum
wherein I learned the triumphs of clitoral stimulation and the tragedies of
premature ejaculation. Somewhere, hidden amongst the boner and douche
jokes, was a lesson about a little flagellum who undertook a perilous odyssey
to meet his mate.
“It’s a rather romantic story,” notes a
sex-ed teacher, standing above her class
in the opening moments of Baby, the latest musical to open at the Schwartz
Center. With a rather non-abstract title,
Baby is a musical about, well, babies.
But here, the babies exist only in the
thoughts, fears, insecurities, and hopes
of its characters.
Almost immediately, we are introduced to three couples spanning the
spectrum of child-bearing ages. Liz and
Danny (Amy Elizabeth Bravo and Reed
Van Dyk) are college juniors whose
attempt at contraception has failed
them. Nick and Pam (Travis Atkinson
and Anne Beggs), in their late twenties,
are life-long athletes who have been trying to have a child for quite some time.
And Arlene and Alan (Sarah Chalmers
and Marc Moritz of the Actors’ Equity
Association), a middle-aged couple reveling in their newfound freedom after
their youngest child graduates from college. Yet a drunken night of lust
(“Apparently we did more than just pass
out”) has foiled their thoughts of dining
out and theater going.
Temporally compressing the turmoil
of nine months into two and a half
hours, Baby inundates its audience with
a plethora of issues and plot twists,

examining our culture’s treatment of
pregnancy from all conceivable angles.
Danny, embodying a more traditional
view, feels he must be the breadwinner,
and can’t understand why Liz would
reject his notion that they marry. Pam
and Nick cannot conceive because,
much to their surprise, Nick has been
“shooting duds,” as their doctor puts it.
Arlene and Alan must come to terms
with whether they are truly ready and
willing to devote themselves to another
child.
Although their stories lie at the heart
of the musical, the women aren’t the
only ones given musical numbers. All of
the males extol their feelings, with
Danny wrestling with his true feelings
for Liz, and Nick confronting the blow
to his manhood that this revelation has
caused him. Periphery characters are
used for comic relief, such as a flamboyantly snide real estate agent, a group of
pandering, aged mothers, and Arlene
and doctor, who makes a ridiculous analogy between sperm and jellybeans.
Baby, written by Sybille Pearson,
originally appeared on Broadway in
1983 and was nominated for seven Tony
Awards, including best musical and best
score. Now coming back to Broadway,
this production, put on by Guest
Director Lisa Leguillou, marks the
first time the new and revised version
will be seen anywhere. Leguillou
comes to Cornell with a decorated
resumé, most recently directing the
Broadway production Wicked and
appearing in HBO’s Angels in
America. As stated in the Playbill,
Leguillou remarks, “We are also
pleased to bring to the stage the orig-

inal script that Pearson wrote, which will
soon be revived on Broadway. It's a little
darker, but more in tune with real life.”
Being brought into contemporary
times, and, consequently, set at Cornell,
the play has a rather dark underbelly to
it, as references to abortion and contempt for unborn children are peppered
throughout. Yet the tone is never a sordid one, and even at its darkest
moments, Baby is sent soaring by a rousing score composed by David Shire and
Richard Maltby.
Adding to the festive ambience is a
simple yet functional set, put
together
by
Tammy
Honesty.

Utilitarian in design, a majority of the
scenes use a moveable bed as the center
point around which the couples interact,
while others use only two chairs and a
desk, or a lone park bench, á la Zoo
Story. These sparse layouts are bathed in
warm hues of pink, blue, purple, and red
lighting, all the colors of pregnancy. The
sets may at first appear empty, but allow
us to infuse imagination onto their invisible walls.
By now you’re thinking haven’t I seen
this before, when Hugh Grant was in it,
and the time before that, and the time
before that. But with its dark
undertones and unabashedly
sexual discourse, Baby
breathes new life into an old
story.
Baby runs Feb. 19-22
and Feb. 25-28. Tickets
are $8 (students/seniors)
and $10 (general) in
advance. For tickets, call or visit
the Schwartz
Center
at
607-254ARTS.
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