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Collector Jack Walsdorf 
comes to Collins
Collins Memorial Library is currently 
host to an exhibit of rare and limited 
books printed on the Kelmscott Press, 
created by William Morris. Morris is 
a true artist, his abilities not limited 
to the intricate illustrations currently 
on display. We are privileged to 
have this exhibit, brought to us by 
Jack Walsdorf, a lifelong collector 
and enthusiast of Morris and the 
Kelmscott Press. His lecture on Sept. 
20 was thoroughly enjoyed and 
informed the audience of his journey 
as a book collector, always on the 
hunt for Morris’ work.
    Walsdorf ’s adventures in collecting 
began during his undergraduate 
years at the University of Wisconsin-
Madison. A professor brought 
examples of books printed off the 
Kelmscott Press to class, and his “love 
affair” with Morris and the press was 
ignited.
    In his twenties Walsdorf interned 
at a library in Oxford, lucky enough 
to be only 20 miles away from Morris’ 
country home, which is where he 
purchased his first Morris book and 
began his career as a collector. The 
book was only a fragment of the 
actual book, “The Heavenly Earth,” 
the third volume of, but held enough 
value that his lifelong passion for 
collecting Morris’ books was set.
    While Morris worked for the Oxford 
library he made weekend trips to 
London to learn even more about 
Morris’ work. In Walsdorf ’s first year 
of collecting, his personal library 

totaled 88 books, three of which 
were Kelmscott. Within 16 years, in 
1983, Walsdorf ’s library of Morris 
summed 1,000 books. He grew tired 
of his quest to collect Kelmscott Press 
books and sold his collection.  
    “They would be in a good home, 
where students and scholars can put 
them to use,” Walsdorf said.
    He sold the lot in 1985 to the 
University of Maryland. His passion 
for collecting dwindled for less than a 
year but in secret he once again began 
collecting.
    Walsdorf shared the opening line of 
his next book, written in 1984, “With 
this book I start my second quest for 
Morris.” His love of Morris and the 
hunt for books was too strong for him 
to deny.
    In his lifetime Walsdorf has 
collected over 9,960 books, averaging 
226 books a year. The most books he 
collected in a single year was 400, the 
lowest number collected dipped at 14.
   Walsdorf believed everyone should 
have a passion for something; he 
quoted Socrates and stressed the 
importance of having a passion.
    “The unexamined life is not worth 
living, part of life is examining...it’s 
a wonderful thing to have a passion 
for something,” Walsdorf said. “Book 
collecting is a passion, the joy is the 
hunt. I’m still on the hunt.”
    The exhibit “William Morris and 
the Art of the Book” will be on display 
until Oct. 14. This unique exhibit 
holds limited editions of books 
printed on Morris’ own Kelmscott 
Press.

I’m a self-proclaimed film critic, so 
when I heard that “Hesher,” a 2010 
independent film, starred Joseph 
Gordon-Levitt, Natalie Portman 
and Rainn Wilson as a borderline 
psychotic metalhead, a grocery 
store clerk and a grieving father, I 
knew I’d have to watch it.
    Now that I’ve seen it I almost 
wish I hadn’t. 
    I’ll start with the good: “Hesher” 
is an engaging, well-paced movie 
from start to finish. 
    Gordon-Levitt plays the title 
role, Hesher, an out-of-control and 
apparently homeless high school 
student who drives a beat-up black 
van and whose CD collection is 
composed entirely of Metallica. 
    Portman takes on the role of Ni-
cole, a broke 20-something who 
lives on her own and doesn’t seem 
to have much in the way of friends 
or family.
    Wilson, an unshaven and severe-
ly depressed widow who is trying 
to cope with the recent loss of his 
wife, is father to the silent protago-

nist of the film, TJ.
    Watching Gordon-Levitt and 
Wilson perform in roles so dra-
matically different than what we’re 
used to was great. 
    Wilson pulls off serious so well 
that it’s hard to believe he plays 
Dwight Schrute in “The Office.” 
    Gordon-Levitt, who I’m so used 
to seeing act the tragic lover, pulls 
off hardcore punk with ease, and 
every scene he’s in is at the very 
least interesting. 
    Natalie Portman does her best 
Taylor Swift impersonation and 
tries to be a dork, but she’s not fool-
ing anybody when she says things 
like, “Sometimes I think if I died no 
one would even notice!”     
    Sorry Natalie, Nicole, whatever; 
I don’t buy it. 
    Let’s get on with the bad.
  “Hesher” has a heart, but it’s about 
10 sizes too small. 
    It revolves around TJ, a preteen 
boy who for some reason goes to 
high school with Hesher. He is bul-
lied by an older student and falls in 
love with Nicole after she rescues 
him.

    Through all of this TJ is guided 
along by Hesher, who helps him ex-
act revenge on his bully, puts him 
in a “romantic” situation with Ni-
cole (which is expectedly awkward, 
but for all the wrong reasons), and 
smokes a bong with his grandma 
(it’s medical). 
    When TJ’s grandma dies of natural 
causes, Hesher provides a drunken 
motivational speech which rejuve-
nates TJ’s father and brings the two 
closer together.  With his long hair 
and extreme awesomeness, Hesher 
almost becomes TJ’s own personal 
Jesus.
    Unfortunately TJ is stricken 
with a disease called pensiveness, 
or perhaps teen angst, or maybe 
it’s just puberty, and as a result he 
rarely says anything besides, “I 
don’t know,” “Leave me alone” or 
an occasional (and emphatic) “F*** 
you!”
   It’s rather unlucky that he’s the 
focal point of every nearly every 
scene, because, to be quite hon-
est, he hardly qualifies as a char-
acter.
    Throughout the film, TJ’s goal is 

to buy a smashed up red car from 
a junkyard. 
    The movie doesn’t explain why 
until the very end (it’s the car his 
mother died in), but the revela-
tion is so painfully obvious that 
I couldn’t help but laugh during 
what should have been a very 
touching scene. 
    As the movie ends, TJ, his father 
and Hesher all finally go on a walk 
with the deceased grandma, which 
amounts to rolling a casket around 
town. 
    It would have been a beautiful 
moment, but the “town” it gets 
rolled around in is downtown Los 
Angeles, and again I found myself 
laughing.
    When reviewing movies I always 
ask myself, “Would I recommend 
this to a friend?” “Hesher,” I would 
not. 
    If you want to see Rainn Wilson 
and Joseph Gordon-Levitt per-
form well in strange new roles, the 
movie is enjoyable enough to war-
rant a watch, but if you’re looking 
for real quality, you’d best look 
elsewhere.

By JACK GILBERT
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Make no mistake, EPIC Games’ 
conclusion to the hugely popular 
“Gears of War” trilogy plays 
magnificently well, in the same 
way that Cheetos taste great and 
Facebook birthday wishes make one 
feel loved—good, but in a hollow 
sort of way.
    And “Gears of War 3” really is 
good: EPIC games has preserved 
the golden formula of cover-based 
combat that (according to USA 
Today) sold 13 million copies of 
the first two installments combined 
and inspired over 1.3 million pre-
order sales of “Gears 3” before it was 
released on Tuesday, Sept. 24.
    In fact, I might as well call it “high 
octane,” “action-packed” and a “rip-
rollicking rollercoaster,” because 
“Gears” seems as obsessed with 
cliché as it is with gore—more on 
that later.
    Players reunite with the ever-angry 
John Travolta lookalike and soul 
patch poster child Marcus Fenix, as 
before accompanied by his boulder-
biceped brothers (and sisters, new 
to “Gears 3”) in their ongoing 
campaign to defend humanity 
from the cave-dwelling Locust and 
their irradiated counterparts, the 
Lambent. The war is brutal and 
unpredictable, making for involved 
firefights of give-and-take strategy, 
breakneck races, and monstrous 

boss battles.
    But a discussion of what  “Gears” 
gets right is a little redundant, 
because what makes “Gears” great 
is what made it great in 2006—the 
exhilarating, balanced multiplayer, 
for example. Worth discussing is 
what happened in the interim to 
cheapen the experience, because in 
spite of itself, “Gears 3” disappoints.
   The story has an “Avatar” brand 
of shallowness to it: visually 
stunning, technically impressive 
and extravagantly dramatic as it 
is, one often feels that “Gears” is 
merely going through the motions, 
that plotlines were solely intended 
to escort players from one bloody 
skirmish (wow, so much blood) to 
the next.
   Granted, a thin plot is  forgivable 
in a point-and-shoot game like 
“Gears”—or at least it might have 
been, had EPIC not felt so satisfied 
with the success of the franchise 
that they over-indulged in sappy 
cutscenes, endless inside jokes from 
earlier episodes, and strained, over-
the-top dialogue to make even the 
most camp-hardened action junkie 
wince.
 Really though, the dialogue is 
very, very bad: “I’m not much of a 
conversationalist,” Marcus admits 
early on, and we’ll just stop him 
there. The Gears rattle off clichés as 
enthusiastically as they apply their 
chainsaws to mutant ribcages, with 
results just as gruesome.
  These goofy one-liners take the 
edge off the action, changing 
“Gears” from the dystopian “Saving 
Private Ryan” it could have been 
into a hackneyed “Rambo III,” 

which is fine, but “Gears” doesn’t 
seem at all aware of how corny it 
comes across—honestly EPIC, even 
Duke Nukem is sort of ironic about 
being such a meathead.  
 Still, none of these complaints fully 
explain that bad taste in my mouth, 
and it might be something less 
material. 
  “Gears 3” seems to be exactly what 
people who won’t approve of video 
games think all video games are: 
needlessly violent, absurdly macho 
and marketed to angsty, angry 
12-year-olds. 
    The game’s rave reviews are 
troubling because they give the 
impression that gamers really are 
the kind of aggressive people they 
are too often painted as. 
    I would rather attribute its high 
scores (an average of 9.1 from 30 
gaming websites and a ridiculous 
10 out of 10 from Official Xbox 
Magazine) to an admiration of 
its technical successes or even to 
the decidedly shady connections 
between reviewers and big-time 
developers than to the character of 
the gaming masses.
    To be fair, every medium has 
its tales of explosions and pissed 
off dudes with guns, so maybe I’m 
being too hard on “Gears”—it’s just 
that EPIC is giving ammunition to 
those who would have you believe 
that blood is all that gaming has to 
offer. 
     Polished and streamlined as it is, 
“Gears 3” is still a narrow-minded 
shooter tailored to a demographic 
that I can’t say I’m sorry to have 
outgrown—in the game’s own trite 
language, I’m too old for this s***. 

By WALT MITCHELL

Go Bowling 

Minutes from Campus

www.ChaletBowl.com
3806 N 26th St. Tacoma 98407

253.752.5200
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Walsdorf: Bibliophile Jack Walsdorf shared his experiences in 
book collecting in a lecture and in the Art 280 course.

Hesher: The film was 
screened at the 2010 Sun-
dance Film Festival and 
released to select theaters 
this spring with virtually no 
advertising or promotion. 
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By MICHELLE CURRY
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The Flaming Lips sizzle the crowd at Puyallup State Fair

Faculty show and tell 
exhibit brightens  Kittredge
    
                 

The Kittredge Gallery sits tucked  
next to the Student Diversity Center 
and the ceramics building. Within it, 
until Nov. 5, the University of Puget 
Sound faculty has a chance to “Show 
and Tell” in their own art exhibit. 
    Professor of Art John McCuistion, 
Associate Professor Janet Marcav-
age, Professor of Sculpture Michael 
Johnson, Associate Professor of Art 
Elise Richman and Professor Becky 
Frehse are all showcasing their per-
sonal work in a vast range of medi-
ums. 
    “Each of them has something dif-
ferent to offer,” Gallery attendant Jill 
Sanford said. “It’s interesting to see 
how different the styles of the pro-
fessors are.”
    In the large gallery Rehse, Mc-
Cuisition, and Johnson present a 
refreshing perspective and vision of 
plywood, ceramics and musical in-
struments. 
    Upon entering the gallery, you are 
greeted by the vision of professor of 
Sculpture, Johnson’s work.  The di-
verse flows and creations of plywood 
give a unique and finished quality 
to his work, with a serene sense to 
them as well. 
    To the left of the large gallery, Mc 
Cuisition’s ceramic creations are dis-
played. The ceramic figures feature 
different mediums accenting the ce-
ramic figure like cloth, paint, feath-
ers and duct tape. 
    In line with the “Show and Tell” 
theme, McCuisition tells the story of 
others from his own perspective.
    “These sculptures, part of my ‘G.I. 
Series,’ were inspired by what I felt 
was disingenuous information on 
the part of the U.S. government,” 
McCuisition said in his artistic state-
ment displayed in the gallery. 
    The right of the gallery features 

Rehse’s “instrumental” recreations, 
which showcase various musical in-
struments transformed into works 
of art. Some instruments are rear-
ranged physically, or feature artistic 
accents within them. 
    One of her pieces, entitled, “Play-
ing by Heart,” is a cello painted lav-
ishly in cool colors, and by peering 
within the cello you can see a “hid-
den treasure” of trinkets. 
    The smaller gallery presents a 
very bright and colorful collection 
of artwork. Richman and Marcavage 
“show and tell” their various pieces 
that utilize paint and printed pat-
terns. 
    Elise Richman’s collection uses 
water-based, oil and acrylic paint in 
a way that very few people have seen 
it used. Instead of painting few lay-
ers, Richman’s use of paint gives the 
spectator a three-dimensional per-

spective of the painting itself. 
Richman’s art “reflects the forces of 
nature and captures a state of flux,” 
her artistic statement said.
    The rest of the small gallery fea-
tures Marcavage’s prints. 
    Many of the prints feature check-
ered, striped, cloudy or floral pat-
terns mixed with different “homey” 
motifs. 
    A print entitled “Home,” mixes 
images of stripes, clouds and check-
ered patterns to create a bright and 
whimsical feel. 
    The display of the faculty’s artwork 
is a privilege that does not arrive 
often, so make use of the time you 
have to see it. 
    Visit the “Show and Tell” exhibit at 
Kittredge Gallery Monday through 
Friday 10 a.m. to 5 p.m. or on Satur-
day 12 p.m. to 5 p.m. The exhibit will 
close Nov. 5. 

By MOLLY BROWN

    Although the Puyallup State Fair 
ended this past Sunday, it certainly 
went out with a resounding bang. 
Among the fair’s list of performers 
were Counting Crows, Larry the Ca-
ble Guy, Never Shout Never and final-
ly, the Flaming Lips. Last Wednesday, 
Oklahoma City’s renowned psyche-
delic rockers dazzled their audience 
with stunning aesthetics and lush, 
mind-altering soundscapes.
    The opening band, the Butcherettes, 
took the stage first and immediately 
erupted into dissonance and uniden-
tifiable noises, as if to prove that their 
eccentricity was on par with that of 
the Flaming Lips. Throughout the 
set, the Mexican trio’s frontwoman, 
dressed in a bloody apron and a pen-
drawn mustache, ran in place as she 
whacked violently on her guitar and 
bellowed like any charismatic punk 
singer. 
    During the set change in between 
bands, the Flaming Lips’ lead singer, 
Wayne Coyne, appeared onstage 
briefly to give a hug to someone in 
the front row. But like a 21st-century 
equivalent of David Bowie, he did not 
stay long when roughly one hundred 
eager fans stampeded toward him, 
hoping to bask in his rock star bril-
liance. 
    Suddenly, an air raid siren began 
as the lights dimmed and the crowd 
roared in anticipation. The crowd 
watched as a neon orange woman in 
space came onscreen with a pulsing 
white light emitting from her cosmic 
vagina, through which four members 

of the Flaming Lips emerged using a 
door. 
    As always, the Lips made quite the 
spectacle of themselves as they began 
their first song with explosive neon 
confetti and man-sized balloons, “like 
magical stuff shot out of some Great 
Dragon’s ass,” Coyne mused later. 
Costumed dancers came onstage as 

Coyne jumped out into the audience 
in his inflated “space bubble,” smiling 
as he passed over peoples’ heads. 
    When Coyne returned to the stage, 
he picked up the microphone and 
said, “Well it’s great to be here at this 
beautiful State Fair in a place that we 
can’t pronounce. Pwallup?” 
    A fan in the front row corrected 

him and he repeated the word again 
self-consciously as he lead into “The 
Yeah Yeah Yeah Song” from the Flam-
ing Lips’ 2006 release, “At War With 
The Mystics.” Every time Coyne sang  
“yeah” throughout the song, the word 
appeared in different languages on-
screen in-tempo for a nice effect. The 
whole crowd sang along as the Flam-

ing Lips played “She Don’t Use Jelly,” 
their bouncy radio hit from 1993’s 
“Transmissions From The Satellite 
Heart.” The energy slowed down as 
Coyne introduced two of their stron-
gest acoustic ballads, “Yoshimi Battles 
the Pink Robots” and “Ego Tripping 
at the Gates of Hell” from 2002’s “Yo-
shimi Battles The Pink Robots.” 
    They played some newer mate-
rial before an echoing piano riff in-
troduced, “What Is The Light?” a 
psychedelic anthem from 1999’s “The 
Soft Bulletin.” 
    The Flaming Lips left the stage be-
fore performing their fantastic cover 
of “Brain Damage,” my personal fa-
vorite from the Pink Floyd album, 
“Dark Side of the Moon.” 
    They left the stage and returned 
again for a second encore to play, “Do 
You Realize??” their beautiful single 
from “Yoshimi Battles the Pink Ro-
bots.”
    As always, the Flaming Lips re-
minded everyone of the cleansing 
power of music. 
    Looking around the audience, it 
was easy to see how deeply the song 
had affected people, as fathers hugged 
their sons, friends laughed with each 
other and lovers kissed. 
    “I’m sure there are people out there 
who have experienced deep sadness 
recently in their lives and maybe 
they’ve come here to escape that sad-
ness, even just for a little while. So 
everyone who came here tonight to 
enjoy music and to enjoy each other, 
thank you. You may have just changed 
someone else’s life,” Coyne said as he 
introduced their final song.

By TOMMY STONE

Faculty: Professor Becky Frehse’s work “Playing by Heart” is 
just one example of the stunning and inspiring pieces currently 
on display in the faculty showcase in Kittredge Gallery.
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For St. Vincent, 
champagne birthday 
not all that bubbly
For a woman who looks more doe-
eyed and cutesy than Zooey Descha-
nel, Annie Clark, otherwise known as 
St. Vincent, has a lot on her mind. At 
28 years old, Clark makes it clear on 
her third album, “Strange Mercy,” that 
with age comes wisdom and with wis-
dom comes disappointment. 
    Clark, whose voice sounds like a 
powerful hybrid of Karen O, Regina 
Spektor and Corin Tucker, pairs her 
pipes with fierce guitar licks and nicely 
synthesized beats. The musical ar-
rangements are spectacular and neatly 
organized, but it is Clark’s haunting 
lyrics that showcase her growth as an 
artist. Throughout the album, Clark 
struggles to make sense of the aging 
process and her own personal meta-
morphosis. 
    The album kicks off with a French 
new-wave inspired track, “Chloe in the 
Afternoon.” It seems like Clark is estab-
lishing her credibility as an artist with a 
dark side. Based on the 1972 film of the 
same name, this track places Clark in 
the shoes of a married businessperson 
who steps out of the office for quick 
romps with a lover, who is yielding a 
“horse-hair whip,” of course. 
    In the songs “Cruel” and “Cheerlead-
er,” Clark reflects upon her own inse-
curities. It is easy to see how a woman 
with a feminine voice and babydoll 
features could feel labeled by the mu-
sic industry as a bubbly indie-pop rock 
artist. 
    She confessed in “Cheerleader,” “I’ve 
played dumb when I knew better, tried 
so hard just to be clever.” 
    Clark does not want to be a cheer-
leader anymore. In fact, as she purred 
in the eerie track, “Surgeon,” “I spent 
the summer on my back.” 
    At first listen, that opener sounds 

blatantly sexual. However, as she re-
peated, “…just to get along,” at the end 
of every stanza, it becomes clear that 
this is a song about depression. As she 
does frequently on this album, Clark 
reminds listeners that she is not to be 
taken lightly. 
    The next track, “Northern Lights,” is 
the first time that aging comes into play 
on the album. In 2010, Clark celebrated 
her golden birthday, otherwise known 
as her champagne year. Through lyr-
ics like, “It’s a champagne year, full of 
sober months,” Clark admits her dis-
satisfaction towards the changes in her 
life. Over an arrangement that screams 
surf-rock, perhaps this is her last-ditch 
attempt at youthfulness. Clark tells 
herself that she has “gotta get young 
fast, gotta get young quick, gotta make 
this last.”
    “Strange Mercy,” “Neutered Fruit” 
and “Champagne Year” are some of the 
most notable songs on the album. Mu-
sically, they sound experimental, but 
they differ from the earlier tracks be-
cause they are softer and less new wave. 
The lyrics are also some of Clark’s fin-
est. She may be struggling with feelings 
of disenchantment, but she will find a 
way to survive. In “Champagne Year” 
she admitted that, “I’ll make a living 
telling people what they wanna hear, 
it’s not a killing but it’s enough to keep 
the cobwebs clear.”  	
    “Strange Mercy” may not have a hap-
py ending, but it possesses a beautiful 
rawness that could only come from an 
artist who is determined to share noth-
ing but the truth.   
    Though St. Vincent strives to remove 
the listener’s rose-colored glasses, nev-
er fear, for an album of this caliber sug-
gests that the music industry is on the 
upswing, and with that in mind, is life 
really so bad? 

By SAMI ROSS

St. Vincent will be playing at the Neptune Theater in Seattle on Oct. 31. 
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Flaming Lips: Lead singer Wayne Coyne dances onstage amid man-sized balloons before 
jumping into the crowd inside one of the balloons.

Puget Sound art professors inspire


