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It wasn’t long before I realized I’d gotten 
myself in over my head. The idea of making 
a magazine sounded easy enough, but when I 
finally booted up Adobe InDesign I realized 
how foolish an undertaking this would be. 
Still, I persevered, and although it’s hardly 
perfect (and at times, feels far more like a 
journal than a magazine), I do hope all the 
long nights and hours have produced some-
thing somewhat worth the reader’s time.

I suppose this was inevitable -- a sendoff to 
my time here as both photographer and thes-
pian; certainly, each has played such a pivotal 
role in my life that the idea of leaving either 
behind in pursuit of “real life” is almost 
unbearable. Fitting, then, that I should be led 
to Barthes, and find the impending death I’ve 
feared has been present all along.

You’ll find a lot in these 40 pages. You’ll 
find the prospectus for my project, wherein I 
defend the audacity of a person who decides 
to write about himself and call it “research.” 
You’ll find a handful of interviews from 
people whose opinions I’ve come to deeply 
respect over the years. You’ll find the words 
of a dear friend which most people have 
never seen before but, at least in my opinion, 
everyone should. 

I set out to speak on how these things I love 
are built on a common thread of falsehood, 
and though longer than anticipated I feel 
confident that I have done the topic justice. 
As a worldview, the article “Lying to Tell the 
Truth” is as incomplete as the photographs 
it castigates. Yet as part of a complete body, 
it is powerful, the necessary prequel to what 
follows: a heartfelt tour of many of the shows 
which I have photographed and participated 
in over these four years, and the truths -- 
sometimes pleasant, often sobering -- that 
each show has taught me through the lies.

This is perhaps the most ambitious project I’ve 
ever undertaken, and to that end I pray you find 
it useful. Useful for instruction, for provocation, 
for entertainment, for catharsis. Perhaps you 
share some of my memories; perhaps you don’t 
know me at all. Well, here I am. Read me. 
-AKB

A Magazine, Eh?

Editor Spotlight:
Adam K. Bogert

Adam Bogert is a writer, photographer, and 
theater enthusiast hailing from the quaint New 
York suburb of Pawling. He began undergrad-
uate studies as an English major in pursuit 
of a career as an author, though disillusion-
ment with the bureaucracy of academia and a 
preference for the (almost nonexistent) study 
of creative nonfiction drove him to take up a 
second concentration. He found his calling 
in the area of Communication Studies, where 
the study of message production and analysis, 
particularly in terms of visual and interac-
tive media, became his focus. His newfound 
theatrical avocation, coupled with the eye of a 
shutterbug and a long history as an avid gam-
er, led to a unique synthesis of ideas which 
manifested themselves in various blogs, arti-
cles, and an independent investigation into the 
link between electronic gaming and literature/
theater. Looking towards the future, he has 
turned his attention to the language of theater, 
and the seemingly endless parallels between 
the rhetoric of the stage and all aspects of our 
lives -- and the performances we enact every 
time we speak, act, write, do. Motivated by 
elusive (but never illusive) Truth, Adam main-
tains a healthy skepticism about anything that 
takes itself too seriously, and thus nothing -- 
not education, not religion, not life, not death 
-- is truly sacred. Also, he really enjoys Indian 
food and cheesecake. AKB
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A Magazine, Eh?

Editor Spotlight:
Adam K. Bogert

Autoethnography:

       the past four years as an under-
graduate student at Grove City College, I have cultivated 
two new passions: the camera and the stage. Though prior 
to college I knew of photography and theatre, neither had 
played much of a role in my life; today, they are the two 
things which most define me. And as I’ve grown within 
each field, I’ve been struck by the subtleties in both their 
physical mechanisms and in their metaphysical power.

Each, at root, functions as a window to Truth for both 
audience and artist. But each, intriguingly, accomplishes 
this task via deception: partial truths and total fabrica-
tions function to convey a deeper truth than any “whole” 
or “accurate” portrait ever could. A man who hated the-
ater once wrote that to live without examining one’s life 
undermines the validity thereof. Having participated in 
13 theatrical productions and taken roughly 11,000 pho-
tographs, I find at this juncture an imperative to reflect 
on what I’ve learned, what I’ve accomplished, and what 
I can impart to contemporary and future students whose 
passions similarly intersect regarding both the form and 
function of theater and photography. I propose, therefore,

OVER to find what is the result of the synthesis of theater and 
photography in my life, and what understandings -- 
both of the media, and of their rhetorical power -- have 
I gleaned over the span of my undergraduate studies?

Inherent in the question is a personal intimacy which guar-
antees heavy reliance on the still controversial method of 
autoethnography. Granted, to some extent, all ethnography 
has an autobiographical element; as the Encyclopedia of 
Research Design  notes, ethnography is inherently a tension 
between representation of a culture and awareness of one’s 
role in that culture, whereby the stronger one’s connection 
to the culture, the more confident one can be in saying “[I] 
understand “others” to the point of speaking for or standing 
in for them.” Yet with this confidence comes a major caveat: 
“the more evolved the interpretation of the data  becomes, 
the more abstract it becomes and the more it becomes one 
way of representing the data;” that is, the less objective 
it becomes, the less likely to be wholly representative.

This subjectivity has the potential to confuse even sea-
soned scholars, an accusation Carolyn Ellis levies against

My Soul,Written
by Adam K. Bogert
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Heewon Chang’s 2008 Autoethnography as Method, where-
in Ellis claims “it is not clear how the practices advocated 
here are that different from those advocated for doing good 
ethnography.” For Ellis, the essence of autoethnography is 
“heart and soul: caring, feeling, passion, and vulnerabil-
ity are at its center. Autethnography connects social sci-
ence and artful writing. It is a blend of right brain and left 
brain activity, heart and mind, as well as culture and self.”

The vulnerability Ellis mentions seems to be the core of each 
defense of the methodology I read. In one striking explora-
tion of the theme, Benjamin Cline admires that in autoeth-
nography “the safe retreat into the third-person omniscient 
which typifies so much academic writing in communica-
tion is abandoned” and “objectivity or aloofness” are not 
“priveleged above the author’s subjective experience and 
embededness. Instead [such work] is deeply personal.” Lat-
er Cline rejects with Ellis and Arthur Bochner the “boring, 
esoteric and parochial” nature of most scholarly work and, 
“instead of hiding my uncertainties and fears behind author-
itative academic style,” emphasizing those vulnerabilities.

Despite his admiration for the form, however, Cline 
points to a 1984 presentation regarding cross-cultural in-
terpretation for a grave consideration for anyone seeking 
to convey the spirit of a culture, particularly one which 
recognizes a supernatural reality. “A text, deeply mov-
ing when embodied in its own world may seem child-
ish, naive, simply quaint when carted off to a context 
unbelievably remote from its own,” the writer cautions, 
suggesting that an  inherent limitation of ethnography 
is the fact that it is academic, and therefore rational and 
critical, and from this comes a crippling effect on spirit.

Cline is noting in research that which Roland Barthes, in 
1980’s Camera Lucida, notes in photography as the “stu-
dium” and the “punctum;” the actual organization and 
features of a text (what it brings to the viewer) and the 
intangible force of impact of the text (what each viewer 
takes from it). Whether Barthes himself would accept the 
analogy or not is irrelevant; the fact remains that, particu-
larly in cases of spirituality, the whole is greater than the 
sum of its parts. Admitting this is useful, if not imperative, 
for the ethnographer: even the most complete and effective 
exploration of a culture may be incapable of conveying 
the how  or why of the culture. As Cline laments, “ulti-
mately, all of the observations that I have made are my 
perception of those events and my perception is limited. 
Even if I could get my understanding of spiritual phenom-
ena across to my readers, that understanding is partial.

As this shortcoming is intrinsic, it may hardly constitute 
a unique pitfall of autoethnography, though such dan-
gers do exist and are the focus of other scholars’ work. 
In a pointedly-titled 2006 article, “Rescuing Narrative 
from Qualitative Research,” Atkinson & Delamont cau-
tion that “the contemporary fashion for ‘autoethnography’ 
too often leads to unreflective uses of personal accounts.” 

The authors attribute the attraction to this method as a 
product of Western “‘interview society,’ in which celebrity 
is  created through the mass distribution of confessions, 
and through which ordinary people have their personal 
problems and experiences transformed into public (al-
beit ephemeral) goods.” This seeming propensity towards 
glorification of personal, subjective accounts leads the 
authors to sharply question academia’s open-armed em-
brace of a method which is, by nature, largely shielded 
from critical doubt or analysis. Atkinson & Delamont do 
not dismiss autoethnography per se, but they suggest that

“when it comes to personal narra-
tives...and autoethnographies, we 
should not simply collect them as 
if they were untrammelled, unme-
diated representations of social re-
alities...autobigraphical accounts 
are no more “authentic” than other 
modes of representation: a narra-
tive of personal experience is not 
a clear route into “the truth,” ei-
ther about the reported events, or 
of the teller’s private experience.”
It is with reference to this subjectivity that Chang (in 
her aforementioned work) posits that “without ‘pro-
found cultural anaysis and interpretation,’ this kind of 
writing ‘remains at the level of descriptive autobiogra-
phy or memoir.’” Chang, according to Ellis, then ex-
plores a variety of ways in which scholarly autoethnog-
raphy can fall into a baser rut, “such as excessive focus 
on self, overemphasis on narration, exclusive reliance 
on personal memory, negligence of ethical standards, 
and inappropriate use of the label autoethnography.”
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Weighing the merits and dangers of autoethnography 
against one another, I cannot help but see its use at best as 
good, at worst as a necessary evil. What I seek to accom-
plish is, in essence, an understanding of my own under-
standing -- a text on which no one could be a better expert 
than myself, even if my own knowledge in the field is nec-
essarily incomplete. But so as to avoid that “excessive focus 
on self,” I will not rely entirely on my own interpretations. 

I think it would behoove me to conduct several interviews of 
professors -- particularly Betsy Craig and Dr. Jim Dixon, the 
two faculty directors in the theater department -- and peers 
(whose interests shall be theater, tech, photography, and/or 
any blend of those). Depending on the shape which my re-
search and reflection take on, further participation among 
my peers may be fitting as in (but not limited to) receiving 
and answering questions regarding my two fields, discus-
sions on some of my photos, or recollections of various pro-
ductions, all of these face-to-face or mediated by computer.

Having discussed my aspirations with my advisor, I have 
concluded that the best, or at least most interesting, way to 
convey my photographs, my thoughts, and the results of my 
research -- that is to say, the most compelling display of im-
age and text together -- is likely to be a magazine (digitally 
rendered, for economic reasons). This format will provide 
excuse for some full-page photographs with captions, some 
pages completely of text, interviews, questions to the “edi-
tor,” essays and minor reflections, etc. In terms of subject 
matter, I propose to explore my thoughts (and probe the 
thoughts of others, where applicable) on the mechanism of 
photography, the nature of theater, the theological underpin-
nings or examples exhibited by either, the power of a play 
to convey truth to both participant and audience, the power 
of photography, the phenomenon of theater photography. 
Again, this list is not necessarily exhaustive or conclusive.

Though my experience and limited experience of others 
shall form the greatest portion of a “text,” I will defer to 
any more traditional materials which prove to be helpful. To 
date, such utility has been found in the writings of Roland 
Barthes, both in the aforementioned Camera Lucida and in 
various critical essays he has written, not the least of which 
being “The Death of the Author.” It should be noted that 
this project will serve not merely as a scholarly summation 
of my education in “the effective and ethical transmission, 
reception, and analysis of messages” (as per the depart-
ment’s mission statement), but as an artistic summation 
and defense of my extracurricular activities and a futher 
justification of my craft as a writer, thereby justifying my 

other major area of study, English. Thus this undertaking 
blends together courses taken in journalism, communication 
studies research methods, persuasion theory, film history, 
stagecraft, acting, directing, creative nonfiction, specula-
tive mind, and a slew of literature and drama courses, pro-
ducing a work which is, ultimately, my soul, written. AKB
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Dear Editor...
Earlier this month, we released a preview of this issue’s cover 
story, “Lying to Tell the Truth.” We asked readers to hold 
nothing back. We knew we were off-track; but were we lost, 
or simply blazing new trails? Here’s what you had to say.

Pictured, left to right: Adam Bogert, Julie Lane, Sadie Hogan, Carl Laamanen

While these photos are a “lie” in the sense that a tray or a 
simple pose is not the person they are tagged as, I would 
have to question the negative connotation applied to a 
“lie”. To capture a picture of a tray is to give an idea of 
your personality. I see your humor through this picture. 
Humor cannot easily be captured by a photo-it is an invis-
ible concept that is illustrated by a laugh, a trick, or a tray 
sitting in HAL courtyard. A historical fiction, for example, 
tells a story set in a true point in time. It uses a fictional 
character to show us the emotions of the time. It takes a 
“lie” to tell a better truth. So I would have to question the 
term “lie” as used for a photograph. A “lie” is meant for 
deception, whose purpose is to withhold the truth. A photo 
is only a part of a whole story to a person’s life. Photos tell 
a truth in their own way. (Emily)

Fiction tells us it’s fiction. Photographs don’t. Food for 
thought: does intention actually change whether or not 
you’re withholding the truth? Perjury is perjury.

Is the past actually past? A William Faulkner character says 
that “The past is never dead. It’s not even past.” While a 
photograph of me is not my physical body or the actual es-
sence of my spirit, it represents them and is an extension of 
myself as surely as someone else’s perception of me or the 
words I write. Still, a photograph, like any artifact, is larg-
er than and distinct from its creator and content: we are on 
firmer ground when we say “The author says” rather than 
“The author is trying to say.” The past does not have an 
absolute claim on me, but it might as well have some claim 
on me. What am I going to do, make up an entire identity 
without the aid of English or the symbols and objects of 
my culture? Also, tagging the lunch trays people were us-
ing is an example of metonymy, not falsification. True, the 
label is scientifically inaccurate, but it serves the cultural 
purpose of linking several friends together. Another inter-
esting linguistic problem: a person (a girl, probably) pulls 
a shirt off a rack at a department store and says, “This is 
so me.” She does not mean that she has discovered a new 
appendage of hers lately manufactured in Malaysia; she of 
course means that the shirt pleases her and suits her style. 
We have metonymy again, or something similar: the shirt is 
not the girl but is amenable to her and is something she will 
use to represent herself to others if she buys and wears it.
(Phil)

Faulkner’s clever, for sure. But is the past never dead? 
Or is it just that it’s always with us? Like Weekend at Ber-
nie’s, its company doesn’t preclude its deadness. 

Every time we take a picture, we cut out some of the es-
sence of the scene. We may capture a critical point, focus 
on something noteworthy, but we don’t get the whole pic-
ture; no matter what we do get on film, we are incapable of 
securing the ‘everything’ of a particular moment. Inescap-
ably, we ‘see through a glass darkly.’ Our lenses may let in 
gobs of light, and we might brighten up a photo, but pic-
tures are just pale imitations of a pale imitation. Inevitably, 
authors face the same charge; nothing written is without 
bias. I don’t believe there is a single purely objectively 
written piece of literature in the world. So when we write, 
or compose a photo, we’re saying ‘here is my truth. Here is 
the way I  see the world; view our planet for a moment in 
the same way that I do.’ Which, I don’t think, has anything 
wrong with it inherently—I love getting to look at things 
from others’ perspectives, because I know I’ll never be able 
to see the world the way that they do otherwise.. because 
my own view of the universe is incomplete. Because I am 
a fallen human, I can’t see everything the way it’s meant to 
be seen. It’s sad. We all just have bits and pieces of the full 
picture. And then when we take pictures, we further break 
up the image and viewpoint that we have.  I love the story 
about the trays. It’s great. Association, right? The trays that 
held your lunch on that table on that day: that’s a memory 
you’ll always have, but looking at the picture as an outsid-
er, I can’t conjure up the same memory. However, having 
heard the story, I now know something small about you. 
And it adds one more thing to a slowly growing list that 
compiles ‘Adam’ in my head. The same way that when 
someone see a picture of a quote about books tagged as 
me, they might reasonably suppose that I am a logophile. 
What a neat concept. Tagging something as yourself that 
isn’t you.. “we have lied; but we have done so to tell the 
truth.” Ingenious. I love this post. Er. Article. (Sam)

Thanks, Sam! “Through a glass darkly” is precisely 
what I mean -- we can’t help, as flawed humans, missing 
the mark of Truth, no matter how hard we strive to. That 
we can use this weakness advantageously (or that God 
chooses to do so) is simply marvelous.
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It was with interest that I read the “Lying to Tell the Truth” 
article in your April issue. I think to some degree, it is not 
our intention to explicitly lie when we photograph a subject 
or scene (although, sometimes it is)! While we are taking 
in a scene with our own senses, we not only have the vi-
sual but we also have the sounds we are hearing, the scents 
in the air, the feeling of perhaps a warm breeze blowing 
across our face and of course, most importantly, the feel-
ing we are experiencing. These are key elements that the 
camera can not capture, so while the visual aspect may 
be accurately depicted, the rest go unrecorded and thereby 
leave the photograph as more of a half-truth. When I take a 
picture of a place, it is often because I find some aspect of 
it interesting. When I take a picture of a person, it is often 
because I am all too aware that this person before me will 
not always be around (some will move away, some will 
pass away, and some will simply move on). While I find an 
almost urgent need to capture the events, at the same time 
I actually believe that what is needed just as much is to be 
able to put the camera down and fully immerse yourself in 
the place you are or the conversation you could be having 
with a person. So, in a way, we ourselves can become the 
paper and the places we’ve visited, the things we’ve seen, 
and the people we’ve interacted with, are the light casting 
an imprint on us. For better or worse. And for the record, I 
would tag the trays … even if it’s only a half-truth!
(Wayne)

I’m glad you keyed in on this idea of half-truth, particu-
larly in terms of being limited to visuals. You’ll be happy 
to know this concept is covered in this month’s feature!

I am writing to comment on the article “Lying to Tell the 
Truth”. As another “writer of light” as you refer to photog-
raphers, I have never thought of the camera as “an object 
of death.” While it clearly freezes an image of a situation 
in time, I have never felt that it was an object of death. 
Photographs provide a two-dimensional visual memory of 
a time or place or person. The photograph itself does not 
prevent the place or person from continuing on the path 
it was on when the picture was taken. The runner who is 
photographed still goes on to win (or lose) the race. The 
children playing hopscotch continue to throw the stone. I 
love the idea of the photograph of the 4 lunch trays tagged 
with their names. There is a website or book that posts the 
contents of your purse/bookbag/briefcase. It is interesting 
to see how these contents can be used to construct a pic-
ture of the owner in the same way as your lunch trays.
(Gail)

Sounds incredibly interesting. Thanks for the tip!

I was very intrigued by your thoughts on a number of lev-
els. Drawing spiritual comparisons to the camera and the 
act of taking a photograph reminds me of the responsi-
bility of the Christian as well as the photographer. In the 
sense of the photographer the act of initiating a picture or 
image is one that comes with some ethical questions. Who 
has the right to represent? And, who has the right to be 
photographed? These connect maybe somewhat strangely 
in my mind with our responsibilities as believers to ac-
curately handle what we have been given. In the case of 
the first question although scripture refers to Christ as the 
light of the world it also refers to us as light in a dark place. 
Often the darkness that is this world, or the inside of the 
camera catches only glimmers of light as it, the world, 
comes into contact with those individuals filled with the 
light of Christ. I think there are two ways to look at it and 
I guess this might be where the logic of the analogy dies 
but how much light do we let in and what is the purpose? 
Should our purpose be to flood the camera with light or 
just the right amount and kind to produce a beautiful pic-
ture of Christ? Who is painting this picture? Is that person 
accurately representing what he is wanting his audience to 
see? I know as a photographer I have thought that in or-
der to righfully represent something you had to have some 
kind of access to it or relationship with it if you had any 
chance of capturing its essence. I guess I draw the spiri-
tual comparison because much like famous photographers 
have failed to accurately portray their subjects, even those 
that they are passionate about, because of a lack of cul-
tural access or relationship as Christians we can fail in the 
same way. This goes back to the question of who has the 
right to be photographed. Although it seems that everyone 
does, it is really a question of who has the right to bestow 
authenticity. When representing ourselves we can just as 
easily lie to the camera as the camera can about us. When 
representing something larger than ourselves this lie can 
carry greater consequences. Although it might not all fol-
low logically your very interesting article on photography 
and the truth behind the indelible and time bound images it 
creates led me to think about what the world sees of Christ 
and who is taking, or more appropriately making, the pic-
ture. Do we accurately represent ourselves? And do we ac-
curately represent those things we are representatives of?
Thanks for the great article. (Tim)

You raise some very difficult questions, Tim, more than I 
have space to address here. One thing: the need for rela-
tionship to properly capture a subject; this is a fantastic 
point. Several people have told me the difference between 
my theater photos and others’ is that I understand the big 
picture; there’s love behind the lens.
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P E R S P E C T I V E S
Autoethnography is wonderful, but it has obvious disadvantages ( just check out our 
article on page 4!). One of the clearest dangers of the method is too great a focus on 
personal (subjective) interpretation as factual. Perspectives is the portion of the part 
of Rhetorical Theory and Criticism in which fellow students and scholars weigh in on 
questions like “what sets theater apart as an art form?” and “how does photography 
speak, to you?” 

Tyler Crumrine is no stranger to theater; heavily 
involved with high school drama, he was cast his 
freshman year in As You Like It and has partici-

pated in every mainstage production since. At GCC 
he is the current Tau Alpha Pi president, has co-

ordinated two One Act Festivals. This year he was 
chosen as the region’s alternate representative for 

the KCACTF in theater criticism. 
RTAC: What do you think is the best part of theater (as com-
pared to other forms of art)?

TC: I think there’s an immediacy to theater; it’s very easy 
to remove yourself when you’re reading a novel…even 
the same when you’re watching a movie -- it’s real people, 
you’re kinda connected a bit more to it, but I think theater, 
because it’s happening within such close proximity -- it’s 
real people displaying real emotions. Even though you 
realize that it’s fabricated, it just has more resonance. 

RTAC: What do you think is the worst part of theater (as 
compared to other forms of art)?

TC: That’s tough… I think because there is an immediate au-
dience response, there is a tendency to cater to the audience. 
With writing, you know, if somebody doesn’t like it, okay, 
fine: hundreds, thousands of people are gonna be receiving 
it, so chances are there’ll be enough, if you like it, and you’ll 
get what you want out of them…but with theater, when you 
have a room full of a couple hundred people, if you want to 
keep selling tickets, you need to make sure that those get 
something out of it, and that’s hard, because you don’t al-
ways have the most informed audience.
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P E R S P E C T I V E S
Autoethnography is wonderful, but it has obvious disadvantages ( just check out our 
article on page 4!). One of the clearest dangers of the method is too great a focus on 
personal (subjective) interpretation as factual. Perspectives is the portion of the part 
of Rhetorical Theory and Criticism in which fellow students and scholars weigh in on 
questions like “what sets theater apart as an art form?” and “how does photography 
speak, to you?” 

TC: How is photography lying? I mean, you kinda have to 
have something that actually happened to photograph it, 
right?

RTAC: Yes…Well, say a congressman is giving a speech 
to an empty room in Congress. If I agree with him, I’ll take 
a close-up when he’s being emphatic, so as to lend impor-
tance to the speech. If I disagree, I may take a picture from 
the back of the room, to emphasize how no one cares. It’s 
almost impossible for a photograph to tell a complete truth 
-- it’s going to tell whatever truth the photographer chooses 
to tell.

TC: Oh, okay. 

RTAC: How about theater? You yourself called it a 
“fabrication.” 

TC: No, yeah, I’ve read a couple things where it’s talked 
about how presenting anything dramatically undermines 
it…some guy was talking about how monasteries would sell 
old robes to theater troupes to use in their acting; and he 
talked about how being able to portray the rites, or have a 
fake priest on stage fundamentally undermines the actual 
religious significance of what a priest does. All theater, run-
ning off a script, is inherently false, but that doesn’t mean 
that it’s not useful. 

RTAC: What do you think is unique about the way in which 
theater (or photography) -- speaks? Why do you think it is 
that we’re able to reach certain truths about human nature, 
the mind, society, only through these fictions, rather than 
through, say, an essay?

TC: I don’t think it’s the only way you can, I think you can 
definitely…a very persuasive argument or essay can convey 
the same truths , but I just think that different people learn 
in different ways. Because of the immediacy of it, people 
are more willing to listen if it’s put right in front of them. 
Jesus taught his messages through parables, relating truths 
to real-life situations, and i think a lot of times that’s what 
theater does as well. It communicates truth by putting it in a 
language people can understand, showing them parts of life 
that they’re able to identify with so it just kind of meshes 
with their thinking easier. 

Thank you to Tyler, Sam, Cliff, Professor Craig, & Dr. 
Dixon for your time, words, and input. Your contribution 
to this project (and my life in general) has been simply 
invaluable. -AKB

RTAC: Do you have any knowledge of photography?

TC: Nope. None whatsoever. 

RTAC: Can you think of any similarities between theater and 
photography?

TC: Well, you’re capturing real people. At least with realist 
theater, you’re trying to recreate real moments that are con-
vincing, that have an emotional effect on people, and I think 
a lot of times photography tries to do the same thing: try to 
recreate a situation. Theatre can be like a moving snapshot of 
something, whereas photography captures that one moment, 
that one emotion.

RTAC: Roland Barthes, a famous literary scholar, says the 
greatest similarity between theater and photography is Death. 
[N.b. read an excerpt from Camera Lucida]

TC: I  think it’s a good point, when theater is trying to recre-
ate something; it’s harder to imagine that with theater that’s 
like, more surrealist, but I guess you’d approach that with 
edited photography. I think it’s a fair argument; i always get 
confused when literary people use “death” in things, cuz I 
don’t know if they mean literal death, like someone’s actu-
ally dead, or death like something in the past, or doesn’t ex-
ist, or i don’t know, so it’s kinda confusing, but there weren’t 
any moments when i was like “hey, slow down there, guy.”

RTAC: My thesis article is on the topic “Lying to Tell the 
Truth.” I propose that a unifying factor between theater and 
photography is that both are inherently untrue, or deceptive, 
but that through that deception they are capable of telling a 
greater (if different) truth. What’s your gut reaction to that? 
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RTAC: Theater and photography lie, but they do so to tell 
the truth. What is your gut reaction to that statement?

JD: Well this goes back to the beginning of literary criti-
cism and theory: Plato accused poets of telling lies skill-
fully. And so therefore he was very critical of poets; in 
fact, he wanted to exclude them from his republic because 
they tell lies: they do it skillfully, they draw you in, they 
tell you lies to stir up the emotions to no productive ends. 
So Aristotle comes along and answers his teacher, and says 
“yes, poetry is the art of telling lies skillfully, but that’s a 
good thing.” He emphasizes the skill of telling those lies, 
because nobody’s really taken in by the lie-telling of the-
ater. It is storytelling for a purpose, and the purpose for 
Aristotle was catharsis; there is a therapeutic benefit from 
this thing we call “poetry…theater.” Catharsis: a purging 
of negative things; yes, emotions are aroused, but we are 
purged of the negative aspects of those emotions, through 
pity and fear, he says, we experience the proper purgation 
of those emotions.

You get the same kind of debate going on in the Enlight-
enment, where you have some Puritans criticizing poetry 
because it’s telling lies, and you have those who defend 
poetry by saying “nobody who goes to the theater and sees 
a sign above the door saying “Thebes” believes suddenly 
we’ve been transported to Thebes…we have this willing 
suspension of disbelief.” So, we know it’s fiction, it’s a lie 
if you will, but it’s fiction devoted to a higher purpose.

Dr. Jim Dixon is the head of the depart-
ment of English at Grove City College, 

and one of the faculty theater directors. 
He teaches two Shakespeare courses, 

as well as Classical Literature and Oral 
Interpretation of Literature. He direct-

ed Crazy for You, the first theatrical 
production I was ever a part of, as well 

as As You Like It, my stage debut. 
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RTAC: One of the arguments I make in my article is that in 
order for us to truly be affected by the drama on stage, we 
do at some point need to believe the lie.

JD: That’s true with any work of imagination.

RTAC: Well, what would you say is the great advantage to 
theater to other means of storytelling? 

JD: Well, theater is immediate, it’s live, it’s visceral, so we 
have that invitation to enter into the world of the imagi-
nation…it is perhaps made more tangible, more available 
to our immediate senses. That’s not to say it’s better…but 
there’s something about theater that’s viscerally engaging. 
Now, film does many good things…but theater, you have 
this sense of physically being in the same location as the 
actors, so you’re really brought into the embrace of the 
theatrical experience.

Theater also, I think, in many respects combines (perhaps 
more than any other art) all the other arts. It does include 
storytelling, it can include poetry, it can include music, it 
can include dance, and the visual arts with scene painting 
and set design, lighting design, sculpture, so in that respect 
it’s kind of a fully-engaging performance art. 

RTAC: What would you say is the greatest disadvantage?

JD: Well, is there a disadvantage? It requires a lot more 
work, a lot more people, and a lot more backstage as well 
as onstage work. It’s a big production. It’s a communal 
artistic activity, whereas somebody telling a story, as, say, 
Homer did: all you need is one guy, one harp, tell us the 
story, and then all the world of the Iliad and the Odyssey 
can be peopled in the minds of the audience. Theater will 
provide you all of that…so it’s heavy….Also, some things, 
like fantasy, some would argue work better in the imagina-
tion of the reader than they do in the nuts and bolts reality 
of the stage.

RTAC: Switching gears: do you have any experience with 
photography yourself?

JD: Not much, I do have a camera, I take a lot of snapshots, 
I’m not what you’d call an artistic photographer, though I 
think my experience with theater has given me a sense of 
composition…and of course, I used to take my own show 
shots, but now I’ve got students who were much better 
photographers than I ever was to do that, and I’ve enjoyed 
seeing the work of good photographers visually recording 
my productions.

RTAC: What do you think unites the two, if anything? You 
said composition…

JD: There’s always a sense of the director’s eye seeing 
the whole picture, and the proscenium arch is a picture 
frame. I’m always having to be thinking about the picture 
i’m composing for the audience. It’s always changing, but 
you do have these certain moments that you want to under-
line with staging. Always thinking of the picture the audi-
ence will receive, and of course photographer’s doing the 
same thing: he’s reducing all the other things to a particu-
lar frame that will record what’s happening. In that sense, 
going back to your original question…it can’t encompass 
everything. What you choose to focus on and frame is go-
ing to exclude a lot of other things, but that’s okay: we 
willingly go with the photographer to follow your focus, 
because your eye can reveal some things that wouldn’t be 
revealed by just seeing the whole shebang. So that’s why 
I really like it when my photographers go in for a close-
up…and get a shot that will intensify something that is 
missed by getting the whole picture. The director that I 
am, I can’t bring the proscenium arch down like this and 
get the picture.

RTAC: The last thing I have to ask, mostly because you 
teach literary criticism: my chief advising text for this is 
Camera Lucida by Roland Barthes. The way in which he 
unites photography and theater is via death. Ultimately, he 
says that with theater we are seeing these characters which 
would otherwise have no life brought to life, and there’s 
always a sense that they’ll disappear. With a photograph, 
you have something that was alive, but is no longer alive. 
Thoughts?

JD: A couple of things came to mind. The native Americans 
were afraid the camera would steal your soul…it is inter-
esting to think of our fascination with taking pictures. It’s 
almost in one sense an attempt to stop time…stop it from 
going on, we can just capture this moment in time, but in 
fact time moves on. So that person in that photograph will 
be dead, and will become a memento in time for someone 
else. And then I think of Prospero’s famous speech, at the 
end of The Tempest…how ephemeral life is. At the end of 
that play, Prospero asks the audience to release him…it’s 
almost like imprisoned spirits who need to go back. So I 
guess, maybe, I’d have to really grapple with Barthes on 
that…I might argue that every work of art is an attempt to 
create something that will survive…In Shakespeare, Time 
is the great enemy. 
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RTAC: The central focus of the magazine is on the concept 
“Lying to Tell the Truth,” both theater and photography 
use falsehood as their chief means of conveying Truth. So, 
what is your gut reaction to that?

BC: Well, I guess I would assume…I never looked at the-
atre as a lie, I guess there is falsehood in the sense that 
there are actors portraying people that are not real…so if 
you looked at it from, say, Pirandello’s Six Characters in 
Search of an Author, they maybe don’t really exist outside 
of the play, one might suggest that that’s a type of lie, but 
I think I always look at the play: what kind of truth does it 
reveal, rather than what kind of lies does it expose? Does it 
use “lies” to tell the truth? I don’t think of it as lying to an 
audience because I think when an actor takes the stage it’s 
a sense of suspended disbelief. I think there’s a difference 
between pretend and lying.

RTAC: Do you have any experience with photography 
yourself?

BC: I wouldn’t call myself a photographer, but I got an 
“A” in photography.

RTAC: Are there any similarities that come to mind be-
tween the two?

BC: I think when you look at a photograph, you decide 
what it is you’re going to frame. Whatever is in the frame 
is the story you’re going to tell. If you decide to go very 
close into the frame…real uptight, maybe the fibers of a 
jacket. But as you pulled out the lens it would be revealed 
that it was part of a jacket, of a character or person within 
the picture, and then that person might be within a land-
scape. As you withdraw the lens, you see the entire story. 
In that same way, the author of a play decides to tell the 
story from a certain perspective or a certain lens, and de-
cides to frame it. So every play has a frame.

History could all be considered a lie. It’s always going 
to leave something out. I would say it’s perspective, so it 
could be definitely a lie, because we could leave the main 
event out of the frame, and we could only be hearing one 
side of the conversation or the story, but does that mean 
that it is a lie? It means that it is a part of a story.

RTAC: In terms of the way theater speaks in general: all 
kinds of art seek to convey some kinds of truth. What 
kinds of truth do you think theater might be best-suited to 
conveying?

BC: Let me go to the first part of the question, I’m not sure 
if I can answer the second half. The reason I’m attracted 
to theater is because as an art form, it uses all art forms: it 
uses the visual art form, aesthetically with set design with 
visual landscaping with actors on stage; it’s not just one-
dimensional, it’s multi-dimensional. There’s light, there’s 
sound -- it has musicality, rhythm and pacing -- it uses 
voice, it uses people, it uses text, it kind of combines all 
art forms and it has a unique quality unlike photography or 
film: it has a sense of evanescence; it’s ephemeral, ever-
changing. No performance is ever the same. And it has a 
sense of something between the audience and what’s hap-
pening on stage; there is an unquestionable link between 
those two essences. It’s a unique art form that combines all 
art forms into one. What truth does it reveal? Depends on 
the text, how it’s produced, how it’s directed, what view 
the actor will take, how the lighting reveals things, how 
the set looks -- that will determine how what is intended 
by the playwright is communicated to the audience. One 
of the difficulties I find teaching dramatic literature is that 
that text is always meant to be performed in a three-dimen-
sional way. Tom Stoppard says these plays are not meant 
to be analyzed; you have to see them.

RTAC: What would you see as one of the greatest draw-
backs or limitations of theater?

BC: The limitation for the twentieth and twenty-first cen-
tury, crassly put, is financial. It’s expensive to mount a the-
ater production, because it takes a lot of time and energy. 
People have always said “will theater continue to exist? 
Does it have a place in our time today the way media has 
overtaken us?” and I think it does. I’m optimistic enough 
to say theater will not die, but I think it has to embrace 
technology in order to continue. I don’t think watching 
plays on the Internet is the way to do it -- it needs to be 
something visceral between audience and the stage. So the 
drawback? The labor-intensiveness of it, when it’s easier 
to manipulate artistically on a piece of machinery. 

Professor Betsy Craig is a professor of 
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Why do you call it a lie?

RTAC: Probably because of the convenience of it, rhetori-
cally. It’s effective in that way. Also, when I started out, 
I was maybe a little more cynical. I think you can call it 
suspension of disbelief, but in order for you to be affected, 
you need to believe at some point that this character is real, 
intrinsically.

BC: Well, let me ask you this: when children are at play…
creating, acting something out, are they lying?

RTAC: I think maybe the difference between a lie and 
something else is awareness of it? Maybe that’s what 
you’re saying -- it’s not a lie if we both know going into it 
that this isn’t real. 

BC: A lie needs to be covert, it needs to be withholding, 
to purposely deceive, and I don’t think that’s what theatre 
does. I think there IS a difference between suspended dis-
belief and a lie, I don’t think the two are the same. I don’t 
think you can say the two are the same, just like I don’t 
think you can say to a child “You can’t say that blanket 
fort in the living room is a secret hideaway with pirates! 
How dare you? That’s a lie.” I think that would be seen as 
damaging the creative spirit.

RTAC: I think what I mean is that at some point, the kid’s 
too old to do that. Life may have a larger scale of time, but 
I think it would be dangerous for anyone to go into a play 
and never break the illusion.

BC: Well, there are a lot of plays about people who live in 
a completely deceiving world, and then it’s a play about 
what happens when you do that. It’s a very interesting 
play. It’s a play about lying to yourself and others.

RTAC: Well, like I said, I  think part of it is rhetorical, to 
raise the question. But maybe what I’m looking at is how 
there is something to be said for the investment people put 
into fictions in general.

BC: I think most of us have experienced that…when we get 
to the end of a really good book, we have trouble moving 
on, because we’re so vested in the characters. As a direc-
tor, sometimes, for a little bit, I need to separate, because 
for that moment, for those weeks, I’ve been invested, and 
it takes me awhile to break away from that world.

RTAC: That leads me to the last area I want to cover: Ro-
land Barthes says that theatre shows us something that’s 
alive for awhile, then dies; photography does the same 
thing: it tries to capture something temporary and give it a 
sense of permanence, even though everytime you look at a 
photograph it reminds you that “this is not here.” What is 
your gut reaction to that idea of death in theater and pho-
tography as a uniting theme?

BC: [Laughs] I always feel like there’s a death at the end of 
every play: it’s over and it won’t come back, and it hurts. 
But I don’t necessarily equate the two in the same way, 
because there is this photograph that you hold onto, and 
you have, but there is no play that you hold onto, and you 
have. Most directors I know never, ever watch a video of 
a production that they’ve done, and very few watch many 
photographs. But I think to myself: if i were able to see 
flashes of a production I’ve done -- a general impression, 
rather than a story -- I think I would feel that connection. 
I think that’s how we view life, the small impressions, the 
images that are important to us. We don’t remember every 
aspect of the story, but impressions that have mattered to 
us. 



CB: I guess I’m so involved with it now I hardly see limi-
tations. If you want to call it that, perhaps you could: rarely 
can you portray a story that involves a long period of time 
and a lot of different places. In a film or a book you can 
change the place by changing the paragraph; in a movie 
you can just do the editing, and bang, bang, bang, you’re 
in another era. You can’t do that quite so much in theater: 
you’re limited by how quickly you can change the set, 
the kind of set needed. You can’t portray landscapes very 
quickly other than dropping down a piece of cloth with a 
picture on it…you can do that, but it’s difficult, if that’s 
necessary, though often it’s not necessary…I guess, from 
my perspective, you really need to work harder to create a 
good coverage of the story you want to tell than you do in 
a novel, or film. It’s more challenging, but it’s only limited 
by your imagination.

RTAC: Do you have any experience with photography?

CB: Yes. In fact I used to have a publishing company in 
Canada, and one of our products was a photographic game. 
This was before the age of digital, of course…I used to do 
quite a bit of photography, not as a professional, but I did 
a lot of it.

RTAC: What similarities do you find between theater and 
photography?

CB: I guess you’re always dealing with the view or the 
angle or the perspective from which the viewer or the pa-
tron in the theater is going to observe the final product. 
Obviously a photograph can be taken on the horizon line, 
or you can shoot so you’re very high up above the hori-
zon, or you can put your camera on the ground and shoot 
up. It’s similar in that you’ve got to think about that when 
you’re thinking about your final product. You’ve gotta 
think about sightlines, what most people in the audience 
are going to see, so you can design your set so it will be 
pleasing for the majority. And for the most part, the view is 
rectangular. In theatre you’ve got a horizontal rectangle…
with photography, you’re working with a format which is 
similar. You’ve gotta be thinking about every minute of the 
production, whereas with photography you’re only con-
cerned with that one second image that you’re gonna take: 
it’s fixed. So you’re talking about a fixed medium, and in 
theater you’re talking about something that’s continually 
flowing. You’ve also gotta think about your composition, 
of what the audience is going to see…To make a well-
balanced picture, you’ve gotta think about that. One slight 
difference: in theatre, the action is for the most part close 
to the audience and in the center of the stage. In a photo-
graph, that’s usually not what you want. 

audience. Through its lying, through its deception, it con-
veys the truth, in that it gets the viewer past a point where 
they’re just focusing on the lack of authenticity, they’re 
automatically in a frame of mind believing that this is a 
brick house. So you’ve laid their suspicions to rest, and 
you get them to believe that it’s true. You’re constantly 
trying to deceive, there’s no question about that. You’re 
trying to become masters of illusion, that’s where you cre-
ate the reality, through…magic. Theater is magic.

RTAC: What would you say is the great advantage to the-
ater, as opposed to other art forms?

CB: The great advantage…well, if you’re comparing a 
book and a movie and play, it’s apples and oranges and 
lemons. It’s three totally different things. It’s silly, really: 
the experience of being in the same room, the same four-
wall space as the actors that are doing this: you are drawn 
in in a way where you are living it. You can hear their 
breath. If you’re close enough you can smell them, maybe 
even be spit on by them. You are so much into what’s go-
ing on that you can’t compare that to a book or film. You 
can shut off the film, you can close the book; in theater, 
whether you walk out or not, the show’s going on. 

RTAC: What would you consider maybe the greatest dis-
advantage?

RTAC: My thesis is on the subject of how theater and photog-
raphy lie, and do so to tell the truth. What does that sound like 
to you?

CB: Well, you’re always hoping that what you produce in 
theater will lie to a certain extent, because you can very in-
frequently produce authenticity. You can’t put a real house on 
stage, you can’t usually afford to buy a real Victorian dress…
real, authentic stuff, you’ve got to make it look authentic, so 
nothing is real…very little is real in college productions, it’s 
cost-prohibitive. So you’re always lying in a sense to your
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RTAC: One of the authors I’m studying related theater and 
photography to one another through death. He was trying 
to dispel the notion that a photograph was like a painting, 
and he said it was far more like theater than like a painting. 
With theater we are dealing with something very transient, 
bringing it to life temporarily, but inherent in the existence 
of a play is the inevitability of its end, but for a moment 
we try to capture it and to hold onto it. With photogra-
phy, when you look at a picture, you are reminded that this 
thing happened, but you are at the same time reminded that 
it is no longer happening. What are your reflections on that 
notion of death being that unifying thing between theater 
and photography?

CB: How is that different from a painting?

RTAC: The way he explains it is that a painter can paint 
something that never happened; with a photograph, there 
is the undeniable fact that that was real. There are ways to 
mess with photography in such ways as to tell a flat-out lie, 
but usually you have to put in a lot of effort.

CB: Oh, yeah. That’s right -- he’s right.

RTAC: Any closing thoughts?

CB: Well the thought that comes to mind as to which of 
these three is a better means of communication…the novel 
or the photograph or the play? I think it’s a bad question.

RTAC: Well, let me rephrase that then: What truths do you 
think are better conveyed via theater than via other media? 
Do you think there are any that are best conveyed by the-
atre?

CB: I feel that you can sense the emotions in theatre more 
than you can in film and more than you can in a novel. I 
mean when you sit ten feet away from an actor, and they’re 
a good actor, there’s no mistaking the feelings that are in 
that room. You can see the expression, you can hear the 
agony of the actor or the joy, but you can’t see the actors 
thoughts, whereas in a novel, the novelist can spend pages 
telling you what the person is thinking about at the time. 
Some novelists do that; you don’t do that in theatre. Before 
you get your brain around where you are, the actors walk 
on stage, and you get wrapped up in the experience. It’s 
just a totally different medium. I like theatre the best.
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TINTED LENSES
Eyes are the windows to the soul, and photography is a 
doorway to the mind.

Pictures give you access to another person’s eye -- not their 
eyes, so not their soul, but their creative point of view, so...
maybe a little part of their soul.

Pictures tell stories and speak volumes about so many 
things -- a person’s outlook on life, his focus, his sense of 
color or sense of style. Even his sense of humor.

I spent an hour and a half tonight browsing a friend’s pho-
tos on Facebook -- profile pictures, artsy albums, fun col-
lections. The differences between his albums and a differ-
ent friend’s shots are the differences between the two. One 
takes a lot of black and whites, a lot of low level lighting, 
high-contrast pictures; still life shots, self-portraits, close-
ups and awkward angles that somehow turn out beauti-
fully. The other takes dozens of pictures of the everyday, 
of people and places and things that are constantly coming 
and going and changing -- flowers, landscapes, insects.
Photography takes a minute, a moment, a fraction of a sec-
ond that is past before you can blink, and freezes it. Stills 
it forever. Makes it something you can go back and look 
at always. A smile, a giggle, a shout of surprise, a soli-
tary tear that escapes a half-closed eye. The moments you 
choose to capture, the ones that aren’t accidental, say so 
much about the way you look at life. The angles you use, 
the lighting you seek, the segment of a landscape or the 
characteristic of a person’s face on which you choose to 
focus explain your point of view more clearly than your 
words might do.

So what am I postulating? What have I gathered; what life 
lesson have I perceived to be flung out to me; what half-
baked, crackpot wisdom or insight as to the meaning of 
life will I thrust into cyberspace, regardless of its insipid 
and preposterous qualities, or the self-contradicting nature 
possessed by most of my musings?
I don’t know. I have nothing to offer. I’m merely curious.
I want to look at more pictures; I want to understand [you] 
more.

That’s all.

Samantha Mendez is a junior English major, danc-
er, and actress who dabbles in photography. The 
following are excerpts from her personal writings 

on the subjects of theater and photography.
Photo Credit: Kevin Rimando
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“Your attitude should be the same as that of Christ Jesus.” 
Is there a higher characterization given? To act as Jesus did 
– “who, being in very nature God, did not consider equal-
ity with God something to be grasped, but made himself 
nothing,  taking the very nature of a servant, being made 
in human likeness.”

To be the Creator of the universe, living on earth, encased 
in the meaty, sweating, stinking parcel of flesh and blood 
of Your fallen creation, and yet to retain completely the 
highest degree of holiness and perfection of soul…

And this is not the extent to which the love and devotion 
of our Savior reaches; in addition to taking on the charac-
ter, playing the role of ‘human,’ Jesus gives us His own 
perfection, his own character. We are commanded to act 
as He did – an impossible, insurmountable mandate – and 
we are provided with the means to do so (yet ‘this not of 
yourselves; it is the gift of God’), or at least, to give the 
appearance of doing so:

I have been crucified with Christ and  
I no longer live, but Christ lives in me.
The life I live in the body, I live by faith in the Son of God, 
who loved me and gave himself for me.

We are privileged – we are disguised, well-costumed: act-
ing is often spoken of as being farcical, as employing a lot 
of smoke and mirrors, and the greatest illusion in history is 
that which occurs each time a soul accepts his most impor-
tant role: ‘saved soul.’ Upon acceptance, Jesus the Christ 
imbues the soul with His life, and makes the man the kind 
of creature upon whom God may look and say ‘You are my 
child, whom I love.’ When our Audience looks at us, He 
does not see a pitiful scrap of humanity limping about on 
the world’s apron. He sees the unsurpassable beauty, ever-
lasting strength, glorious and bright-shining perfection of 
His Son, and it brings Him joy.

Performance – acting, singing, dancing, all of it – is an 
amazing world. In it, you may pretend as much as you like 
and as long as possible to be whatever and whomever you 
please; it is one of the most glorious and exhilarating ave-
nues of escape and imagination accessible to humankind…
and it is but a shadow, but a mirror, of the ultimate (and so 
very, very real!) flight of fancy by which we sojourn home. 
To relinquish everything that is of you; to become nothing, 
and yet, in that very nothingness, to be given everything. 
What a sweet surrender it is.

CENTER STAGE
You know what I love the most about the stage? 
Anonymity.

Yes.

Every time you step onstage, you’re a new person; you’re 
not you, not really. You’re a character – you’re given a role 
to play, and a set of lines to say, or a sequence of move-
ments to execute (I hate that word. Execute. You’re not 
killing the movement, are you?), to exhibit , or a series of 
notes and lyrics to deliver. Every movement, every expres-
sion, comes not from you, but from your character. What 
would your character do in this situation? What would he 
say? How would he react? Terrified? Exhausted? Ecstatic? 
Indignant? Flummoxed? So rich and varied the emotions 
and expressions one can have; so many choices for the art-
ist in his living medium to make. Everything you do con-
tributes to an audience’s conception of your character. The 
most jovial person alive may play a cold-hearted killer; 
this, then, is what is seen, what is ingested. The carapace 
of character exhibited by the performer becomes that with 
which the audience is acquainted; the person underneath 
means very little at all beyond a physical cue to memory 
– and even that is altered mightily by makeup, dyes, cos-
tuming choices, etc. You, the actor, are a nobody. You are 
nothing.

And there is no greater bliss, no more freedom, than in that 
knowledge. You, as you, are not. you are not known, you 
are not seen, you are not heard. And you are completely 
and totally liberated. And you are never as much yourself 
as when you are somebody else.

When else are you presented with opportunities to face 
fears, exhibit emotions, or think thoughts that you – as you 
– never would? Performing, truly performing, strips one 
of excesses, of all the pieces of the daily costume, all the 
props, all the routine affectations. A performer is naked. 
Beautifully so. Nothing but a raw, exposed soul upon the 
stage, one who has allowed another’s words and actions 
and feelings to completely overwhelm and saturate his 
own personality, who has interpreted a character in such a 
way that the character’s personality is his, even while that 
is exactly what it is not.

In a similar way, the Christian is given a role to play – not 
saying that the way we behave is an act. It is much more 
than a role. It is that absorption, that imputation, that sub-
stitution – of Christ’s person for your whole self. 
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LYING TRUTHto tell the
A d a m  k.  b o g e r t

photographer (n.)
 (1) literally, one who writes (-graph) with light (photo-).
 (2) One who uses light to make a record of events and/or to tell a story.
 (3) One who plays a vital role in choosing which aspects of life are 
  remembered, and how.
 (4) A professional liar whose chief means of lying is the omission of 
  certain aspects of the Truth.
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I find it interesting that two of the most important names 
for Christ are “Word of God” and “Light of the World.” 
Between those two names, my principle ambitions in life 
are contained. I work in words and light. Chromatically, I 
am intrigued by the difference: writing is (usually) black 
bleeding into unstained pages; photography is light enter-
ing a darkened chamber. Both are a form of creation.

John 1:5 says “The light shines in the darkness, but the 
darkness has not understood it.” Such is life. Such is the 
camera. Such is the soul. First, utter darkness -- this is the 
nature of the chamber. And then, at the appointed time, the 
shutter opens, and blinding light enters. A flash, easy to 
miss, hard to see -- and the chamber goes dark once more. 
For the most part, the chamber remains unchanged, dark 
as ever, perhaps more aware of its darkness than before 
because of the light.

But the film… the film is irrevocably altered. 

There is, as some professors here would like to call it, an 
awful responsibility for one who proposes to write with 
light. The camera is inherently unnatural, an object of 
death. It takes the vibrancy of active life and freezes it for-
ever; the marvel is that so few ever stop to ponder that 
cryogenic terror. When you look at a photograph, you are 
seeing people as they once were, like insects trapped in 
glass. You are unqualifiedly looking into the past. 

Yet look at what we say. If you were to show me a pho-
tograph taken at your third birthday party, you might be-
gin to point things out: this is my mom, cutting the cake 
here. And that’s Joe, my best friend at the time…he moved 
away the following summer. Oh, and of course, there in 
the middle is me. This…is me. Is.

Of course, you’re quite wrong. You might have said, “this 
is a picture of me.” Or, more to the point, you might have 
said “this was me” -- supposing of course that your entire 
former essence could be contained in a single frame. Re-
ally it’s more accurate to say “this was what I looked like, 
what I was doing at the time -- this was part of my life; this 
is part of my past.” 

But we do not say such things. I don’t even say such things, 
even after taking the time to notice the inconsistency. What 
intrigues me isn’t that we talk about photographs incor-
rectly, but that we do so so blatantly and automatically. 
Something about the photograph demands at least the rec-
ognition that we get in Magritte’s “The Treachery

of Images,” and yet we still feel inclined to argue; when 
confronted with a photograph, we hear “ceci n’est pas une 
pipe,” and we insist that “yes, it is.”

Translation: “This is not a pipe.” Implication: It’s a picture of one.

We come closer to the truth if we consider that it’s not just 
your third-grade birthday party picture wherein you say 
“this is me.” It is, or rather should be, every photograph of 
you which wins that explanation. Considered on the whole, 
if we were to take all of the photographs ever taken of you 
and then say of the lump sum that this is you, we’d be a lot 
closer to verity, if still of course lying. When you think of 
it, what is the act of tagging on a site like Facebook if not 
saying “this is me” ? Indeed, that’s precisely what it is.

Of course on Facebook a variety of things may happen. 
Aside from the common and -- well, I won’t say proper, 
that’s too judgmental -- typical act of tagging photographs 
which actually feature the person tagged, we have the phe-
nomenon of tagging objects or places with people’s names 
too. I possess at least one photograph of four lunch trays 
sitting beside a bench in the HAL courtyard wherein the 
trays have been tagged according to the person whose 
lunch was on them. And at first, that is a bold-faced lie. 
That tray is not me, nor are any of the trays actually peo-
ple. But the trays represent us, or at least (again) part of 
us, that one particular glorious afternoon whereupon we 
four decided to eat outside; the variety between the trays 
betraying individual tastes; the very point that the four of 
us are, or were, friends, and that we had chosen to eat to-
gether at all. By tagging the trays, we have lied; but we 
have done so to tell the truth.

That said, the act of untagging provides another intriguing 
(though tangential) line of thought, and one I’ll touch on 
but briefly: when we refuse to tag, or remove existing 
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tags, what is it that we are saying? Are we saying “this 
isn’t me”? Or are we saying “this isn’t how I want people 
to perceive me”? Though either is understandable, the lat-
ter is more insidious, and thus more relevant: the pictures 
we want others to see of us, to see us in -- their fragmented 
nature is the very essence of what I mean; they tell a truth 
(but not the truth) about us. And so we find in a place like 
Facebook a battleground of voices, the photographer and 
the photographed, each striving to tell a story as if it were 
the story: the subject says “this is not me; do not show this 
to others”; the artist says “but this is you; do not lie to oth-
ers.” But of course both are correct. The unflattering angle, 
the awkward moment -- they happened, yes (the photo-
graph attests to as much), but they happened momentarily, 
they were fleeting, they were miniscule. To freeze them 
and offer them a sense of permanence is to exaggerate their 
importance; to focus on them is to lie. And so photography 
is home to another danger: that of lying by telling the truth. 
Hyperbole without disclaimer: this, too, is photography.

Until now, I’ve used the words “lie” and “truth” purely ob-
jectively. The semiotic laughs -- objectivity is impossible 
(and of course that’s true). “Lie” is loaded with a deroga-
tory connotation, partly because of religious institutions, 
and partly because we live in a culture of insecure wimps 
who can’t stand saying it like it is. Even those who agree 
with my premise feel unduly uncomfortable; they’d prefer 
a euphemism. Don’t say “lie” unless you mean it in a bad 
way. It is what it is: a lie. And lies are, to me, amoral; of-
ten immoral, but occasionally good, even necessary -- and 
I’ll allow the Holocaust historicists to handle further ques-
tions. When I tag myself in a photo of a lunch tray, I am not 
malicious; but I am lying. 

Lying with the Truth
The morality of it is perhaps best illustrated by the con-
verse, that lying via truth which is the essence of a photo. 
Many musicals (and every dance show) that I attend in-
volve, at some point, the chorus line, Rockette-style kick-
ing, one way, then the other, sometimes swinging the leg 
around in a massive arc. Invariably I, camera in hand, am 
situated near the front of the house, and (via necessity of a 
raised stage) therefore below the performers, so that -- let’s 
say the girls are skirted -- I have a rather voyeuristic angle 
on the whole matter. Now in terms of the show itself, that’s 
hardly anything at all. In the moment, the kicks are imbued 
with innocence, frivolity -- they’re coquettish at worst, but 
not seductive. The eye catches nothing; it cannot, even if it 
wanted to. But the camera can freeze the moment, and sud-
denly that which was never really seen or meant to be by 
any person present at the event of the photograph becomes 
exceedingly -- shockingly -- seen. 

So where is the line, then, between vanity and modesty? 
When one girl makes a dreadful face, and the picture is 
preserved, the photographer’s defense may be: this is the 
truth. It happened because you willed for it to. To hide or 
erase it would be to deny a true history: damn your pride, 
I will publish this. Yet though the choral line kicked, the 
intentionality was different. The lewdness of the photo-
graph undermines its veracity; in fact, it reverses it. Bar-
thes makes this clear distinction between the subject of the 
photo and that of the cinema: the first poses before the lens, 
the second passes. Photography of the theatre -- the captur-
ing on film of passing action -- is thus a matter more of cin-
ema than of photography itself. Pictures say “intentional.” 
It is a fluke in the system that allows for the unintentional 
photograph. Thus we must accept the painful reality of a 
subjective rule: just because a photograph exists of some-
thing doesn’t mean the message of that photograph is true. 
As Barthes puts it,

“Photography never lies: or rather, it can lie as 
to the meaning of the thing…never to its exis-
tence. Impotent with regard to general ideas (to fic-
tion), its force is nonetheless superior to everything 
the human mind can or can have conceived to as-
sure us of reality--but also this reality is never any-
thing but a contingency (“so much, no more”).” 

There is a key difference between Barthes and I: I am a 
photographer, and he -- by his own admission -- was de-
cidedly not, “not even an amateur photographer: too impa-
tient for that.” He has come to his conclusion based merely 
on the personal experience of photographs in his own time 
(writing on this topic in the last few years of the 1970s), 
making him at once the poorest judge of the photogra-
pher’s intentions and the best judge of the photographer’s 
actual communique, as perhaps only one unacquainted 
with art is fit to judge its universal message. That he, a 
twentieth-century Frenchman in a pre-digital world, and 
I, a twenty-first century American with Photoshop at my 
disposal, can come to such close agreement on the medium 
must not be taken lightly. It is with wonder that I read in 
his Camera Lucida a direct confirmation of my own haunt-
ing suspicions, as Barthes grapples with photographs of 
his late mother:

“It was not she, and yet it was no one else. I would have 
recognized her among thousands of other women, yet I 
did not “find” her. I recognized her differentially, not 
essentially. Photography thereby compelled me to per-
form a painful labor; straining toward the essence of
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her true identity, I was struggling among images par-
tially true, and therefore totally false. To say, confront-
ed with a certain photograph, “That’s almost the way 
she was!” was more distressing than to say, confronted 
with another “That’s not the way she was at all.” The 
almost: love’s dreadful regime, but also the dream’s 
disappointing status--which is why I hate dreams.”

Partially true, and therefore totally false. This is the pho-
tograph: a dream, cruel not because it is cruel, but because 
its niceness isn’t real.

Limitations of Photography
Perhaps the discussion heretofore has been a bit too pe-
dantic; if so, I apologize. Let’s talk broader strokes. If all 
of God’s creation is reality -- is truth -- then it follows 
that any single aspect of creation in isolation is necessarily 
only partial truth. This should not be a deterrent from pur-
suing the true, but a recognized shortcoming of the capac-
ity for human discovery and knowledge. A photograph’s 
scope, even at the most panoramic -- say, a picture of the 
whole globe -- is intrinsically limited. The physical field of 
view can only be so large (or, if we seek detail, so small); 
we cannot help but leave things out, either via zoom (it’s 
out of the shot) or focus (who is that back there?). Then, 
of course, we are limited to the visual; a photograph of a 
beach campsite can elicit the sound of crashing waves, the 
feel of a crisp breeze moving in over the Atlantic, the smell 
of camp smoke soaked into a hooded sweatshirt, the taste 
of swallowed saltwater, but it cannot capture them. 

And then there’s Time. If the difference between photogra-
phy and cinema is that of posing versus passing, it is thus 
that of freezing versus motion. When movement in a film 
stops, it is jarring -- just as it would be were a photograph 
to suddenly spring to life. The photograph is life at that 
moment, not the preceding or following moment, but the 
exact, singular moment. Who among us has not become 
upset at having “missed” the shot, bitterly aware that a 
unique thing has passed and will never again be in quite 
the same way? Often, our failure to capture a moment is 
a source of frustration; the fear that we will be passed by 
by something monumental has driven millions of cameras 
and camcorders into the hands of parents and narcissists 
everywhere. Ignoring the physical limitations, we strive 
to push back the hands of time by stopping the people and 
the places we love, fragment by fragment, on little squares 
of film. 

It is only later, when we look back over our lives, that we 
are confronted with the terrible reality of what we have

done, which is not to have captured our loved ones, but to 
have rendered with permanence their position in our lives 
as having been, but also as being no more. This sad, star-
tling truth is not home to a painting; as Barthes notes, 

“Painting can feign reality without having seen it…
Contrary to these imitations, in Photography I can 
never deny that the thing has been there. There is a 
superimposition here: of reality and of the past. And 
since this constraint exists only for Photography, we 
must consider it, by reduction, as the very essence, the 
noeme of Photography.”

A photograph will not always say the same thing to a per-
son (and it will never say the same thing to a different 
person). A photo of one’s wedding may produce bliss for 
years, but after divorce it becomes a thorn. I may treasure 
a portrait of a girl I think I am in love with, but when, years 
later, I come across it, it will mean very close to nothing; 
what power it has will be nostalgic: i will remember having 
been pleased by it, but it will not actually please me again. 
Still, my memory acts upon me: not simply the events in 
the photo, but my experience with the photo itself, have a 
historical claim on my emotions.  When I look at a picture 
of myself freshman year, I may remember the happiness of 
certain naivete, relationships, events, etc. But the very act 
of remembering, rather than knowing, brings that “past” 
into focus, and I recognize that I am no longer a freshman. 
I am viewing something that was, but no longer is; I am, in 
fact, looking at death. 

Death: The Common Denominator
This death, pondered, can become maddening, for the 
death is not absent now, and then appears later; it is, in fact, 
always there, but we are blind to it when we are in the mo-
ment. Yet every photograph speaks of death. A photograph 
of the past speaks of a death that has already occurred -- 
that’s simple enough -- but so, to, does a photograph in the 
present speak of a death that is going to happen. Looking 
over photographs taken in the theater over the last month, 
I see not the things themselves (the joy of the moment, 
the warmth of the people) but instead a chilling farewell, 
the inevitability of leaving both these places and the lives 
of these wonderful people forever. Instead of drawing me 
softly into the past, the photo thrusts me headlong into the 
future, saying not, “this has been,” but rather “this shall 
never again be.” The photograph throws in our face a re-
ality we might otherwise have missed, not a present, but 
a future past. A painting can only ever give us what has 
been, because it is always a fiction, even at the pinnacle 
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of verisimilitude. Only the photograph can provide such a 
jolt as to provide this terrible forecast. Barthes agrees, and 
offers a new (and, happily, fitting) foil:

“Yet it is not (it seems to me) by Painting that Pho-
tography touches art, but by Theater…The camera ob-
scura, in short, has generated at one and the same time 
perspective painting, photography, and the diorama, 
which are all three arts of the stage; but if Photogra-
phy seems to me closer to the Theater, it is by way of a 
singular intermediary (and perhaps I am the only one 
who sees it): by way of Death. We know the original 
relation of the theater and the cult of the Dead: the 
first actors separated themselves from the community 
by playing the role of the Dead: to make oneself up was 
to designate oneself as a body simultaneously living 
and dead…Now it is this same relation which I find in 
the Photograph; however “lifelike” we strive to make 
it (and this frenzy to be lifelike can only be our mythic 
denial of an apprehension of death), Photography is a 
kind of primitive theater, a kind of Tableau Vivant, a 
figuration of the motionless and made-up face beneath 
which we see the dead. “

Good Liars
I had the delightful opportunity several weeks ago to watch 
a friend of mine perform a one-woman play based on the 
life of Zelda Fitzgerald; that is to say, of a woman who is 
dead now. She was also dead when the play was written, 
and she was going to die at the time she wrote the letters 
which the playwright used to compile the play. The play 
takes place on the day she died, which attendees were told 
in the program even before the play began; thus, from the 
start, everything “Zelda” said or did was lent a sort of trag-
ic tint, because we were always (if not consciously) aware 
of the inevitability of her death. “Zelda” does not die dur-
ing this play, but in a way she is dead the whole time. 

Of course, my friend is still very much alive (perhaps mo-
reso, because she isn’t being constantly drained by the 
stress of the production). But she will never again be Zelda 
-- except, ironically, in the photographs I took of her per-
formance; moreover, she never actually was Zelda. It was, 
of course, an illusion, one that lasted for 96 minutes each 
night for three nights, and one that had begun to emerge 
over the preceding months of rehearsing and preparatory 
research. For 96 minutes, my friend told the audience “I 
am Zelda Fitzgerald. This is my story.” And, unconscious-
ly, we believed her. We had to. To reach the tragic truth of 
who this woman had been, of certain aspects of the past, 

of the implications, whatever they might be, for our own 
lives, we needed to suspend our disbelief. Everyone in that 
room was aware that Zelda Fitzgerald was not actually in 
the room, but for 96 minutes, she was. Like the trays in 
HAL courtyard, we substituted a truth for a lie, and at the 
end of it all, we were happy to have done so.

When Christ reprimands the Pharisees, he continuously 
refers to them as hypocrites, a word which has today been 
greatly watered down by misuse, but at his time would 
have been unmistakable; “hypocrite,” in Greek, means 
“actor,” and Christ’s charge is against those who claim 
to be something they are not; whose words and actions 
(read:acting) are not in line with who they really are. It is 
fitting that modern translators fail to draw a line between 
those who act and those who lie. They are essentially the 
same. Theater is, at the most basic level, people pretending 
to be something they are not. Good theater is what happens 
when they succeed in convincing you, when the actor is 
lost and replaced by the fiction. Theater is not malicious, 
but it is deception, fabrication; stop mincing words, and 
theater is a pack of beautiful, elaborate lies. The fact that 
the audience is willing to be “taken in” hardly changes the 
fact that they are, between the first scene and final act, at 
some point, believing a lie. 

Of course, the audience sees the result of weeks or months 
(sometimes, especially with film, years) of preparation. 
For students of the late Stanislavsky, true acting can only 
occur when one ceases to lie even to oneself; when the ac-
tor abandons himself, and becomes the character, he has 
arrived. Now, not all performers adhere to the Method, but 
those who can master it tend to provide the performances 
we best remember (and are most deceived by). The late 
Heath Ledger died as the film The Dark Knight finished 
production, and his performance as “The Joker” stunned 
audiences, who could be heard afterwards saying they 
couldn’t even see Ledger in the performance. The specu-
lation that Ledger’s questionable demise came as a result 
of the psychological ramifications of his part still carries 
an air of legitimacy; Ledger was a Method actor, and it 
may well be that his physical death came as the logical 
conclusion to his spiritual death -- death to himself, life 
to his character. He left everything on the stage, and his 
untimely death stripped audiences of the capacity to dis-
believe the performance; some argue (not unconvincingly) 
that the man never stopped being The Joker; he took his lie 
to the grave.
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Yet from this tragedy, a world of hope is born. The Dark 
Knight has inspired millions, working its way into discus-
sions, lectures, and even sermons; the powerful fiction of a 
lucrative crime-fighter and a violent madman have raised 
questions about morality, about the way citizens view one 
another, about the cost of loving someone. Great truths 
have been extracted from the mire of deception.

Mediation: The Difference
However, cinema is not photography, and it isn’t theater 
either. Two great differences are immediately apparent. 
The first is proximity and awareness of audience; theater 
is deeply personal and private; it often forbids filming, and 
sometimes forbids even photographing. No two perfor-
mances are precisely alike; lines are forgotten, scenes are 
improvised, tech fails, voices are lost, blocking is altered -- 
the list is endless. The sheer energy of a crowd’s response 
(whether laughter at jokes or silence at gravity) drives the 
performers, and so an audience has a real (if intangible) 
impact on the show itself. The second difference is what I 
will call mediation. Theater, at its purest, is unmediated; a 
person may write and perform her own play, and the audi-
ence receives it directly. Even more traditional presenta-
tions are only slightly mediated: the director interprets, the 
actors interpret, and then it is passed on to the audience. 
But a film’s mediation is almost impossible to enumerate. 
Added to the directorial and actor interference, we have 
that of the cinematographer, of the animator, of the sound 
mixer, of the film editor, and then perhaps of the method 
of distribution (whereas theaters control their venue, films 
can be seen just about anywhere, and at any of a variety of 
qualities). 

The hyper-mediation of films (and their increasing reliance 
on computer-generated graphics) has rendered them in-
creasingly implausible; lacking the believability they once 
possessed (the alarming realness that even the very first 
primitive experiments with moving pictures conveyed), 
films have become entertaining diversions which make us 
ever-aware of what they are. Film can no longer lie effec-
tively, because we are always reminded we are being lied 
to. Hollywood has devolved from magician to cheap con 
artist; it’s no wonder that film enthusiasts turn evermore 
to independent, low-budget endeavors to find the artistry 
they cherish.

Perhaps they should turn to film’s predecessor, the theater. 
The theater still defies our expectations, fills our lives with 
wonder, catches us by surprise. I may watch a movie every 
day for a month, and see one play over the same period of 
time, but the play will stay with me for the rest of my life 

in a way few films ever could. Like Barthes’ photographs, 
every film has a studium, a handful of points that can be 
reduced to a summary for the TVGuide. Only a precious 
few films possess a punctum, an aspect that refuses to be 
ignored or forgotten. The very nature of theater -- rare, 
personal, temporary, immediate (and, thus, unmediated) 
-- increases the likelihood and intensity of punctum in it; 
though it can hardly be said that all plays have punctum 
(for there are definitely some truly forgettable plays), I find 
that most, or (at least) most that see the light of stage, do. 

Lying to Tell the Truth
When I photograph a play, I drown in the deception. I am, 
first of all, capturing an elaborate lie on film; and because 
it is a photograph, it will be perceived as true. To call a lie 
the truth -- this is the first lie. The second lie is the lie of 
space, as I leave out some part of the stage, or some part 
of the room, or the sound of the actors, or the music, or the 
smell of the fog machine, or the pain in my back from sit-
ting for two hours. The third lie is the lie of time, the ban-
ishment to irrelevance of all the moments I fail to capture, 
or choose not to, and thus the emphasis on (the lending of 
importance to) those moments I do capture. The fourth lie 
is the tagging of the actors, for (if they are acting) they are 
not really there in the picture (of course, they are). 

Along with the lies, there is the truth of death: the mo-
ment a performance ends, it is gone forever (the next night, 
phoenix-like, replaces it, and mirrors it, but is not it). The 
run of the show ends, too, and therein is a second death, 
and the permanent one that all involved with theater feel 
the pangs of, the bittersweet relief of “getting one’s life 
back” coupled with the death of the character you’ve been 
(or, for the technician, the characters you’ve befriended). 
The show’s end brings with it the end of the company -- 
the cast and crew -- and thus means new deaths: of rela-
tionship with place, with people, with the life itself; for 
some (like me) the (possible) death of theater itself as per-
sonal experience. The photographs live on, but they bring 
the death with them, a constant reminder that this thing 
which happened stopped happening, and is, even now, not 
happening, nor will be. The laughter they brought about 
upon the first viewing is now merely a smile and a sigh, 
a visit from our good friend Nostalgia, who tells us of the 
times when we were lied to, and the truths, like jewels, we 
reaped thereby. AKB
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PUNCTUM
PEWof

The

Roland Barthes describes the essence of a photograph, the 
part that reaches out and grabs you and won’t let you go, 
the part that bruises you, that leaves an irrevocable scar 
on your soul, as the “punctum.” He also makes it quite 
clear that the punctum can never be communicated; no 
two people will feel the same when they see an image. That 
can’t be helped. So to some extent, looking over the shows 
that I’ve been a part of the pictures that I’ve taken -- and 
then trying to convey something of what all this has meant 
to me -- is an exercise in futility. And yet the task is ir-
resitable. I have spoken at length about the lies inherent in 

theatre and photography. It’s time to speak of truth. 



I entered Grove City College in the fall of 2007 with absolutely no 
idea what theater was. I’d elected to take a course called “World 

Drama” only because I wasn’t much of a fan of poetry, and I 
wanted to get some English elective out of the way my first se-
mester. I soon learned that the class would amount to reading a 
slew of plays from throughout history. I also learned that I’d be 
required to work backstage for at least twenty hours of technical 

work. Clueless as to what I was getting myself into, I applied 
to be on the “run crew” of the mainstage musical, “Crazy for 
You.” Sixty hours later, I’d found a new home. Looking over 

the blogs I wrote at the time, I’m amused at both my na-
ivete and my insight. I seem to have totally misinterpreted 

some things, while truly grasping others. At the time, I 
was fixated on the divide between actors and techies, a 
divide which even today I am still struck by, straddle it 
as I might. “Crazy for You” is most memorable simply 
because it was first for me: first tech, first stage, first 

show, first disaster, first friends, cast party, first strike. 
I learned that some people would only be there for 

hours, and hated it; others, like me, would live for it:

“It’s hard to summarize the changes these past few 
weeks have wrought in me. To be sure, my begin-
nings on the run crew were far from reassuring. I 
learned pretty quickly that i wasn’t the only one 
there for mandated hours, and roughly half the 

crew would’ve been infinitely grateful had some 
disaster befallen the PFAC, liberating them 
of their charge. But not me. Three days into 
rehearsals i’d decided i was at home among 
the giant sets, the inspired music, and all the 
people pretending to be someone else. After 
eighteen years wondering where exactly i 
belonged, the theatre found me. It wrapped 
me in its legs and teasers, spiked my posi-

tion on the floor, and promised me that, 
for the next four years of my life, i’d 

always have somewhere to be.”

Four years later, and I’ve loved every 
second of being around “all the 

people pretending to be someone 
else.” 
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PUNCTUM
PEW

CRAZY for YOU



I don’t think I’ll ever know what possessed Professor Craig to direct two full-length productions simultaneously. For my 
own part, I helped do PR for La Bete while working run crew for L&L. Everyone talks so much about La Bete -- after all, 
it went to the Kennedy Center, it won awards and popularity, and was largely instrumental in the relaunching of the show 
on Broadway. It was fantastic, to be sure. It was also (and this makes me laugh in hindsight) the first show for which I 
auditioned. I had absolutely no idea what I was in for when I stepped into that classroom and made a fool of myself. But 

I’m glad I did it.

It’s Lettice & Lovage that will stick with me, though. I’ll never forget the little things -- like tripping over the cat’s cage five 
minutes before it needed to go onstage, and the great irritation (culminating in a hiss) which the trip caused in the cat’s…
performance. But I think the thing that really has stuck with me about this show was the cast party. We were at the Craigs’ 
home (the only time I’ve ever been there), and I noticed Rebecca, the lead actress (she was Lettice Douffet), sitting alone by 
the bay window. I still don’t know what led me to strike up a conversation, but I’m glad I did. She felt very insecure, alone 
in a room full of people who were too busy celebrating the other show to pay much attention to her. Her performance had 
been fantastic, and extremely exhausting; she had had to, more or less, become Mrs. Craig, far louder and more dramatic 
than she seemed comfortable with being. Facets of Lettice would emerge in Becca’s performances over the next few years, 

and I’d always value having been there and having respected her before everyone else caught on the following year.

Moreover, I learned an important lesson about humanity. If Becca could feel alone after leading a show, then the social dis-
content I’d felt as a techie wasn’t unique to black-clothed people. The need for community was universal, and the desire to 
find it backstage was irresistible. Over the years Becca and I have developed an interesting relationship: I take horrendous 
pictures of her, and she pretends to hate me for them. But we’re friends; and it’s probably in large part because Professor 

Craig directed two plays at once. 
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LETTICE and LOVAGE

La Bete



I still remember the shock of discovering I’d been cast by Dr. Dixon, 
especially in light of a straight-up terrible audition. Yes, it was one of (if 
not the) smallest roles in the play, but it was precisely the sort of thing 
I wanted: a chance to step out onto the stage without being there long 
enough to panic. And bantering with Spencer was great. I guess I have 
a lot more in common with William than I’d like to: the aloofness, the 
rejection, the role of butt to so many jokes. But that’s not really what 
sticks out to me when I look back on that wonderful, magic production. 

What I remember most are the long weeks of rehearsals which I at-
tended, often with camera in tow, not because my presence was re-
quired (I was only in a single scene) but because the presence of po-
tential friends drew me there. The show was great, to be sure -- and 
having my family come out to support me (the first and last time 
they’d see any theatrical endeavor with which I was involved) was up-
lifting, but it was the long hours spent out in the seats with my fel-
low cast members that lives on in my memories, and those pictures… 
the four or five albums’ worth of rehearsal pictures. This is the only 
show I have (non-dress) rehearsal photographs of, and as such 
it is the best reminder of the reason we do what we do: the family. 
h t t p : / / t h e e m p y r e a l w o r d s m i t h . b l o g -
s p o t . c o m / 2 0 0 8 / 0 9 / h o w - t o - s t o p - a c t i n g . h t m l
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La Bete

AS YOU LIKE IT



Making me the technical director of anything at this point in my life was probably a huge mistake. Making me the techni-
cal director after all the other tech positions had been filled and were well on their way, and then expecting me to just sort of 
figure out what needed to be done? Insane. And yet, despite my incompetence, this show was brilliant. Children’s Theatre 
teaches a lesson which even the best mainstage productions cannot, because Children’s Theatre pulls you from your classes, 
and your friends, and your homework, stresses you out with its strict deadlines, terrifies you with dropped lines and missing 
props and costumes, and then makes it all worthwhile when some five year-old child jumps up and down with glee upon see-
ing his or her favorite character in-person. Each show we say a prayer in which we claim to remember that God is the reason 
for what we do; but it is only in the faces of the kids that we find the Christ we serve truly reflected. The effect is exhilarat-
ing, humbling, and far and away the most rewarding thing that we do each year in Pew. 
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ALICE in WONDERLAND



Cliff was asked by some historical society in Mercer to write a 
play about the fateful voyage to the North Pole which had featured, 
among other noteworthy characters, a doctor from the nearby town 

of Sandy Lake. At this point nothing in Cliff’s bag of tricks sur-
prises me; he is truly the Renaissance man, capable of seemingly 

everything. Who knew the man who spends so much time with 
power tools and wood is also an incredible playwright, historicist, 
and assistant director? I guess that’s the first big lesson of Polari-
ties: never underestimate the power of a Newfoundlander. Polari-

ties was my second time on the stage, and the biggest challenge to 
my nerves to date, because I had to not laugh when Rachel Perry 

walked out in an oversized parka and spoke in Eskimo. That Perry 
was somehow responsible for anyone’s death -- let alone the jovial 
George Jaggers -- became an endless source of entertainment, and 

the confused faces of everyone who sees my cast shirt, boasting the 
phrase “Kudlooktu Did It” never get old. Yet it was the after-party 

at Cliff’s house, and the delighted faces of my friends with sparkler 
in hands, which makes me happiest I was part of this quaint yet 

daunting production.
I suppose it’s cheating to talk about Godspell, since I wasn’t part 
of it. But it became a part of me. I attended every performance, 
and took thousands of photographs. But even the photographer 
in me lost out to the awesome power of this play, and I couldn’t 
be the distant observer I tend to be when functioning in that 
role. Godspell delivered the story of Christ in the most beautiful 
and jarring way I’ve ever experienced it; one performance liter-
ally sent me to my knees, feeling closer to God than ever before, 
staining a pillow with tears of penance and joy realer than I’d 
felt in years. 

http://theempyrealwordsmith.wordpress.com/2009/11/03/veri-
tas-lux-mea-or-regarding-godspell/
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POLARITIES

GODSPELL



Carnival was a sort of awakening for me. After failing to be involved with 
My Fair Lady and Enemy of the People, I realized I had drifted dramatically 
away from the theatre. This notion struck me head-on when I arrived to 
load-in for the show, looked around, and realized that half the people in the 
room had no idea who I was. The fact that I’d been part of so many shows, 
was an officer of the theater honorary, and had always considered the place 
my home stood in stark contrast with the empty faces around me. I knew I 
needed to change something, and fast.

So I did something which I probably shouldn’t have been able to do, but 
because of how great these people are, it worked: I hung out backstage. I 
took pictures in the halls and makeup rooms. I chatted with freshmen and 
sophomores, techie and actor alike. I joined hands in the prayer circles 
before each show. And though I hadn’t been there for all the rehearsals, and 
though I served no immediate function in the play, I was part of it nonethe-
less. In time, the pictures that I took would delight my friends (new and old 
alike), and several of the new relationships would flourish over the next 
eight months. More immediately, I had a chance to go out for a small cast 
and crew party at the local Eat ‘N Park. Here, then, was the full reversal of 
the rejection I’d felt freshman year. Then, I had been fully engaged, and felt 
rejected. Now I was disengaged, but accepted all the same. It was time to 
reengage. 
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CARNIVAL ORCHESIS



Before I talk about my final semester as a GCC student, I need to take a mo-
ment to talk about Orchesis. As an overweight introvert, dancing has never 
played a role in my life. I grew up assuming that things like ballet were the 
epitome of girly, and that dance in general was not worth my attention. Yet 

something -- likely, friends -- compelled me to attend the dance show my 
freshman year, and each year since I have made sure to be there. Years later, 
I am still pretty naive, but I’ve come to love the power of the dance that I, in 
my ignorance, cannot hope to articulate. The freedom and control of the mo-
tion, the exciting connection between the rhythm of the dancer and the music 

of the dance, the terrible beauty of the human form delighting unabashedly 
in the God-given power of movement. It is for me at once an inspiration to 

be thin, and thus to dance myself, and a way to soar vicariously in the talents 
of others. Add to this beauty the hilarious vindication of the technician -- the 

unique techie dance, which gives those who are so often in the darkness a 
chance to shamelessly, joyfully leap into the light -- and Orchesis has be-
come a tradition as important to me as any of the drama that transpires in 

Ketler Auditorium.
Orchesis, ultimately, is the closest I can get to the idea of punctum in Pew. 

With drama, something I at least think I understand, I may try to explain its 
power. I may look at a picture and say “this is what this says to me.” But 
with Orchesis, words fail me, and I am left simply with the wound. I’ve 

come to love that wound.
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CARNIVAL ORCHESIS



When I received the email from Cliff informing me that the success or 
failure of this entire production would rest squarely, and heavily, on my 
shoulders, I didn’t really know what to think. Run Crew, while obviously 
important, had never struck me as a particularly hefty or stressful job, and 
I suppose it’s not usually supposed to be. But this wasn’t a typical show. 
As a scene transpired on stage, the orchestra pit would be loaded for the 
next one; then it’d be going right back down, being struck and set even 
as new action unfolded above the pit crew’s heads on the main stage. 
This cycle would viciously repeat for over two and a half hours, and our 
ability to silently, swiftly work both stages, and the rail, all throughout 
the show -- this was the burden Cliff had meant. I soon learned that self-
reliance doesn’t cut it; teamwork was essential, and coordination of three 
or four people to pull something off is never really the result of a single 

person’s efforts. 

But the show itself -- based on one of, if not the, best novels of all time 
-- had power all its own. The conversations I overheard and partook in 
over the ensuing weeks confirmed Dostoevsky’s incredible vision of hu-
man nature and man’s relationship to God. Yet it was the conversations 
on stage -- between Ivan and Alyosha, and between Ivan and his devil 
-- which I will likely never forget. The words, the ideas -- these stick 
with you regardless of whether (and perhaps because) you want them to 
let you alone. They are the hard questions about faith, about suffering, 
about freedom which have plagued me for years, and which I needed to 
see dramatized to grasp the true import of. Most importantly, I learned 
about hope -- hope in redemption, in reconciliation, and in escape from 
the mind-ravaging heresy of a person like myself -- that is, like Ivan -- 
which I found, finally, in the jarring notion that the man who had created 
Ivan had also created Alyosha, and had meant for us to take the latter’s 

view on life.
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The  BROTHERS KARAMAZOV



This was, as far as I knew when I joined, the final theatrical production of my life (at least in terms of the near future). I 
almost missed it, too, were it not for the would-be stage manager having been cast in a leading role, pulling the would-be 
TD into his place and leaving that position open for an all-too-happy me. The bunch of us sat in Professor Craig’s tiny of-
fice, pouring over dates and figuring out precisely what was going to happen when. At some point I raised the fact that we 
had exactly seventeen days between Brothers K set strike and the first tech rehearsal for this show. Craig almost killed me, 
and accused me of having done what was “such a man thing to do.” Indeed, save for Brad (and, later, Ken) I was indeed 
one of few vestiges of testosterone in this show…even the lead, a male crocodile, was being played by a girl (and to her 
credit, it’s hard to imagine a better Lyle than Sam proved to be). 

Brad basically did most of my job (much to the chagrin of everyone on the receiving end of his tirades), which left me 
the singular opportunity to spend not only copious amounts of time backstage mingling, but also taking thousands of 
photographs. The rewards of both are even now still being reaped. The friendships I developed because of this show are 
some of the ones I will value (or miss, as the case may be) most dearly as I leave. The joy -- manifested in the hundreds 
of Facebook notifications I received over those couple weeks wherein I uploaded the products of my craft -- was what I 
thrived on, and I discovered, for better or worse, that my writing (both in ink and light) is ultimately only satisfying to me 
because it is satisfying to others; as many people as thanked me for my photos, I thanked them for their thanks. Were it 
not for them, I wouldn’t bother. And that fact -- that no endeavor in life is worthwhile if not done for the happiness of oth-
ers -- continues to inform the way I am trying to live, according to the bold declaration of hope and change I would never 
have been led to make if not for this show, and the great friendship that sprang from it.
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LYLE the CROCODILE



I auditioned for the one act festival primarily because I knew it was my last opportunity to do so, and I’d had fun the 
three other times I’d bothered to attend. I had no expectations of casting; I merely wanted the experience. So when I 
got the role -- a legitimate, memorable role -- I was ecstatic. It would mean a crazy rest of the semester (even as Lyle 
was still being put together), but it would be worth it, I knew that much. And so it proved to be -- a wonderful cast and 
directors, a really fun and funny little play, a chance to prove to myself, and maybe others, that I had actually learned 
something about acting. The moment of vindication came when Professor Craig said to me, “so, someone wrote a part 
specifically for you, huh?” She said she was proud to see how far I’d come, and though she didn’t elaborate, I knew: I 
had finally learned to forget myself and become someone else while out there.

What she didn’t know -- and what almost nobody knows even now -- is that the festival transpired over the most pain-
ful period of my life I’ve ever been through. Torn between the closeness of the end, uncertainty in my future, and bitter 
anguish over unrequited love for a friend I cared for immensely, I had begun to lose my mind. I sat in class incapable 
of thinking or focusing on anything at hand. I struggled intensely to think about Shakespeare for just long enough (3 
hours) to write a ten-page paper on, of all things, insanity and death. Looming deadlines existed as realities I couldn’t 
actually grasp, because my mind was ever elsewhere. I saw only the face of my friend, with a timer rapidly approach-
ing zero. And I felt a dagger in my mind which could only possibly be removed so as to be plunged into my heart. My 
existence was a living nightmare.

I couldn’t help acting. I needed it. For once in my life I needed to get away from myself, and acting was the only way to 
do it; a kind of psychological suicide. If any part of Adam had been on the stage when I went out there, Alexey would 
have fallen apart. Because Adam couldn’t be there -- he hadn’t been there for a long time -- and all Adam wanted to 
do was throw up, or cry, or just be alone forever. But Alexey was calm and collected. He was inherently funny. He had 
a plan -- and the fact that his plan was awful and that he was incompetent could never have occurred to him. Adam 
coveted that ignorance, that lack of self-awareness, that misplaced sense of power which he was too blind to know was 
misplaced. And so each day he looked forward to the twenty-minute reprieves, the brief chance to escape himself. 

People tell me that I was phenomenal; that they’d never expected me to act that well; that I ought to have auditioned 
at other times, and acted more. And all I could think -- all I can think -- is that I’ll never act that well again. Because 
I’ll never -- I hope -- need to get away from myself as badly as I did that week. I know, of course, that I never actu-
ally stopped being me. The pain didn’t disappear, it was merely repressed temporarily. But that’s the magic, the power 
of theater -- it affords you a convenient lie, and if you let yourself believe it, it will speak to you in ways you’d never 
imagined. On the stage, you can believe that nothing else exists but the moment. And the truth is, nothing else does. 
We’re promised no future days or hours. We might die mid-act, mid-scene, mid-line. We can either live in fear of a 
future that may never come, or live happily in a present that empowers  us. 

A little lie. 
A tremendous truth.          Image courtesy Rachel Perry.
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The RUSSIANS are COMING?
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Roland Barthes
is a popular name among
literary scholars; his contributions to
critical thought; particularly his forte for deconstruc-
tive analysis, have earned him a place among the 
most revered critical minds in history.

Camera Lucida holds an interesting position in 
Barthes’ life: it is, first of all, uncontestedly the most 
personal of his works; it is also his last: though other 
writings were released posthumously, Camera Lucida 
was published mere weeks before his death.

This haunting volume is, in essence two things: an 
exploration of the nature of photography, and Barthes’ 
attempt to handle the recent death of the mother he 
had spent his whole life living with and for. At times 
the two aims are impossible to divorce, as Barthes’ 
ideas on the medium are both formed and informed 
heavily by his pursuit -- at times maddening -- of his 
late mother via perusal of pictures of her.

The driving force behind Barthes’ theory is the fun-
damental difference between what’s “in” a photo (the 
studium) and what’s “behind” it (the punctum), the 
break between the actual subject matter of a picture 
and the spirit, the soul, of it. He marvels at how he 
can look at so many images of the person and feel 
nothing at all, and this is thrown into sharp contrast 
when he discovers the “Winter Garden” photograph, 
taken of his mother when she was a child. Barthes is 
stunned to, finally, be able to say “this is her!”

Much of Camera Lucida is spent grappling with this 
capacity of the photo (and nothing else) not to tell 
what has been but to show it; a painting may have a 
likeness to its subject, but the photo is its subject; or, 
rather, the photo says (to Barthes): “this has been.”

For Barthes, this difficult
balance between showing and telling sets
the photograph on an entirely new level in the 
history of image production. A photograph is immedi-
ately trustworthy (Barthes writes in a pre-Photoshop 
era), and is the only thing which can effectively cap-
ture the truth of a person; yet at this, it almost always 
fails. Hundreds of photographs of his mother failed to 
actually convey to Barthes his mother; “like so many 
masks; at the last, suddenly the mask vanished: there 
remained a soul.”

Ultimately Barthes concludes that photography 
provides us with two inescapable options. We may 
trivialize photography by calling it “art,” stripping 
away its latent meaningfulness -- that is, focusing 
entirely on the studium and murdering the punctum. 
Or we may ignore the aesthetic impulse and accept 
the photograph as what it really is: real, absolute, 
devestatingly true.

“Mad or tame? Photography can be one or the other...
such are the two ways of the Photograph. The choice 
is mine: to subject its spectacle to the civilized code
of perfect illusions, or to confront in it the
wakening of intractable reality.”

Barthes died too quickly to succumb to this mad-
ness, but he left behind the burning choice for his
readers. This book is raw punctum -- it will disturb
you, it will make you think, it will make you cry.
It will make you feel.
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Consider this... There is so much more to be said about photography 
and theatre than I could possibly cover in a lifetime, let 

alone in a single magazine. Here are a handful of things 
that just didn’t seem to fit elsewhere.

“The camera is an instrument that teaches people how to see without a camera.”
~Dorothea Lange

If Dorothea Lange is right, and photography changes the way in which a photographer perceives the world around 
him, then there is a danger which we must not take lightly: that of losing ourselves forever to the lens. A good pho-

tographer is capable of a meta-awareness of his surroundings; he focuses on the way the world around him looks, and 
thus he focuses on the way he looks in the world. Yet a person trained never to miss something outside of him never 

has a chance to actually participate in the moment. He who takes photos at every party shortly finds that he has no 
personal memories or experiences at such parties; he simply has a collection of things which matter to someone else. 

The photographer eventually ceases to be an active force in his own life, always aware of where he’s going but, rather 
than personally directing his course, he becomes a passive observer with only a distant curiosity in the outcome. At 

best this is tragic. At worst, it can be fatal.

Somewhere, there is 
a very first photo-
graph of you. Someday 
-- perhaps, even now 
-- there is a very last. 

All the world’s a stage,
And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;
And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.
And then the whining school-boy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow. Then a soldier,
Full of strange oaths and bearded like the pard,
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation
Even in the cannon’s mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round belly with good capon lined,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
Full of wise saws and modern instances;
And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon,
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well saved, a world too wide
For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,
Is second childishness and mere oblivion,
Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.
-As You Like It

You do look, my son, in a moved sort,
As if you were dismay'd: be cheerful, sir.

Our revels now are ended. These our actors,
As I foretold you, were all spirits and

Are melted into air, into thin air:
And, like the baseless fabric of this vision,

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces,
The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Ye all which it inherit, shall dissolve
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,
Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff
As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep.
-The Tempest
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hope you have enjoyed this issue of

All of the views expressed within these pages are expressly those of the re-
spective speakers. That said, their inclusion in this publication was the inten-
tional decision of the editor...which means that dissenting views could have 
(but you’ll never know) been omitted, supporting views over-emphasized. 

Interview transcripts have been shortened for length and clarity, and though 
such editing was done with the best ethical intentions, the editor is a fallen 
human. Full audio recordings of any interview are available upon request. 
Print editions of this issue may be made available should time and interest 
make printing both possible and desirable. Ultimately, this project must be 
seen as an affirmation of the very things it has sought to say: you can only 

ever tell part of the truth, if in fact you aim for verity at all. Yet the power of 
even a sliver of the truth -- a single perspective -- can be enough to change a 

mind, a life, forever.
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Jenny Novak & Mark Bernardo, dear friends bound by theatre, soon to be bound by God.


