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Introduction 
This volume of the North Dakota Quarter ly is dedicated to the concept of 
"slow" and to the wide range of experiences that fall under that heading. 
In its most obvious sense, of course, slow refers to reduced tempo or 
velocity. Yet slowing often intensifies the experience at hand and in gen
eral may heighten the experience of duration itself. With more spacing 
between the markers of a situation, we have a greater awareness of the 
passage of time; the experience of (slowed) time that permeates an 
uneventful waiting room, for example, is acutely felt, and this hyper-con
sciousness of time can be a burden-but also a privilege. 

One could argue that our contemporary interest in slow is symptomat 
ic of a cultural nostalgia-a romanticized glorification of a supposedly 
"simpler," more thoughtful, and more deliberate past that many of us 
never experienced in the first place: a false nostalgia. Still, there is an 
undeniable sense in our zeitgeist that we have missed something, collec
tively and individually; we have blinked or blacked out through over
stimulation for too many moments and have had countless gaps of memo
ry and experiential black holes. In the late 1970s, Paul Virilio termed this 
phenomenon "picnolepsy," a condition in which the subject has epileptic
like lapses of conscious life wherein words, actions, and impressions are 
episodically arrested and absented from waking life (19). 

While the picnoleptic condition is nothing new for humans, the cine
matic age for Virilio (and now, even more, the digital "information age" 
for us) has ushered in a reliable and regularly mechanized erasure of 
attentiveness to time and its lived experience: like the one who drives 
home on "autopilot," the picnoleptic does not notice that time has 
passed-it has simply disappeared for him- and this condition is some
thing that is increasingly rationalized, engineered, incorporated, and guar
anteed with our new technological capabilities and accompanying desires. 
Virilio understood that the accomplishment of high speeds, through mod
em travel , video, and other means, could annihilate the time and space in 
which we might be forced to encounter ourselves and confront the uncom
fortable facets of existence. Without doubt, slowing down brings with it 
existential anxiety. (Nietzsche once wrote, "How we labor at our daily 
work more ardently and thoughtlessly than is necessary to sustain our life, 
because it is even more necessary not to have leisure to stop and think. 
Haste is universal because everyone is in flight from himself.") But in our 
haste and ensuing obliviousness to the nuanced passages and processes of 
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our lives, we also cannot avoid the feeling, at times, that something valu
able might have disappeared in the course of our blinking. It is no sur
prise, then, that a few years after Virilio's observations about picnolepsy 
in The Aesthetics of Disappearance, alongside a growing cultural sensitiv 
ity to the dislocations produced by an ever-accelerating and frenetic mod
ern life, there was an emergence of the phenomenon that came to be 
known as the "Slow Movement." 

The Slow Movement began in Italy in 1986 when the activist and 
foodie Carlo Petrini attempted to block the opening of a McDonald's near 
the iconic Spanish Steps in Rome (Petrini 26 -34) . He argued that 
McDonald's global brand of fast food was inferior in terms of taste, but 
more importantly, that fast food embodied political and economic struc
tures that drove higher quality, local producers, customs, and tastes from 
the market. The idea of slow food, however, was more than another local 
food movement. Petrini celebrated the intentional pace of a traditional 
Mediterranean meal as the antithesis to the transnational hurry embodied 
by processed meals, scarfed down interstitially, in ubiquitous non-places. 

Since that time the Slow Food movement has evoked the twin evils of 
globalization and the accelerated pace of capitalism through Petrini 's calls 
to champion local cuisine, local ingredients, and the possibilities of 
escape surrounding the conscientious preparation and consumption of 
food. The Slow Food movement has become a global phenomenon and 
has embraced a range of causes centered on local foods, seasonal delica 
cies, deliberate preparation, and the understanding of meals as places for 
thoughtful social interaction. 

Over the past few decades, the Slow Food movement has expanded to 
embody a popular interest in slowing down the pace of modern life and 
spread far beyond its Italian origins and its focus on food. Looking back 
over its first two decades, Carl Honore summarized the diverse takes on 
the idea of slow and the benefits of this deliberate approach to life by 
writing In Praise of Slowness. Honore saw technology, our increasing fix
ation on efficiency, and even the rapid pace of our modem culture as 
eroding our ability to savor life and be happy. He urged his readers to 
slow down, disconnect ( or perhaps reconnect), and declutter their lives in 
an effort to regain control over their own experiences . 

The Slow Movement intersects with academic critiques of twenty 
first-century capitalism. For example, Ben Agger's critique of "fast capi
talism" and David Harvey's "time-space compression" both locate the 
increased pace of daily life in the dynamics of late capitalism with its end
less drive toward efficiency in the movement and production of global 
capital (Agger passim and Harvey 260-307). Contemporary capitalism 
privileges the ability to adapt, grow, and produce quickly, and this has 
contributed to a fascination with speed in our society today. In this con-
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text, uniformity becomes the norm and locates human experience against 
a banal reality of non-places (Auge 1-7) and "homogeneous global time 
without pauses or rest" (Crary 14). 

This celebration of slowness, of course, has not provided an escape 
from capitalism but has been incorporated into that totalizing system. 
Today, calls to embrace the slow lifestyle are as likely to come from a 
luxury car manufacturer as a global coffee company, restaurant chain, or 
footwear retailer. By coopting the rhetoric of slow, companies have rec
ognized the appeal of a superficial and popular approach to "slow con
sumption." In this context, slow often becomes little more than deliberate 
ly driving a Subaru to a Whole Foods store in a suburban strip mall or 
harvesting fruit by hand at some ex-urban enclave. The lavish meal pre
pared with local foods and filled with animated conversation reflects a 
distant social reality from the working class who feast on fast food 
between shifts or survive on the meager, prepackaged offerings at urban, 
discount grocery stores-at least in industrialized countries. Moreover, it 
is hardly necessary to observe that subsistence farmers in the global south 
have different attitudes toward "local" food, and the "pressures" of con
stant connection have a different meaning to poor and isolated communi 
ties that are using mobile devices to access the world of micro-finance, to 
participate in local and national politics, and to engage with the wider 
world. In short, the Slow Movement represents an opportunity for affluent 
Westerners to escape a trap of their own making while still enjoying the 
fruits of a world that cannot afford to slow down. In colloquial terms, it's a 
first world solution to a first world problem. 

While few contributions to this volume voice concerns about the priv
ileged, W estem position of the Slow Movement, they nevertheless show 
how calls to slow the pace of life can prompt critical reflection. 

Anne Kelsch's essay on the Slow Teaching movement, for example, 
attempts to balance the conscientious and deliberate pace of craft against 
the industrial expectations of the modem university. William Camber's 
exploration of a slow archaeology re-introduces outmoded practices and 
tools to the archaeologist's kit in an effort to make fieldwork a more self
consciously interpretative practice. With a nod to Petrini's culinary cri
tique, Heidi Czerwiec's piece, "She Got Sauce," looks at a simple domes
tic task as an opportunity to slow down and reflect. Rebecca Romsdahl's 
work likewise considers the home as a key locus for slower life. She com
pares the car and consumption -centered aspirations of American suburbia 
with the efficiency of European urban living and argues that the American 
local with its rural roots is a far larger and more stressful space than the 
European local. Kevin Connelly's walk along the Wexford Coastal Path 
in Ireland path offers an evocative testimony to how negotiating cen
turies-old byways can intensify our experiences. Peter Bush argues that 

9 



the "slow church" finds its inspiration in practices in small, rural churches 
that have intimate connections with particular places and provincial tradi
tions. D' Arey Fallon's personal reflection in "Camp Wonder" about her 
great-grandmother's letter-writing to her fiance calls to mind not only a 
slow mode of communication but also a mode of being in the world that 
requires great patience to permit another's self-revelation. 

Our two fiction pieces gesture to the theme of slow in different ways: 
Dallas Woodburn's story, "Dirt," captures beautifully the slow passage of 
time experienced by the protagonist, who is lying in the dirt, awaiting 
help. And dirt itself reminds us of the slow decomposition of materiality, 
including that of our own bodies. John Palen's short piece, "Leo Morris, 
Fine Violins," paints a picture of a craftsman of violins and the anxiety 
that comes with the realization that an exceptional creation has taken so long. 

The poems we have selected for this volume all express truths about 
slowness; this is hopefully evident in their respective content, from 
instances like Angie Macri's "It Had Long Words (Wings), the Eagle," to 
Thea Goodrich's "History in Three Movements," to Kyle Craig's "Advice 
for Meditation." But the form of the poem itself can teach us about slow
ness, too, by creating and instituting a kind of silence into the midst of our 
banal habits, hasty, mindless gestures, and undifferentiated words and 
images that come from the demand for nonstop production. Philosopher 
Alain Badiou, reflecting on Mallarme, has written, "Folded and reserved, 
the modem poem harbors a central silence. This pure silence interrupts 
the ambient cacophony" (Badiou 240). That is, poetry serves to still us 
amidst the noise. It is a "halting point" (Badiou 241), demanding that we 
attend for one moment to some subtlety that will otherwise escape us. Are 
we not hungrier than ever for the pause the poem brings? Are picnoleptics 
able to read poetry? To savor fiction? To linger pensively within the 
workings-out of a scholar who struggles to retrieve what has disappeared 
in the course of our blinking? 
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- Rebecca Rozelle-Stone and William Caraher, guest editors 

Editor's note: For another aspect of slow , take a look at this Ted Talk : 
http ://www.ted.com/talks/thomas _helium_ the_ world_ s _ most_ boring_ televi
sion_ and_ why _it_ s _ hilariously _addictive . From the Ted Talks website : 
"In this very funny talk, Norwegian television producer Thomas Helium shares 

how he and his team began to broadcast long , boring events , often live-and 

found a rapt audience . Shows include a 7-hour train journey, an 18-hour fishing 

expedition and a 5.5-day ferry voyage along the coast of Norway. The results are 

both beautiful and fascinating. Really." 

11 



ANNE KELSCH 

Slow Teaching: Where the Mindful 
and the Modern Meet 

"Education is an area that often seems to abound 
in mindlessness ." -Langer and Moldoveanu 

At the end of the eighteenth century, as the industrial revolution took a 
firm hold in Europe , a group of intellectuals and artists observed with dis
may the impact of emergent technologies on the natural environment and 
ofrationalist ideologies on society . With longing, they looked to a simpler 
past when they envisioned humankind in a more "natural state," when 
social institutions were thought to be more cohesive. In contrast with their 
own sense of alienation , in the pre-industrial age they imagined an era in 
which people were connected to their work, the land, their food, the com
munity, and church . The most visible symbol of industrialization-the 
factory-brought belching black smoke, squalid conditions, and a regi
mented sense of time that enslaved its workers. Critical of contemporary 
notions of improvement , Mary Shelley and other Romantic writers 
warned of modern day Prometheans, willing to push the frontier of 
mankind's reach past nature's boundaries . Such men unwittingly generat
ed creatures that would ultimately betray their creator. In Victor 
Frankenstein's fate , Shelley condemned thoughtless believers in the 
march of progress and their willingness to unleash the unbridled power of 
science and machines . 

When I teach Western Civilization, the Romantic era is a favorite. 
There is a joy in sharing with students lines from William Wordsworth's 
"The Table Turned" (1798): 
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Up! up! my Friend, and quit your books ; 
Or surely you ' ll grow double: 
Up! up! my Friend , and clear your looks; 
Why all this toil and trouble? ... 
One impulse from a vernal wood , 
May teach you more of man, 



Of moral evil and of good, 
Than all the sages can. 

Sweet is the lore which Nature brings; 
Our meddling intellect 
Mis-shapes the beauteous forms ofthings:
W e murder to dissect. 

Enough of Science and of Art; 
Close up those barren leaves; 
Come forth, and bring with you a heart 
That watches and receives. 

This rejection of the overly bookish and hyper-analytic speaks to first year 
students, whose introductory level classes are typically crammed with an 
overwhelming range of content. They can identify with the notion that all 
of this formal learning does not necessarily equate with wisdom. And they 
are amused that, as their teacher, I advocate for the sensibility Wordsworth 
presents. If the class takes place during the spring semester, I urge them to 
escape to the "vernal wood ." I genuinely believe their studies will benefit 
if they occasionally do. The class feels different because the tone is set by 
the material. We listen to Beethoven and Chopin. Along with the poems 
of Wordsworth and Samuel Taylor Coleridge, we read some Johann 
Wolfgang von Goethe ("The soul that sees beauty may sometimes walk 
alone") and Walter Scott ("Teach your children poetry; it opens the mind, 
lends grace to wisdom and makes the heroic virtues hereditary"). We con
template paintings by J. M. W. Turner and Eugene Delacroix. Like the 
Slow Movement, the class appeals to the emotions and senses. We get to 
model, as well as openly admire, Romanticism's balancing cultural push 
that values contemplation, quality of life, wholeness, and expression. 

From my vantage point in the early twenty-first century, I wonder if two 
hundred years from now future historians will be using such tactics to 
teach students about the "Slow Movement," in which similar impulses 
merge in a very different historical era. Both Romanticism and the Slow 
Movement arose in response to economic and environmental transforma
tions . Both intend to mitigate the negative effects of that change and to 
mold the human response to it. Both seek to restore a sense of wholeness 
to the human condition by recapturing what is being lost. Given the 
changes between the industrial and the post-modem, it is inevitable that 
these movements also differ considerably. The Slow Movement embraces 
art, music, and philosophy, but its scope has expanded to reflect more 
contemporary concerns as well (Slow Ageing, Slow Media, Slow Money, 
and Slow Fashion all come to mind). Both movements are organic and 
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sprawling, but the Slow Movement is firmly grounded in social media and 
its advocates have been savvy in utilizing new media forms to gather like 
minds (Berthelse). Perhaps most centrally, today the rate of change has 
accelerated beyond what the Romantics could possibly have imagined. 
Sense of time has become central to the critique of our current culture in 
which seeking "faster" seems to be a driving compulsion . Carl Honore, 
whose best-selling books have made the Slow Movement familiar to pop
ular audiences, defines fast and slow as "short hand for ways of being, or 
philosophies of life." Fast is associated with "busy, controlling, aggres
sive, hurried, analytical, stressed, superficial, impatient, active, [and valu
ing] quantity -over-quality" (Honore 14-15). The opposite associations are 
made with slow-"calm, careful, receptive, still, intuitive, unhurried, 
patient, reflective, [and valuing] quality-over-quantity." In all of its many 
facets-from parenting, consumerism, and city design to food, garden
ing, and travel-the Slow approach speaks to the need people feel to 
decelerate, pay attention, and connect. Honore summed it up by advising 
readers to "seek to live at what musicians call the tempo guisto-the 
right speed" (14-15). 

Drawing from these broader principles, Slow Teaching asks faculty to 
design and pace their teaching so that students gain a more profound 
understanding through the "intentional development of meaningful long 
focus, and collaboration as part of deep engagement with a topic" (Russell 
and Cole). Just as Slow Food seeks to be an anecdote to fast food, Slow 
Teaching seeks to regain the genuine hunger for learning that faculty too 
infrequently witness, cultivate, or feed in their students. Advocates want 
to re-engage students and institutions "to value the richness and relevance 
of any learning experience. Students need to appreciate that the act of 
learning is at the very heart of their identity and a high quality life and as 
such should not be rushed" (Hammond). In parallel with the larger move
ment, Slow Teaching also addresses sustainability; both in having stu
dents value it as a goal and in terms of sustaining life-long learning, rather 
than just producing graduates. Ultimately, Slow Teaching implies a cri
tique of our current system of credits and degrees with its focus on what 
students have passed, rather than what they have learned. In the words of 
one critic, "Simply because a curriculum is compressed into semesters, 
passed through validation protocols, squeezed into subject benchmark 
templates and signed off through show-trial external examination boards 
does not mean that life-changing education has been created" (Brabazon). 

Without calling it Slow Teaching, many teachers focus on the depth 
and quality of what their students learn, and have immersed themselves in 
reflective and intentional approaches that foster that. Speaking at the 
Harvard Initiative for Leaming and Teaching (HILT) Conference in 2013, 
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Jennifer Roberts, Elizabeth Cary Agassiz Professor of the Humanities, 
described this impulse well: 

I have begun to feel that I need to take a more active role in shaping 
the temporal experiences of the students in my courses; that in the 
process of designing a syllabus I need not only to select readings, 
choose topics, and organize the sequence of material, but also to 
engineer, in a conscientious and explicit way, the pace and tempo of 
the learning experiences. 

This feeling led her to create opportunities for students in her classes "to 
engage in deceleration, patience, and immersive attention." Faculty who 
teach students to read texts closely, who give multiple opportunities for 
drafts and feedback, who engage students in deep reflection, or assign 
semester-long projects are often operating on an intuitive appreciation for 
the investment of time and energy that is required to develop profound 
understandings. Others more intentionally incorporate meditative prac
tices which have been established to enhance cognition (Zeidan et al). For 
many faculty a sense of transcendence in discovery ultimately led us to 
become experts in our fields, and we seek to create learning environments 
that help students experience that same joy . 

The teaching practices that have coalesced around the term "Slow 
Teaching" draw from a number of established evidence-based pedagogies. 
When well executed, the most well-researched high-impact educational 
practices (like learning communities, first-year seminars, common intel
lectual experiences, writing-intensive courses, collaborative assignments 
and projects, undergraduate research, and community-based learning) 
have in common an intensity of contact that fosters connection and collab
oration around substantial matters over prolonged periods. They "typical
ly demand that students devote considerable time and effort to purposeful 
tasks" (Kuh). According to the National Survey of Student Engagement 
(NSSE), students who participate in high-impact practices (HIPs 1) show 
gains in "deep learning," which they gauge as a combination of Higher 
Order Leaming, Integrative Learning, and Reflective Leaming. A grow
ing body of literature supports the value of these "high touch" practices in 
the context of the primary metrics by which institutions are judged : reten
tion and graduation rates (Kuh and O'Donnell). Perhaps most significant
ly, while all students benefit, those who are less prepared for college ben
efit more from multiple exposures to HIPs. In other words, exposure to 
HIPs effectively addresses the achievement gap (Finley and McNair). 
Relationships take time to establish and develop, and taking time runs 
counter to the dominant narrative of an increasingly rapid and quantifiable 
educational industry that is focused on "measurables" like degree produc
tion. In adopting and researching these practices, faculty have access to 
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scholarly work that frames and justifies their desire to "slow down" their class
es. The data in support of high-impact practices can structure that rationale. 

Some approaches to curriculum development also make it more likely 
that students will encounter Slow Leaming. In Designing Courses for 
Significant Learning, Dee Fink begins by asking teachers to articulate the 
significant learning they desire for their students, and to design their 
course "backwards" from that. In constructing his taxonomy of significant 
learning, Fink worked with a basic premise: 

I defined learning in terms of change. For learning to occur, there has 
to be some kind of change in the learner. No change, no learning. 
And significant learning requires that there be some kind of lasting 
change that is important in terms of the learner's life. (Fink 13) 

Thoughtful step-by -step decisions around course activities and content are 
framed by assessment and feedback . For Fink, a foundational premise is 
that situational factors (including the characteristics of the learners) have 
to be taken into account if significant learning is to occur. While this 
approach does not guarantee a deceleration or a deepening of how stu
dents experience a course and learn, it does provide a sound framework 
and a process for faculty to conceptualize a class organized around Slow 
principles . 

In that Slow is ultimately about "making real and meaningful connec
tions" (Honore 14-15), it speaks to a fundamental fact of teaching-that 
learning is often the product of relationships. While not new, this is 
nonetheless a profound insight. When scholars refer to the academic com
ponents of"student engagement," which George Kuh and others have tied 
persuasively to student learning and success, they are in large part 
describing the benefits of students forming meaningful relationships with 
their teachers and their fellow students (which in tum facilitates a mean 
ingful relationship with the subject matter). When faculty and institutions 
intentionally foster engagement, "the learning is deeper, more personally 
relevant and becomes part of who the student is, not something the stu
dent has" (Zhao and Kuh 117). In their recently published study, How 
College Works, Daniel Chambliss and Christopher Takacs followed 
almost 100 students over an eight-year stretch. They concluded that per
sonal relationships with professors and peers were decisive in determining 
collegiate success. Their research establishes that a positive relationship 
with even one faculty member has a profound impact. 

Another common thread that runs throughout the conversation about 
Slow Teaching concerns how learning relates to technology . Given its 
role in rapid social and economic change, it is easy to assume that tech
nology is a major culprit in all that is wrong with "Fast." Fairly regularly 
a wave of popular discourse emerges on how technology is used in ways 
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that makes the species more superficial and dumb. In his widely -read 
2008 Atlantic Monthly cover -story, "Is Google Making Us Stupid?, " 
Nicolas Carr argued that cyberspace is having a harmful effect on cogni
tion . In personal terms , he described the impact of using the Internet: 

... what the Net seems to be doing is chipping away my capacity 
for concentration and contemplation. My mind now expects to take 
in information the way the Net distributes it: in a swiftly moving 
stream of particles. Once I was a scuba diver in the sea of words. 
Now I zip along the surface like a guy on a Jet Ski. 

Carr further lamented the decline of traditional ways of reading 
because they result in a loss of independence of mind : "In the quiet spaces 
opened up by the sustained, undistracted reading of a book , or by any 
other act of contemplation, for that matter, we make our own associations, 
draw our own inferences and analogies, foster our own ideas." Ultimately 
deep reading is "indistinguishable from deep thinking ," and technology is 
eroding both . Carr's Pulitzer -nominated bestseller , The Shallows: What 
the Internet is Doing to Our Brains , further extended the argument, draw
ing on neuroscience to bolster his claim that technology has adversely 
affected the ability to think well. While Carr is certainly not without his 
detractors , recent findings support the general notion that we are less like
ly to engage at depth when we use technology in the ways that most peo
ple commonly do (Holt) . This debate over the impact of technology on the 
human brain and our capacity to learn evolves and granulates with each 
new generation of devices and their associated behaviors .2 

Against the backdrop of this popular discourse , there is a persistent 
assumption in higher education that the incorporation of technology into 
teaching is both essential and inherently good. This push reflects more 
than just the reality that technology is woven into almost every facet of 
our lives . Access to technology has huge implications for accessibility , 
accountability, profits and costs, the future employability of our stu
dents- the list goes on. To suggest that technology be taken completely 
out of the equation in higher education is absurd . But no more absurd than 
the all-too -common practice of regarding it as a panacea. To this point 
Mark Bauerlein , advocating for teaching "off the grid" in the Chronicle of 
Higher Education, argued : 

Digital technology has become an imperial force, and it should meet 
more antagonists. Educators must keep a portion of the undergradu
ate experience disconnected, unplugged, and logged off. ... That is a 
new mission for educators parallel to the mad rush to digitize learn
ing, one that may seem reactionary and retrograde, but in fact strives 
to keep students' minds open and literacy broad. Students need to 
decelerate, and they can't do it by themselves, especially if every 
inch of the campus is on the grid. 

17 



Bauerlain's call to arms aligns well with the Slow Teaching movement. 
As with all things "slow," a reflective rather than a reactionary approach 
is taken to the lamentable fact that technology is unthinkingly ever-pre
sent and demanding in most of our student's lives. Tools are only as good 
as their implementation. Rather than assuming, we should test that a given 
technology's benefits outweigh their potential costs. And as I noted, the 
Slow Movement is far from Luddite in its leanings. While thoughtless 
practitioners do more harm than good, thoughtful ones generate positive 
results : "If the tools drive the teaching, then technology is an add-on, a 
distraction, or a gimmick. If, however, the teaching shifts to explore new 
possibilities for using the tools, then collaboration, empowerment, and 
efficiency will follow" (Shaw, Russell, and Cole 322). 

With its emphasis on balance, wellness, and genuine fulfillment, Slow 
Teaching serves to remind us that the very human act of learning is often 
done in settings and ways that could be more humane . As those within 
higher education know too well, we are increasingly asked to do more 
with less. Faculty time is subject to multiplying demands-to educate a 
broader and often less prepared student population, to secure larger pools 
of funding, to engage an increasingly global community, to address the 
complex problems this century presents, all while better accounting for 
our efforts. The reality is that academic work and the life of the professo 
riate become more highly pressured as institutions and stakeholders ask 
for more, and new technologies imply that we can deliver that "more" at a 
faster rate . The Slow Living movement informs higher education not only 
in terms of its implications for teaching and student learning, but also in 
terms of how academic work is shifting and becoming harder to manage 
(Shaw, Russell, and Cole 322). 

Emphasizing intentional practice, concern for the whole person, and a 
genuine desire that students learn in ways that are more meaningful and 
enjoyable, Slow has much to offer teaching. The drawing together of 
these ideas and their articulation as a measured response to the hectic real
ities of twenty-first century life is indicative of the pressures faculty feel 
and the barriers they encounter in striving to ensure their students get 
what they need in order to lead fulfilled lives. In today's world, where 
more and quicker seem inherently value-laden, striving to ensure what is 
qualitatively and holistically satisfying and meaningful seems to require 
the provision of a rationale. The Slow Teaching movement adds that 
philosophical element to the adoption of good pedagogical and life practice. 
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Notes 

1A list of HIPs is available at https://www.aacu.org /sites/default/files/files/ 
hip tables.pdf. 

---ilose Bowen's Teaching Naked: How Moving Technology out of your College 
Classroom will Improve Student Learning (Jossey Bass, 2012) describes multiple 
ways to foster deep learning, connection, and collaboration through the smart use 
of technologies. 
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PETER BUSH 

The Slow Church 

The chattering in the pews quieted as the 7-year-old girl took her place at 
the piano. Pausing to center herself, she began to play "Mary Had a Little 
Lamb." All forty congregants gathered in the church, listened with rapt 
attention and smiled when the girl finished, got off the piano bench, curt
sied and then ran to sit with her family . She was Megan Anderson and she 
had just played part of the introit to the Sunday worship service . Everyone 
in church knew her and her family-they farmed on the second conces
sion line north of town-and over there beaming with pride as only a 
grandmother could, was Grandma Stewart. The playing had been nothing 
special: it was not slick, but it was also not canned, and it was local and 
human. Megan's playing was a sign that the next generat ion was taking its 
steps along the road of belonging to the church, being part of the commu
nity , and the community welcomed her. 

Rural churches, be they in farming communities or fishing communi 
ties, in hamlets sustained by logging and lumbering, or among the string 
of houses which appear periodically along railway lines and highways , do 
things at a different pace than their city cousins. A variety of definitions 
of "rural" exist. Open countryside dotted with houses up to and including 
communities of 2,500 people, which are not commuter communities for 
neighboring metropolitan areas , are generally considered to be rural. 
Someone once quipped, "If your town has a set of traffic lights, you are 
no longer rural." Whether this exclusionary criterion is really an accurate 
test of "rural" or not is less important than the practices that have been 
consistently observed in churches in the small communities of North 
America . As the conversation about "slow church" spreads in ever-widen
ing circles, the rural church can quietly say, "We are already doing much 
of what is being talked about." 

Before "slow church" became a searchable term on Google , there 
were voices calling for slower ways of doing church . One of the most 
prominent in North American Protestant circles is Eugene Peterson . 
Raised in rural Montana during the 1930s and 1940s, Peterson served for 
thirty years as a Presbyterian minister in suburban Baltimore. From there 
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his writings have impacted a generation of clergy. Charging that North 
American clergy had become shopkeepers, Peterson warned of the dan
gers of adopting consumerist approaches to church . The "inherently 
depersonalizing" realities of the consumerist (fast) church with its many 
programs and huge size made developing personal and spiritual maturity 
"very difficult." Peterson's vision of church was one that was small, local, 
and personal. In an interview Peterson elaborated, "When we start to 
develop strategies that bypass the personal, the local, then it seems to me 
we're just hamstringing ourselves." An emphasis on the local and the per
sonal allows slow church to give pastors and congregants the space to find 
the joy of being "contemplative," growing in maturity (Peterson, interview). 

The themes raised by Peterson resonate with subsequent critiques of 
the church in the wake of Carl Honore's In Praise of Slowness and the 
rise of the slow food movement . Among them, Michael Frost, an 
Australian Baptist minister and theologian, wrote in 2011 that he and 
other advocates for a new model of evangelism were seeking "to slow it 
[evangelism] down, to counteract the abuses of fast evangelism, to place 
evangelism back into community .... It shouldn't be a one-off, hit-or 
miss presentation . . . it is as messy and organic and communal as life 
itself' ( 45). Evangelism, the proclamation of the gospel message, is not a 
program that can be mass-produced in a homogenous fashion; instead, it 
is to be rooted in a particular place and be founded on a conversation with 
the people of that place. The rural church knows that a proclamation of 
the gospel arising from the organic messiness of a particular communal 
life will be heard far better by those outside the church than will abstract 
discourses word-smithed in workshops and programs with no regard for place. 

C. Christopher Smith and John Pattison, in their 2014 book, Slow 
Church, argue the North American church has become too much like 
McDonald's, with the same meal being offered in every outlet. For the 
church, McDonaldization has meant the same songs being sung, the same 
theology being preached (and in the same way), and the same programs 
being offered to congregations in the suburbs as in the inner cities, in rural 
communities as in urban centers. These standardized churches, in not rec
ognizing "local flavor," have lost their roots . This homogeneity, the 
authors argued, results from church leaders adopting programs run in 
other places without considering the context in which the program was 
first established. Slow church, on the other hand, is marked by three inter
secting ideas, according to Smith and Pattison: ethics, environment, and 
economics. Within these categories they discuss matters such as location, 
hospitality, and community development, but they warn against reifying 
their suggestions and making them into programs . Slow church is not a 
program to be followed; rather, it is an invitation to a good meal and good 
conversation . A congregation committed to slow church out of the messy, 
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organic conversations that take place over meals will find ways to be a 
community together. And it is in the communities of the rural churches 
where one can find the kind of careful, listening conversation that under 
lies so much of what advocates of slow church are inviting churches to be. 

One of the church's most sacred gatherings is a celebration of a meal, 
the Last Supper. Insofar as meals provide the context for community con
versation, it is appropriate to use words related to food to think about the 
values of the slow church. The three word motto of the slow food move
ment, "local, fresh, organic," is a useful matrix through which we can 
reflect on the ways the rural church lives out the patterns and practices of 
slow church. 

The rural church at its best is local. 

The rural church is profoundly aware of its place on a specific piece of 
land. Whether it is land that is farmed, logged, mined, or overlooks a sea, 
the rural church can never forget that it is rooted to a piece of dirt. The 
well-being of the land is linked to the livelihood and well -being of the 
people who live on the land, and those are the people who sit in the pews 
of the church each Sunday. The members of the rural church know their 
farm, the logging land tracts they work, the contours of the coastline they 
sail, intimately. They are aware of any changes that might occur, no mat
ter how small or incremental. They have a lived connection with the land. 
For such people the Biblical focus on land does not become a metaphor 
for ( other-worldly) heaven, rather it is heard as a spiritual call to care for 
the created order, to live in harmony with the land . To say the rural 
church is local is to say that at its best it exists in full awareness of the 
land on which it is rooted and is sensitive to "the taste of the place." 

However, in the same way that consumers enjoy the predictability of 
their meals at fast food chains across the continent, many congregants 
expect a kind of uniformity across geographically diverse churches within 
the same denomination. In the early twentieth century, North American 
denominational leaders argued that a member of a particular denomina 
tion should be able to move from one community to another and find that 
the church of the same denomination in their new community had the 
same worship style. The same hymnbook (therefore the same songs), the 
same style of prayer, and the same approach to preaching left no room for 
local flavor, or for a worship style that arose from being rooted in a partic 
ular place. 

And yet many rural churches have resisted these expectations. The 
rural church at its best takes on the flavor of the place where it is rooted . 
In the spring of each year, farming communities often celebrate Rogation 
Sunday, but of course the crops that are prayed for vary from place to 
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place, extending from the northern Great Plains to the orchards of Florida . 
Praying for a good crop makes no sense in the fishing communities of the 
east and west coasts; instead, in places like Newfoundland the blessing of 
the fishing boats arises from the faith community's experience of the 
place. In her spiritual geography, Dakota, Kathleen Norris comments, 

I find it ironic that the new inclusiveness of the official church tends 
to exclude people as rural as those of Hope Church [a Presbyterian 
congregation on the open prairie of South Dakota ] . . . . Maybe we're 
all anachronisms in Dakota, a bunch of hicks , and the fact that the 
images in many old hymns, images of seed and wheat, planting and 
reaping, images as old as the human race and as new as the harvest 
in the fields around Hope Church, really aren't relevant anymore. 
(Norris 167) 

The rural church knows it is different than its city cousins, and it wants to 
maintain its difference. As one of Norris' correspondents noted, "City 
people want hymns that reassure them that God is at work in the world, 
but people in the western Dakotas take that for granted" (Norris 166). The 
worship life of the rural church, in the hymns sung, the prayers spoken, 
the sermons preached, the sacraments celebrated , must speak to the expe
riences of those who engage in that worship. The rural church resists the 
call to be the same as other churches, finding ways in all aspects of its 
ministry to develop a style and presence rooted in the particularities of the 
place. Besides the worship life, the decision -making processes of the con
gregation and the ways in which care is shown to those in need, arise from 
the unique realities of the place . These patterns of church life have been 
honed and developed over years and decades, becoming habits and daily 
practices of the church . The slowness of their development has allowed 
them to become deeply rooted in and attentive to a particular place. 

Rural churches have learned through hard experience that programs 
which work in urban and suburban contexts are not easily launched in 
rural contexts. Such programs designed by denominational leaders in 
urban centers are usually either dramatically refashioned or completely 
ignored by rural churches. At times one hears of newly arrived clergy 
seeking to launch programs and initiatives they learned during their theo
logical training . When the program fails to produce the desired results, 
often the rural church is accused of being recalcitrant and uncooperative . 
But frequently the failure is due to the newly arrived minister not paying 
attention to those who have local knowledge. For example, in an effort to 
give 18-25 year -olds a place in the decision-making processes of congre
gations, one denomination required congregations to establish Young Adult 
Committees through which a variety of congregational decisions needed to 
be passed before the congregation could implement them. Denominational 
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leaders were surprised to hear from a number of rural 18-25 year-olds 
upset by the establishment of these committees. In the rural churches 
these young adults attended, they were already an integral part of the deci
sion making, such that the Young Adult Committees were viewed as 
bureaucratically cutting them off from an organic influence in the congre
gation they had prior to the new program being implemented. 

Rural churches that bring hope and renewal to rural communities and 
their inhabitants are those where people with local knowledge are listened 
to and their wisdom is taken into account in planning and implementing 
ministry. At the same time, congregations, like individual persons , need to 
try new taste sensations in order to experience the breadth of what is on 
offer in the world . Thus a thoughtful blending of new ideas from outside 
together with local knowledge is required. Such respect for local knowl
edge requires time-the time to slow down enough to listen, to listen long 
enough to hear what is really being said, and to reflect on what the local 
knowledge says about the initiatives being considered . The fusion of the 
new, outside ideas with local knowledge does require openness on the 
part of the rural church to try new things. But such fusions work at main
taining the local taste of the place 

The rural church is concerned about the well-being of the local com
munity. The rural church is not separate from the community; it is a part 
of the local community, and seeks the well-being of its neighbors, even if 
those neighbors are not part of the community of faith. The rural church 
believes the local community has value and significance. In many cases, 
the rural church is the last community entity to close when a community 
is dying. The rural church is slow to give up on its hopes and aspirations 
for the local community, for it is out of the community that the rural 
church has grown. 

The rural church at its best is fresh. 

To work with fresh products in making a meal requires using what is in 
season . Sometimes that requires figuring out what to do with an abun
dance of rhubarb. At other times it means finding a new way to use turnip. 
The rural church at its best lives with and celebrates what it has, rather 
than bemoaning what is not available. In such an environment young 
preachers are welcomed to hone their skills as they search to find their 
voice. In addition , in such an environment the choir members whose voic
es are past their prime are welcomed to find their place within the small 
group who sing from the front of the church. The 7-year-old girl is 
encouraged to play the song she has been practicing on her piano at home 
all week. The congregation rejoices in the fact that there are voices to sing 
and hands to play in celebration of God's goodness. The rural church has 
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learned that focusing on what is not steals the opportunity to rejoice in 
what is. Such a theft, they feel, diminishes the opportunity to rejoice in 
the grace present in the life of the community . 

No matter the specific nature of the community, the reality of the 
weather and the seasons impacts the life of that community. The rhythm 
of seeding and harvest are outside the farmer's control, just as are when 
the rain and sunshine will occur. Leaming to live by the seasons means 
there is also rhythm to church life and a willingness to accept that rhythm. 
The rural church knows the experience of seeing a large cohort of youth 
grow up in the church and then reach young adulthood and leave for 
schooling and work. But the rural church, having been through the 
rhythms of growth and decline over many years, understands the call to 
faithfulness equally in times of abundance and in times of scarcity. The 
slow church knows the truth that neither "success" nor "failure" is a per
manent state. 

Such awareness extends to the vitality of the church itself. The rural 
church is only too aware of its own frailty and that the death of the con
gregation is always a possibility. Norris writes of the people of Hope 
Church, "When these people ask, 'Who will replace us?' the answer is, 
'who knows, maybe no one,' and it's not easy to live with that truth. The 
temptation is to deny it or to look for scapegoats . The challenge is to go 
on living graciously and thankfully, cultivating love" (Norris 174). The 
rural church lives knowing other rural churches have closed their doors. 
But the rural church also knows that in death there is the promise of new 
life , that even death and new birth are parts of the rhythm of life. The 
rural church as slow church moves at a pace that allows self-reflection 
and the honest facing of institutional death, not with a despairing cry but 
with hope resting in the rhythm of death and new birth. 

Using fresh food requires an immediacy of response that seems to 
belie the descriptor "slow food." The rural church is (and must be) capa
ble of responding with immediacy and spontaneity to the needs that arise 
around it. A tragedy strikes a family, and casseroles and fresh homemade 
muffins are delivered that day . The response, growing out of long devel
oped practices of care and compassion, moves quickly in the face of need . 
This is not a speed that is frantic and breathless, but it represents an 
immediacy that is confident it knows how to respond and is comfortable 
in responding with the resources that are available . Such responses must 
never be regarded as manufactured, for they are not. This is no organized, 
"calculated" charity. Rather the responses are fresh in the face of each 
new tragedy, growing out of the rawness and humanity of the moment. 
Nor is it just tragedy to which the rural church responds with freshness and 
immediacy, for joys too are marked by the community as seen when babies 
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are born, when the local baseball team wins the championship, or when 
the child of church members comes home from college for Christmas . 

The rural church at its best is organic. 

Growing food organically is labor intensive, requiring close, hands-on 
relationships with crops and animals . The personalities of various animals 
are learned, and the parts of the field where weeds grow particularly well 
require more time than they would with the use of herbicides. Organic 
farming is farming on a human level. 

At the heart of Christian theology stands the belief that God became 
human in the incarnation. Among the numerous implications of the incar
nation is the understanding that human beings , with all their quirks and 
idiosyncrasies , can have a connection with God on their own level. 
Human beings come as they are to be with a God who understands what it 
is to live human life. The slow church lives in celebration of this theologi
cal assertion . The rural church knows only too well the humanness of the 
church and is humbled that God would use its humanness in bringing 
hope and transformation. The rural church knows that change , lasting 
change, real change , takes place slowly. It takes time for people's hearts 
and minds to be transformed into being a community of faith marked by 
love and care . Those pastors and other leaders who have been trained in 
the ways of fast church often exhibit "impatience with people's slow
ness." Eugene Peterson quotes a ministry student of his , Irene : 

When I get a congregation, I want to be a patient pastor . . . the pas
tor is the one person in the community who is free to take men and 
women seriously just as they are, appreciate them just as they are, 
give them the dignity that derives from being the "image of God," a 
God-created being who has eternal worth without having to prove 
usefulness or being good for anything ... . I don't want to be so 
impatient with the mess that I am not around to see the miracle being 
formed. (Peterson, Pastor, 284-85) 

In order to witness the transformation not only do pastors need to be 
patient, but so do congregations, who must develop the patience to trust 
that others within the community can change. Congregations must be 
responsive to the person who is extremely needy and demand ing , in order 
to assist them in finding a way out of their difficulties to a place of hope 
and stability. The rural church can tell the story of transformations that 
took years, even decades , to complete . In so doing , patience with those in 
the congregation and the community in whom transformation is measured 
in tiny increments is encouraged. The fast church has no such patience: 
the stories of transformation held up for emulation tell of dramatic sudden 
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change . Such stories describe conversion processes measured in hours 
and days, rather than in months and years . 

The rural church at its best is organic and human in that it is a com
munity of all ages . The young and the old have a place within the rural 
church. People of different ages sit together in worship . Children and 
young people have relationships with seniors who are not their grand-par 
ents. Seniors know the names of the children in their church, even the 
ones they are not related to. The multi-generational, cross -generational 
realities of the rural church cause processes to be slower , so that both the 
young and the old can participate. In the process, the fresh vision of the 
young rubs off on the seniors, and the wisdom of the elders is heard by 
the young. This stands in stark contrast to the age-specific programming 
of the fast church. Among the techniques of fast church is the "homoge 
neous unit principle." This approach states congregations grow fastest 
when everyone in the congregation is from the same or similar socio-eco
nomic, cultural, and demographic backgrounds. So to reach the maximum 
number of people there would be programming aimed specifically toward 
young families, or toward single 20-somethings, or toward seniors, and so 
on. Most rural congregations, while at times looking like "homogeneous 
units," long to be other than that, desiring to be communities of all ages 
and backgrounds. 

The senior-who after a worship service led by the youth group 
which included drums and guitars , says to the minister, "That was not my 
cup of tea today," and then adds, "but it does not need to be my cup of tea 
every Sunday"-points to part of the beauty of the rural church. The rural 
church as slow church refuses to accept the consumerist notion that 
everything must cater to the needs and desires of the individual attendee, 
that nothing must make the attendee uncomfortable. Instead the rural 
church asks how this community of faith can be a place where all feel 
part of the community, which necessitates individuals asking, "How must 
I be flexible in my desires so that others can be part of this community?" 
Such willingness to find room for the other , for the one who is different, 
goes beyond simply being kind to strangers in a calculated benefactor 
beneficiary relationship to being willing to welcome strangers into the 
heart of the community and to learn from them. This deep kind of hospi
tality is an embodied and organic practice of the rural church . 

The rural church is local, fresh, and organic; it is, in short, slow church. 
As such the rural church provides an alternative vision for those tired of 
fast church and its blandly homogeneous diet, tailored to consumerist
congregants. But it is not likely the rural church will offer programs or 
workshops on how to be slow church, for slow church is a way of life for 
the rural church. A way of life cannot be taught in weekend workshop or 
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by reading a book. The way of life that is the rural church is learned by 
living as communities of faith that are local, fresh, and organic in a par
ticular place . The rural church at its best is comfortable with and cele
brates that it is slow church. 
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D'ARCY FALLON 

Camp Wonder 

"The one duty we owe to history is to re-write it." 
-Oscar Wilde, The Critic as Artist, 1891 

Toward the very end of Blanche's life, confusion took a darker tum. My 
great-grandmother forgot where she was. She was living in a Catholic old 
age home on the Monterey Peninsula, instead of in the high altitude 
Colorado boomtown where she grew up. Blanche and her roommate , a 
wizened Italian woman, daily plotted their escape . They carefully packed 
their nightgowns into overnight cases, put on their slippers, and headed 
for the lobby. Their keepers-old hands at deflecting would-be run
aways-always intercepted them. 

"How 'bout some ice cream?" I imagine the nuns crooning as they 
herd the women away from the door. 

My clearest memory of her is when I was 14 and she was 82. One 
afternoon in 1968 some of her grand- and great-grandchildren bore her 
aloft like an intricate glass sculpture along the white sands of Carmel 
Beach . When they gently set her down, she clapped her hands in delight. 
In Leadville , Colorado, where she grew up, she had been a well-known 
beauty and snappy dresser, known for her electric blue eyes, high cheek
bones, and abundant glossy hair . Now my great-grandmother was an old 
woman. I imagine Blanche, tiny and fragile and nearly stone deaf in her 
eighth decade, trying to hold on, just as she had held on sixty years before, 
waiting for the man who promised he would return after he made his for
tune. Nothing made sense now, especially the solitary present , where she 
had rolled like a pebble down a gopher hole. There was nowhere to go, 
nowhere to be, but here. She was stuck and alone . Who wouldn ' t want to 
run away? 

So I imagine Blanche dreaming of the place where she grew up: the 
Arkansas River , the deserted mineshafts and shacks dotting the hillsides, 
and the Sawatch Mountains dominating the horizon. These images flick
ered by like old movie frames . Snow on the peaks , wind in the pines, a 
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storm churning in from the north. And now a man in scuffed hobnail 
boots and worn corduroy trousers comes striding toward Blanche as she 
stands in the doorway of her house. He is carrying something in his 
cupped hands. A bird? A candle? A flower? Fine brown hair falls across 
his eyes . He smiles up at her. His calloused hands open. A chunk of soft 
yellow glitters in his dirty palm. Gold. He places it in her hand and kisses 
her. The musk of unwashed bodies from the stagecoach rises between 
them. "I told you," he whispers . She opens her hand, blinks hard. She 
holds the pit of a peach. The man is gone. 

The nuns take the bag from her hands . "Tomorrow," they say in a 
soothing tone . "You can go tomorrow." Where does Blanche think she is 
going? There is no stagecoach at the curb waiting to take her to that car
bonated boomtown in the Rockies. Can she ever find her way back, even 
in her dreams? How can she get there from here? 

II 
Blanche once wrote to her fiance, Richard, that she was afraid to commit 
her most personal thoughts to paper in case they came back to haunt her. 
What if he changed his mind about her? Your letters are sacred to me, 
Richard replied. I keep them in a safe place, and you can have them back 
at a moment's notice. "There should be no reserve between us," he insist
ed in a letter. This was a constant refrain. At times he found her long
distance reticence maddening, once chastising her in a letter for her "cold 
and formal" tone. Richard was hundreds and hundreds of miles away, 
holed up in a primitive Nevada mining camp. It took six maddening days 
for a letter to travel from Leadville to Hercules, Nevada . He yearned for 
her with a bright, voracious hunger. Don't just tell me what you did 
today, tell me how you feel. What is in your heart? How he must've want
ed to crack her open like a coconut to get to the sweet meat inside. But 
she had a hard time letting down her hair. "Letters," she wrote, "live so 
long sometimes, longer than one would want." 

Although their letters were written more than a hundred years ago, 
they crackle with energy. The story of two lonely people trying to sustain 
an intimate, long-distance connection is a timeless one. The filament-thin 
thread between Nevada and Colorado held, despite distance, snowstorms, 
misunderstandings, lost mail, excitable parents, and the forbidding Rocky 
Mountains. I am not an historian or genealogist; I can't presume to know 
the innermost workings of their relationship . But what I do know about 
them through their letters is this: they weren't afraid to take risks, and at 
the beginning of their relationship, everything was a risk. Richard 
D' Arey, a freshly minted graduate of the Colorado School of Mines, 
believed that he could roll the dice and make his fortune through min
ing-just like the thousands of other young men who swarmed through 
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the central Nevada desert, convinced they could wrest mineral wealth 
from the earth . Why, gold, silver, copper, and other priceless elements lay 
slumbering in the ravines and canyons in Goldfield, Tonopah, and White 
Pine County, just waiting for the smartest, fastest engineer who could get 
there first. So Richard was a man in a hurry, one of many headlong men 
rushing to get rich. But on his way out the door, he met Blanche Wall. 

The year was 1905. Maybe he passed her on the street in Leadville. 
Maybe their families knew each other. Richard, one of eleven children, 
grew up in Denver, 100 miles west of Leadville. Blanche's father, Phillip 
Wall, a businessman and justice of the peace, had moved from Salina, 
Kansas, to Leadville around the tum of the century. Did lightning strike? 
God only knows, but surely these two people could not have been more 
mismatched. He was introverted, brainy, and self-reliant, someone who 
intuitively connected with dogs and horses. He was appallingly young
looking when he met her at 23, all elbows and skinny knees, with fair 
Irish skin and fine flyaway hair. Blanche, on the other hand, loved fash
ion, flirting, compliments, and parties . She was very pretty, petite, fragile
looking but full of spunk. She met Richard when she was nineteen and 
living with her older sister, Winnie, who worked as a telephone operator 
in town. She turned his head, just as she had turned the heads of other 
men who passed through the historic boomtown on their way to some
where else. He was looking for work and had his eye on several jobs, all 
of them "forty miles from nowhere," he told her. What began as a breezy 
acquaintance between two young people developed into an addictive cor
respondence, a private confessional, a secret place where they could 
reveal themselves. What developed between them was a kind of slow, 
autobiographical striptease : over time, letter by letter, they slowly 
exposed new parts of themselves . Witnessing their growing communion 
via the U.S. Postal Service, I'm reminded that, despite today's explosion 
of tell-all social media, intimacy and trust are gifts that must be earned 
the hard way, in real time, through adversity and experience and shared 
history . And that happens slowly. In 1905, there was no Twitter, no 
Facebook, no Tumblr, no cell phones or Skype or email. But there was 
paper and envelopes, stamps and ink. There was faith and the saliva in 
your mouth to seal up your words and let them fly over the Continental 
Divide. Reading my ancestors' missives, I flew too, swept up in the dis
parate worlds of these tenacious correspondents. 

III 
Richard and Blanche's stories came to me when I needed them most, in 
my early 50s, when I was filled with fear and self-doubt. My family and I 
had just pulled up stakes and moved from our longtime home in Colorado 
to a struggling rustbelt city surrounded by cornfields, abandoned build-
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ings, and half-empty malls. We were homesick, my husband, son, and I, 
dazed at suddenly being plunked down in Ohio after our years in the west. 

Somehow, I thought our exodus would be relatively painless. I was a 
pro at relocation. I liked starting over. My father had been a career Army 
officer; by the age of 18 I'd lived in three countries and six states. 
Moving was my mode. Uprooting was usually preferable to staying put: 
you could leave your mistakes behind and become someone new. Maybe 
it's all those years I spent as a reporter. At a newspaper where I once 
worked in San Francisco, we had an occasional feature called "The Dart." 
You took aim and threw a dart at the tattered city map taped to a back 
wall in the newsroom . Wherever it landed, that's where you must go. The 
premise: a thousand stories awaited, no matter how odd or initially off
putting they might seem. The Dart lands at the intersection of Cole and 
Hayes streets, the bus stop for the #21 Hayes? What should you do? 
Climb aboard the bus or chat up that guy in the green velvet opera cape 
looking pensively out the window of the Sacred Grounds Cafe? But mov
ing to Ohio in my fifth decade wasn't some offbeat lifestyle story or 
frothy adventure. It was for keeps. It was painful. Friends were harder to 
find. Money was tight. My teenage son was depressed about the move, 
and my husband was out of work. The college teaching job I had accepted 
held out the promise of tenure, but only ifl proved worthy. It was a gamble. 
(You'll never get it, sang the paranoid voices in my head. You're a fraud. 
You have nothing to offer.) 

At school, the adjunct teacher across the hall from me had a sign on 
her office door that said, "Do not feed or tease the professor." That sign 
reinforced the feeling that I was auditioning for my life. College tour 
guides often seemed to pause right outside my office, reciting the same 
spiel over and over: "The professors here are very accessible . They have 
an open-door policy . You're encouraged to drop in any time you have a 
question, for any reason." A meaningful pause. "In fact, most of my pro
fessors have given me their cell phone numbers ." As the tour guides 
spoke and the visitors peered into my office, I fought the urge to look up 
from my papers and wave . Tick -tock, tick -tock. Get good evaluations . 
Make them love you. 

At home, my husband strapped on his kneepads every morning and 
went to work on the house we had bought, which wasn't some lovingly 
restored old historic gem, but a falling down fixer-upper requiring mas
sive infusions of elbow grease and patience. I worked, he worked, our son 
went to high school; we hunkered down. 

A year passed, two. Middle-aged, in the Midwest, marooned in winter 
and menopause, I started to prepare my "tenure file," a Herculean effort 
that required tracking down what seemed like a thousand documents, 
from syllabi to old teaching evaluations to letters of recommendations 
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and documentation of service and awards. I felt like a Girl Scout trying to 
qualify for as many merit badges as possible. I was also arming myself 
for the day-a day coming soon-when our son would leave for college. 
It was a day I had been both dreading and expecting for years. What 
would happen when he left? In the presence of his absence, would my 
husband and I discover we'd run out of things to say to each other? 
Would we predictably fight and drift apart like a couple in a soap opera, 
suddenly unmoored without the boy who'd kept us reading our cue cards? 
These were the noisy crows that flapped and fought for a nighttime perch 
in the bare branches of my mind. 

In the middle of this, an unexpected thing happened . The Dart came 
flying out of nowhere, and landed in my own lap. Sharp and pointed, it 
hit me straight out of the past, coming in the form of a bundle of old love 
letters. A second cousin had sent them to me, just on a whim. This was 
Richard and Blanche's story revealed in episodic bursts; a weekly serial 
detailing their struggles and fantasies. Filled with frustration and bravado, 
these letters bear the imprimatur of the romantic West, where there's 
always another gold rush or silver strike just over the horizon. Precious 
nuggets in the stream, an elusive vein of silver, ore in the core. You 
believe it. You hitch up your wagon train and leave, believing in the 
gospel of infinite bounty and self-definition. All it takes is reckless nerve. 

As I burrowed into the letters, these blurry strangers swam into focus. 
I had once been ignorant about their lives, but now I was banging on the 
door of their narrative, demanding entry. Richard's first letter to Blanche 
was from Los Angeles, where he was checking out timber, mining, and 
land deals. ("The orange trees are loaded with fruit!") He'd turned down 
an offer to go to Nicaragua with the Guggenheims, who'd already struck 
it rich in Leadville. A few letters later, he was in Rhyolite, a rustic 
Nevada mining camp. It was hot in the summer and cold in the winter. If 
he'd ever needed a place to have an existential crisis, this was it. Early in 
1906 he wrote to Blanche, who was still his "chum," not his "sweetheart" 
yet: "People don't live in this country, they just 'exist' in here long 
enough to make a stake and then get out and enjoy real life for awhile." 
Honestly, he didn't know when he'd see her again, he wrote, because he 
expected he'd be going all over the country working mining deals, but 
please, let's keep in touch. For company he had his dog, Blarney, an Irish 
setter that went everywhere with him, including the train, where the dog 
rode on his lap. As a protagonist, Richard was easy to love, vulnerable, 
inward-looking, susceptible to mood swings, though he usually kept up a 
brave fa9ade with Blanche. It's easy to gauge how he is feeling, based on 
how he addresses Blanche . When he is confident and devil-may-care, it is 
"girlie," "little girl," and "pear." When he is lonely, the words pour out in 
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a tumble of longing. I see him in the desert , sitting before a campfire , a 
blanket over his scarecrow shoulders, the red dog at his feet. 

I have to smile at his endearments because this is the same man who, 
in one of his very first letters to Blanche, told her that he was vehemently 
against "lovemaking by mail." None of that stuff for him, thank you. He 
detested sentimentalities , he told her. The year before their engagement, 
he said he hoped that they would be "close and easy friends ." They 
should be "pards" (partners) . In the next sentence, he told Blanche she 
was his "ideal girl." Had he made himself clear? He blundered on. Don't 
expect too much from me, he said, and then added that he was sending 
her a Christmas present. When they finally became engaged, the commit
ment-phobic miner became a romantic sap, dying for a little lovemaking 
by mail. I sense his frustration. Blanche, a good Catholic girl , mostly 
ignored his imprecations for self-revelation. Instead she wrote about the 
new wine red dress she wore to a party , the snowstorm in May, her job at 
the Yak Mining , Milling, and Tunnel Company , where she worked as a 
stenographer. (The four-mile Yak drained numerous mines before dis
charging into California Gulch, where placer gold had been discovered in 
1860.) Visits with friends, a quarrel with her father, and reports of family 
illnesses filled her pages. Out in the desert , Richard poured over her let
ters, alert to her changeable interior weather. Always, he seemed riven 
between arrival and departure , anticipation and regret. His letters are 
filled with longing-to be with her, but also to be "out there," pursuing 
what was hidden . Mining had become an obsession. And so he would be 
tom. When he was visiting Blanche in Leadville, he was thinking about 
mining, even though he said it was "penance" and "exile" to be away 
from her. When he was in the desert, he swore he couldn ' t live without 
her. Between rare reunions in Leadville , they held on. The letters spun 
and blew like snowflakes over the country's boney spine, up treacherous 
mountain passes , down punishing inclines. Many were tinged with anxi
ety: why haven't you written? are you all right? are you alive? 

Writing Blanche from Rhyolite , Richard noted, 

You asked me in your last letter ifI ever get lonesome. I think if you 
could see me tonight you would not ask. I would give all that I own 
to be jerking along on the Midland sleeper to wake up Sunday morn
ing (dreaming of green fields, etc.) among the beautiful snow banks 
of Arkansas Junction and just one big long Sunday with you. For I 
have imagined that I loved you for a long time and been sure of it for 
quite awhile but I never realized till I left you this last time how 
much I missed you and what an absolute longing in my heart only 
you could satisfy. 
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Blanche from Leadville: "I am not sad but just feel all the time that 
something is missing and everything I look forward to is the time when 
you will return .... Went down and looked at some white silk goods yes
terday. Can you guess what it is for?" 

Richard: "I dreamed about you last night. All kinds of outlandish 
things. For instance, I dreamed we went to a great big church and 
although you were awful tired you insisted on showing everyone to their 
seats. You had on a black silk dress with low-neck and a great big white 
ostrich feather hat." 

Blanche: "Yesterday was a dandy day until about 4:30 when it rained 
pitchforks and little fishes. I put on a rain skirt and hiked up to the post 
office through it all, but my name didn't appear on the map ... so I went 
home very disappointed yesterday. If I don't get a letter soon I guess I 
will have to go out and see what the trouble is." 

When I read the letters back to back for the first time, they provided relief 
from the small, ordinary dramas in my life. Many of the things Richard 
and Blanche mentioned took on totemic importance for me: the rain, the 
dog, Blanche's black dress, their hoped-for bridal bower (a shack in the 
desert) . These were real people with real lives. I read on, envisioning 
Blanche taking dictation for her boss at the Yak, and Richard at his wits' 
end walking the floor with a howling baby in his arms (his nephew). 
Even as these things were happening to them, Richard and Blanche spun 
their experiences into beguiling, often-humorous accounts of how they 
coped. I had my own story to untangle, which was how to make a new 
home in a place that seemed foreign to me. I wrote about what was hap
pening to me-learning the quirky culture of a small liberal arts college 
in the Midwest, trying to understand an agricultural region where people 
raised soybeans along with alpacas, witnessing class warfare right outside 
my front door as townies and college students fought turf wars in local 
bars around campus. I kept trying to tum myself into a stronger, smarter, 
better -looking person than the woman in my clothes who sometimes lost 
her students' papers, let the garden go to hell, and had too many cocktails. 
That person was really me, but surely I could change the plot. After a cer
tain point, I started having fantasies about running away to Leadville, 
where it all began for Richard and Blanche. 

Leadville seemed more real than the Ohio snow outside my window, 
more alive than the border collie curled up at the foot ofmy bed. It wasn't 
just that town's actual seventy-odd blocks filled with rickety Victorians 
and red brick buildings that seemed appealing, but the idea of the town. I 
was nostalgic for a life I'd never known. Somehow, Leadville seemed 
synonymous with optimism. I needed a shot of that. Half-past December , 
under the gloomy clouds, Leadville offered escape. And possibility . 
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Anything could happen. Caught up in Richard's dream of the big score, I 
tagged along, seeing grimy miners celebrating in the bars on payday and 
hearing the Colorado Midland Railroad quickening over the trestle at 
California Gulch. To me, life in Leadville seemed better, more interest
ing, and purposeful. The snow wasn't just white, but purifying. It didn't 
just rain, but baptized too, unlike the gray sleet in my Ohio city that signi
fied nothing but another draining winter's day . Come summer, I vowed, I 
would go to Leadville, the town where my ancestors met , and try to 
rewrite my own story. 

IV 
Like a pilgrim who has accidentally taken the wrong tour bus to a remote 
religious shrine, I feel a little lost in Leadville. Last night at Rosie's Brew 
Pub, I saw an intoxicated man ride his horse up the street and after sliding 
from the saddle, drunkenly tether the animal to a light pole. 

"Hey there!" he shouted as he weaved into the pub and plonked him
self onto a stool. "Hello!" The bartender wondered aloud if it was possi 
ble for someone on a horse to get a D.U.I. But this is Leadville, after all, 
once called "the wickedest town in the West." Leadville has always been 
a town of fluctuating fortunes. When gold was discovered in California 
Gulch in 1859, thousands of prospectors poured into Leadville, panning 
for alluvial deposits in streambeds. The placer deposits played out about a 
decade later, followed by the discovery of rich silver ore in 1875. When 
silver prices collapsed in 1893, Leadville switched to mining gold, zinc, 
and lead. Smelters also flourished here; at one time there were seventeen 
smelters, releasing dangerous lead-tainted smoke into the air. In time 
Leadville became cut and scarred by mining's by-products, the town lit
tered with unsightly slag heaps and waste dumps. In the past few decades , 
Leadville has become popular again, marketing itself as a tourist town 
and adventure destination . 

My head pounds as I stare out the second floor window of the 
Delaware Hotel. Leadville is nearly two miles high; it's hard to catch my 
breath . The grandeur of the mountains seems at odd with modem -day 
Leadville. There is a 24-hour convenience store on Harrison A venue 
named the Kum and Go, and the streets are full of shops hawking T
shirts, kitschy art, and souvenir trinkets. This is not Blanche's Leadville. 
Or maybe it is. I was prepared for the Silver Dollar Saloon, a dank bar 
with swinging doors and bourbon-colored walls, but not the Family 
Dollar Store and a Pizza Hut. 

I visited three museums earlier today, including the National Mining 
Hall of Fame and Museum. A plaque on the wall declared: "Everything 
begins with mining . Everything!!!!" I viewed mining dioramas and stud
ied minerals. At the Lake County Courthouse, I retrieved a copy of 
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Richard and Blanche's wedding license and studied their names on the 
signature forms. Who were these people? Blanche and Richard have 
become like characters in a fairy tale, holographic figures whose shapes 
keep changing, depending on the angle of the sun. 

In her wedding portrait, Blanche looks preoccupied, perhaps a little 
dazed, in her high-necked white silk dress . Lace at her throat, ruffles on 
her wrists, head slightly cocked, she stands erect with her hands behind 
her back like a teacher listening to a recitation of "Hiawatha." Richard 
looks straight into the camera, with serious eyes and a sensuous, tremu
lous mouth . In letters to Blanche he called himself "your lonesome kid in 
Nevada," and there is a little bit of a loner's look to him trussed up in that 
stiff white shirt and knotted red tie. 

In a letter written a year before the wedding, when Richard had 
thrown The Dart at Nevada and ended up prospecting in a rustic mining 
camp called Camp Wonder, he'd confided to Blanche that he loved the 
mining life and all the "rustling" it entailed . The camping, the long days 
and crazy weather, floods, heat-all of it a kind of hard flinty glory. He 
was crazy about mining, that dubious, dangerous shell game he called 
"my life's work." He ended one letter by telling her he must close 
because the wind was blowing and he couldn't keep his candle burning . 
He was all of twenty-four. 

Richard, I want to call to him from across the century that divides us, 
don't get too carried away with yourself out there in canyons . Plans 
change . Time will cave in on you, bury you under a thousand obligations. 
Just wait. But he was besotted and ambitious, and if he could've heard 
me, he would never have believed me, just as I have never listened to 
anyone who told me to slow down and think things through. 

Life in Nevada was unfolding at an electrifying pace for Richard. 
Labor strikes, lawsuits, deals gone bad, fires, jackpot bonanzas-it was 
all happening at breakneck speed. While Richard's life was filled with 
drama, Blanche's was mired in the here-and-now of Leadville. She went 
to Mass, weddings, wakes. She took a trip to the cemetery to straighten 
up some of the graves, including the one that belonged to her brother. She 
had good days and bad . Like time-lapse photographs of clouds, you could 
see her moods pass in quick succession. Blanche Wall was nineteen, 
twenty, twenty-one years old and just about to step over the threshold of 
everything she'd ever known. Richard was her Dart, pointing to an 
unseen destination in the future. How frustrating it must've been for her 
to keep waiting for her life to start . Blanche waited for spring, for the 
snow to let up, for the stage to get through, for the columbine to bloom. 
Most of all, she waited for Richard's impossible gamble to pay off. Did 
she have a back-up plan in case his prospecting didn't pan out? If she 
didn't like where The Dart landed, could she change the rules? It could 
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not have been easy for her. It's hard to be the one left behind , even if your 
fiance has named a mine after you. 

I imagine Blanche receiving one of Richard's letters on a day when 
she is particularly blue. She holds the envelope at arm' s length, squinting 
at the date and address. Lord, where is he now? It could be from any 
number of mining camps: Goldfinch, Hercules, Rhyolite , Camp Wonder. 
There is Richard's familiar handwriting, and the customary way he boldly 
penned her name, with the "B" in Blanche a thing of beauty: elaborate, 
tilted, full of flourishes . But his penmanship was the only fancy thing in 
his life. Despite the drama of mining, there were lots of duties in camp to 
keep him busy, including sewing sacks, sorting ore, bookkeeping, cook
ing , washing up , selling stock, assaying , surveying, and occasionally 
babysitting his nephew. 

Before coming to Leadville, I'd harbored a fantasy about Blanche's old 
house on 5th Street. Because I had thought of her as something of a high
altitude princess , perhaps a little spoiled, I'd envisioned her house as a 
mountain confectionary , all gingerbread embellishments. But it was small 
and forgettable , with stingy little windows and no front porch, just a 
wooden box, one more box in a row of brooding boxes on a slanted street. 
For a fleeting moment I thought about knocking on the door but my nerve 
failed me. 

Once, I wrote about a Colorado cowboy living on the margins of life. 
Boomer Sanford was sexy- tall , skinny, with impossibly long legs, broad 
shoulders , strong arms. He made his living as a ranch hand and lived on 
the outskirts of San Luis-the state's oldest town in the state's poorest 
county. Working as a hired hand, he earned just $12,000 a year from the 
saddle. When I asked him if he was bothered by the lack of sick pay , 
union benefits or disability pay if he got hurt, he was stoic. "You git what 
you git and that's all you git." 

Over the years , that sentence has taken on the resonance of a mossy 
koan. "You git what you git and that's all you git." But what does that 
mean? Actual life is filled with a thousand little gits: gitting tenure ( or 
gitting fired), gitting the mortgage paid, gitting gas in the tank and trash 
to the curb. Imagining Boomer's minimalist life was easy . Coming to 
terms with an actual life- your own, for instance-in all its complica 
tions and disappointments, that is hard. 

As the days to Richard and Blanche's wedding grew closer , Blanche 
turned into a control freak. There was an edge to her letters. Perhaps she 
was miffed that she had to handle all the wedding details by herself. What 
about the groomsmen ? Did he have a list of friends to invite? Was he 
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absolutely sure he'd be back in town on time for the ceremony? "If it is 
an evening wedding, I presume you will have to have a full dress suit. 
What do you think about that?" she wrote. Later she wrote, "Don't put off 
anything until the last minute, will you?" And finally, succumbing to the 
moment: "I sometimes believe that people are intended for each other for 
ages before they're born. Don't you?" A story about their wedding ran in 
the Leadville Hera ld-Democrat with this headline: "Married The Girl 
Who Waited For Him : Luck of Richard D 'Arey." 

Cue the music. Quest. Tribulation . Triumphal return. I imagined the 
good times spread before them like a thousand wedding gifts stashed 
under the sagebrush for safekeeping. Isn't that how the story goes? Find 
the treasure, win the girl? 

The very last letter I have in my great -grandparents' correspondence 
packet makes me melancholy. Richard is in Arizona; Blanche has been 
staying with relatives in Santa Clara, California. The year is 1917. They 
have been married ten years. She has just given birth to their fourth and 
last child, Clara, named for Richard's sister. He writes: 

Darling Sweetheart: Just a line to let you know I am OK and think
ing about our new little 'yam.' I'm crazy to see her although they 
never look good to me when they're so young . . . . I am leaving here 
for Phoenix tomorrow as it will be impossible to do any field work 
here for awhile and I think there is a chance for some work at 
Superior, a copper camp out from Phoenix. The weather has been 
very disagreeable and I will be glad to get away from here for a few 
days. Well, sweetheart, there is nothing to write about except I love 
you more and more. Am glad you are there where you can get prop
er care and know that the other kids are alright. Yours in haste, Rick. 

Camp Wonder, one of the places where he'd made a killing as a 
young bachelor in Nevada, was long over. He and Blanche were in the 
difficult, unromantic "now" of their story : babies, bad weather, looking 
for ways to pay the bills, separation. The future, an ever-receding corridor 
darker than the Yak Tunnel, lay hidden. Neither could predict that 
Richard would lose every penny in the stock market crash of 1929, or that 
pretty, fashionable Blanche would grow profoundly deaf in middle age, a 
silencing disability that would keep her at arm's length from her family. 
What would have happened if he had struck it so rich at Camp Wonder he 
would never have had to leave her again? Would she have heard him, 
heard him and understood that searching and wanting was always more 
desirable than having? 

I used to view Richard and Blanche's story after they left Leadville as 
one of defeat. They lost everything. She went deaf. Their saga was about 
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loss: loss of income, loss of hearing, loss of home, loss of identity . 
Perhaps because of my own sense of fatalism, I was ready to accept that 
as the final version, the last chapter. Everything was perfect for this 
fabled couple until reality caught up with them . Suck it up. End of story. 
Except that it wasn't. Here's the thing about stories. They go on and on 
and never really end because people-strangers, outsiders, nosy ances 
tors-are always stealing them. Here's what I know about Richard and 
Blanche after their wedding on a sunny evening in Leadville in 1907. 
They lived in Hercules, Nevada, for a few years. In 1918 they moved to 
Arizona, and settled in Yavapai County . Richard started a mining and 
civil engineering business in Jerome, a mining boomtown nestled in the 
Black Hills. Richard had work to do, work he loved, and he did it. 
Blanche reared four scrappy daughters who, I'm sure, ran them bow 
legged. Richard's career continued, yes, even after losing everything in 
the Great Depression . He became the supervisor of the United Verde 
Extension Mine, which had some of the richest concentrations of copper 
deposits in the world. The last of Jerome's mines closed down in 1953. 
After Richard's death in 1966, Blanche moved to Monterey to be close to 
my grandmother. She died in 1970 at the age of 84. She's buried next to 
Richard in the high flat Arizona desert. 

V 
Mount Elbert pulses against the bluebird sky. Driving out of Leadville 
into the mountains, I pass some old mining shacks. An eagle hangs in the 
sky. Higher up, aspens shake in the wind. The road is eerily deserted . In 
1880, Leadville was the second largest city in Colorado . Now, on a quiet 
summer day in June, it seems as if the boom never happened. Squinting 
into the shining silence of the white sun, I feel alone and a little anxious, 
the way I used to feel when I was on assignment in California sometimes, 
struck by the absurdity of life. I would call my husband from a pay phone 
on Highway I, stopping in Pescadero because I was bored or scared or 
wondering what in the hell I was doing poking around in peoples' lives. I 
felt unmoored by all the miles of ocean, the wind, the houses hugging the 
sand, the acres of pumpkins or strawberries, and I needed a loving voice 
to keep me upright, throw me a line, haul me home. 

Beginnings and endings are easy . Pack a box. Shut the door. Drive 
away. It's the middle part where it gets hard, the staying put, the doing. 
"You git what you git and that's all you git," the cowboy had said. But 
sometimes endings are really beginnings . Here's the thing about being 
alive. You improvise. On my sideboard in Ohio sits Blanche and 
Richard's wedding silver tea set. As much as I want to claim Richard's 
free-ranging, adventurous spirit as my real inheritance, Blanche's wed
ding silver, that hard mineral gift, keeps me tethered to the here and now. 
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That's my legacy too . Wait and see what happens . I thought again about 
what Blanche said to Richard about the power of words. "Letters live so 
long sometimes , longer than one would want." 

She was right about those letters. 
Forgive me, Blanche. You never would have wanted others to know 

about your loneliness and frustration , impatient for "your lonesome kid" 
to return from the desert and make good on his word . It's all there in the 
letters : the pit of a peach, a wine red dress, Blarney , heartache, rain, snow, 
and sputtering candlelight. Knowing your story gives me the courage to 
live mine . I may as well head home. On top of the Continental Divide, 
water flows east as well as west. I don't know what happens next. I am 
still writing this story . 
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WILLIAM CARAHER 

Slow Archaeology 

The Origins of Slow Archaeology 

The idea for slow archaeology came to me on my way to one of these reg
ular archaeology and technology conferences that emerged as 
Mediterranean archaeologists came to terms with the rapid introduction of 
high-tech tools to their discipline. The conference was at the University of 
Massachusetts , Amherst, in late February, and my flights chased an early 
spring snowstorm across the eastern United States. I suffered the expected 
travel delays before experiencing a harrowing ride from Hartford airport 
to the UMass campus. As I whiled away the time in crowded airports and 
as a sometimes terrified passenger, I worked hard to suppress my expecta
tion that travel should be seamless , instantaneous , and easy, and, instead , 
focused on the experience of travel itself: the characters present in air
ports , the processes required to navigate the airports, the sparkling blanket 
of early spring snow, and the impressive driving skills of my Australian 
colleague as he navigated the slippery roads of rural Massachusetts. It 
took a snowstorm for me to slow down and pay attention to my environ
ment. During a normal trip in which everything works smoothly , our 
motions become mechanical complements to the requirements of travel in 
the industrial age. This trip informed the talk that I delivered at the con
ference and got me thinking about how inefficiencies force us to slow 
down and see archaeology more clearly as a process inseparable from the 
knowledge that it produces. 

The paper that I delivered at this conference was my standard fare. It 
focused on the uneven impact of technology on archaeology by compar
ing the digital workflows employed by large , well-funded projects to 
those used by smaller, less wealthy projects. 1 The topic ofmy paper was a 
gesture toward the host of the conference who worked with one of the 
most sophisticated digital projects in the Mediterranean: the Pompeii 
Archaeological Research Project: Porta Stabia (PARP :PS) .2 The project 
became famous when they developed iPads to replace traditional trench 
notebooks . Each trench supervisor received an iPad loaded with applica-

43 



tions and databases that prompted them to document their trenches in a 
regular and consistent way. This allowed the PARP:PS team to streamline 
the flow of information from trench side to computers and maximize their 
time in the field. Their clever use of technology attracted the attention of 
Apple, and the company has featured their work on their website, giving it 
global exposure. The simplicity of the iPad's interface belied the com
plexity of the software and database ecosystem that supported this innova
tive use of digital tools. The iPad fed databases stored on servers in 
Cincinnati, Ohio, and at their base in Italy. The applications were specifi
cally chosen to maximize interoperability, and the team developed clear 
digital protocols to ensure the consistency of data collected. This innova
tion received support and development through a dedicated database and 
digital infrastructure expert who had decades of archaeological experience. 

Large, well-funded projects have access to the human and technical 
infrastructure necessary to develop slick, bespoke applications designed to 
streamline in-field data collection. These well-resourced projects pio 
neered the use of personal computers in the field as well as the archaeo
logical use of drones, 3D imaging technologies, and elaborately integrated 
databases and Geographic Information Systems (GIS). On a practical 
level, these large-scale projects had the most to gain from the use of tech
nology because they involved the most people and generated the most 
archaeological data each season. To accomplish their goals, these projects 
use technology to organize and collect the diverse efforts of specialists 
and excavators. An increasingly digital workflow freed project or field 
directors to juggle the responsibilities associated with managing a large 
archaeological project, from basic logistics to meeting with local officials, 
maintaining the budget, and managing personality conflicts. These obliga
tions often encroached on their time in the field and prevented them from 
supervising and guiding actual archaeological work as it took place. 
Digital opportunities, then, met with practical ( and archaeological) neces
sities by producing standardized, high-resolution data from each step in 
the excavation process so that the directors could receive a cohesive 
dataset when the time for analysis begins in earnest, usually after the field 
season's end. Technology served to bring together otherwise fragmented 
work of numerous specialists and field teams into a consistently prepared 
data set presented for the project director's interpretation. This allows for 
in-field efficiencies as all parties focused on their own work, ultimately 
contributing to a unified whole. The most obvious parallel for this 
approach to field work is the assembly line, where each individual has a 
discrete task unified only in the completed product. 

Smaller projects, in contrast, tend to have fundamentally different 
workflows as the same small group of archaeologists often both work in 
the field and bring together the data for analysis. The limited scope of 
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these field projects often limits their access to the same resources and 
motivations to deploy and develop digital technologies as larger projects. 
The smaller staff and typically more modest goals of these project make 
them better suited to involving directors in the day-to-day archaeological 
processes . With fewer logistic complications and a flatter organization 
with less hierarchy, smaller projects provide a more immediate and 
embodied connection between fieldwork and archaeological knowledge. 
Those involved in fieldwork itself-in most cases the project directors
are also most responsible for interpreting the results of fieldwork. 

On my small project on Cyprus, one of the three project co-directors 
directed excavations in one of the trenches, the other analyzed nearly all 
the pottery that came from the field, and the third managed the project's 
databases and GIS. At the same time, the three directors took turns cook
ing for the project, argued about research design, washed pottery, helped 
when trenches fell behind or encountered complex features, and generally 
filled in wherever necessary to keep the research and the daily life of the 
project moving forward. 

The daily realities of archaeological work and life reveal the limits to 
small-project efficiency as directors and participants alike wear many hats 
over the course of the field day and season. This organizational structure 
creates a type of archaeology that resists the efficient and fragmented 
practices common both to larger projects and to the twentieth -century 
industrial routine. In its place, the small project tends to evoke the inte
grated life of craft. The inefficiency inherent in small projects serves as a 
kind of brake on the archaeological process in the same way that a late 
winter storm disrupts the expected process of travel. By having to engage 
in every aspect of the archaeological process, small project directors end 
up shepherding the data along every step from the field practice to knowl 
edge production. The way that small projects move from fieldwork to 
archaeological knowledge gets to the heart of what I call "slow archaeolo
gy" by drawing attention to archaeological practice as a meticulous, inte
grated craft that resists the fragmented and mechanized process of the 
assembly line. 

Slow archaeology evokes the practice of archaeology as a craft. It pri
oritizes an embodied attentiveness to the entire process of fieldwork as a 
challenge to the fragmented perspectives offered by workflows influenced 
by our own efficient, industrialized age. While recognizing that craft and 
industrial approaches to archaeology are not mutually exclusive in the 
dirty realities of fieldwork, the last eighty years of archaeological scholar
ship and practice have tended to celebrate the potential of industrial tech
nology in archaeological practice at the expense of more integrated 
approaches associated with pre-industrial, craft production. As with the 
slow movement elsewhere in contemporary society, my application of the 
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slow ideas to archaeology seeks to critically consider the impact of indus
trialized practices on how we produce knowledge about our world.3 

To understand the history of archaeology and technology requires a 
bit of excavation. This next paragraph will be a bit academic and histori
cal, but in the spirit of Slow, I ask that you push through it. 

The discipline of archaeology developed in parallel with the long-term 
industrial influences that formed the modem American university and was 
advanced by quantitative practices that encouraged increasingly regular
ized data set from fieldwork.4 These trends have benefited both the disci
pline and the knowledge that archaeologists produce by aligning it with 
dominant scientific paradigms and granting it the patina of rigorous 
respectability.s This process began as early as the late nineteenth century 
when Heinrich Schliemann funded his work at Troy and Mycenae through 
a fortune amassed as an industrialist and brought industrial organization 
to his excavations using teams of workmen, removing earth via railcars, 
and digging systematically. Academic archaeology fused industrialized 
practices and professionalization with the emergence of industrialized 
academic disciplines in the modem university (Menand). The university 
developed systematic ways to educate young adults with courses arranged 
across disciplines to build key skills, provide professional credentials, and 
produce productive contributors to American society. Disciplines like 
archaeology and history, while remote from the demands of industrializ
ing economy, nevertheless joined in this process by establishing the PhD 
as the main professional credential for experts in these fields. This desire 
for specialization in the rarified confines of the academy shared logic of 
the assembly line and assigned individuals to perform single exceedingly 
limited tasks over and over to manufacture knowledge as efficiently as 
possible. Higher education employed a similar approach to producing 
educated individuals by dividing up the process of education among vari
ous specialized experts in particular disciplines. This intermixing of 
archaeology, academia, and industry has had side effects that risk becom
ing only more exaggerated as we leverage technology to increase our effi
ciency in the field in response to limitations imposed by permitting agen
cies, funding, and the lure of "big data."6 At risk is the human aspect of 
archaeological fieldwork and recognizing the space of the field as a viable 
locus for reflective analysis of objects, places, and landscapes. Slow 
archaeology insists that understanding the past on a human scale requires 
awareness of being in the landscape as well as intimate involvement with 
the archaeological practices. These things take time. 

The connection between industrial efficiency and the structure of aca
demic knowledge production does not, of course, preclude a slow and 
deliberate apprehension of the world. The injection of technology into the 
equation, however, has generally served as a tool for accelerating the pace 
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of our increasingly limited time in the field. Efficiency introduced by dig
ital technology has become more apparent over the past thirty years as the 
media, technology companies, and archaeologists themselves tout the 
compelling juxtaposition of futuristic devices and ancient artifacts. By the 
late twentieth century, microprocessors powered a new generation of 
technologies that ranged from digital surveying tools to personal comput
ers, digital cameras, and, most recently, mobile devices that promised to 
streamline various aspects of the archaeological workflow. These tools 
simplified the way that data could be collected in the field but also con
tributed to the continued fragmentation of data into standardized bits des
tined for reassembly by archaeologists once the field season ended. 

One place where the growth of digital technologies has increased most 
visibly is in the structure and function of the archaeologist's notebook. 
Archaeologists traditionally recorded textual descriptions of their trenches 
or areas in notebooks. Through much of the twentieth century, notebooks 
were idiosyncratic to individual archaeologists and often became their 
personal property ( or the property of the project or the project director). 
Even today, archaeologists refer to particular notebooks by the name of 
the excavators as well as the names of the site: Blegen's Notebooks_? Our 
understanding, then, of past excavations often relies on the ability and 
willingness of an excavator to describe what they saw in their trench or 
across a landscape . These descriptions are necessarily interpretative as 
they mediate between the process of excavating and the product of that 
process. The vivid descriptions left by master excavators make clear the 
relationship between their own decision making and the archaeological 
reality they uncover. The physical act of writing in a notebook slows 
down the process of excavation and forces the archaeologist to integrate 
their observations on process and interpretation at trench side. As psy
chologists have recently begun to argue, the very act of writing may actu
ally slow our mind to think through the information that we observe more 
carefully and critically (Meuller and Oppenheimer 1159-68). 

Over the last decade or so of excavation, the trench notebook has 
slowly disappeared to be replaced first by forms and then by handheld 
computers and tablets. The empty space of the gridded excavation note
book page has given way to the orderly forms of the project database. 
This change has standardized our understanding of each trench and facili
tated comparison between excavation areas. More importantly, these 
changes also increased efficiency throughout the system by streamlining 
data collection at the edge of the trench and analysis after the season 
ended. The trench supervisor has, in turn, moved from a position of syn
thetic analyst to a recorder on a form. The craft of trench supervision
grounded as it had been on careful observation and relatively free forms 
of writing and illustration-has given way to a more systemized approach 
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that moves discrete bits of excavation data along to project directors. The 
excavators and trench supervisors represented cogs in a complex work
flow that ends on a laptop computer in the director's office . Forms or dig
ital notebook allow for more efficient presentation of the excavation pro
cess for study. 

Intensive pedestrian survey, my archaeological specialty, played a key 
role in the fragmentation of field practices as well. Intensive survey came 
to increased prominence during the 1970s and 1980s and set about mod
ernizing relatively unstructured approaches to documenting the ancient 
countryside (Cherry 375-416) . In the Mediterranean world, and particular
ly in Greece and Cyprus, survey archaeologists applied systematic 
approaches to landscape archaeology and replaced the solitary, perambu
lating archaeologist with teams of dedicated data collectors. Intensive 
pedestrian survey produced high-resolution , quantitative archaeological 
data that encouraged efforts to make the archaeological process more effi
cient by streamlining in-field data collection. They introduced forms to 
replace free-form notebooks and to facilitate transferring the increasingly 
granular data to computer spreadsheets and databases. Survey projects 
were all a little different, but in general, each unit of space in the land
scape produced a single form. 

The structured data collected by survey archaeologists shape their 
practices in the field . A graduate student team leader describes the loca
tion, ground cover, vegetation, and soil type, as well as the number of arti
facts counted by the members of the team . The team leader inclines his or 
her head toward a clipboard in the field as a team of field walkers, 
arranged at fixed intervals, walks across the landscape, staring at the sur
face of the ground , counting and collecting objects from their narrow 
swaths across the field. At the end of their swaths, these field walkers 
look up and report their counts and finds to a team leader who dutifully 
records them on the form before arranging for the walkers to set out again 
on the next unit. This data eventually finds its way into a computer under 
the supervision of a data manager or a digital archaeology expert . Project 
directors analyze and project the data as statistical tables or across a map 
with detailed methodological treatments providing a new layer of context 
for the knowledge they produce. The archaeology of landscapes has 
become the domain of carefully arranged data collectors who move across 
the countryside with an eye toward efficiency and who send their reports 
along the archaeological production line to data managers and GIS specialists. 

Toward a Slow Archaeology 

As a discipline, archaeology is historically linked to industrial practices 
and continues to move toward an even more mechanized and technologi -
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cal future. The rapidly vanishing elements of its earlier craft roots , howev
er, represent more than just nostalgia . The preservation of craft practices 
in archaeology , like the academy at large, reflects an enduring commit
ment to localized , embodied, humanized knowledge. When we reduce 
field archaeologists to data collectors and the knowledge gleaned from the 
field to atomized bits, we both temporally and physically displace our 
encounter with archaeological landscapes . We move our space of encoun
tering and producing archaeological knowledge from the field to the lab 
or office where the disparate parts are (re-)assembled into a new, system
atic whole . 

To some extent , this displacement is unavoidable in our modem age. 
The limits imposed by foreign government and archaeological permits, 
reduced funding , and a half -century of deeply ingrained disciplinary 
expectations will continue to privilege efficiency in the field. At the same 
time, our growing dependence on data collection over engaging the land
scape while in the field may represent an illusory efficiency. A close col
league of mine recalled having to return to the field for several additional 
seasons of work after completing a three -year campaign of intensive 
pedestrian survey because he needed to look up from his clipboard to 
understand the landscape. His experiences are not unique. Recent work 
using least-cost-path computer models produced by GIS software never
theless require old-fashioned , boots -on-the-path , ground-truthing expedi
tions to see if the constellation of variables pushed through computer 
algorithms resulted in routes consistent with human experience in the 
countryside. Nowhere is this more eloquently expressed than in a recent 
volume by Michael Given and colleagues based on their large-scale field
work in Cyprus . He reminds his readers that their systematic work to pro
duce landscapes is only one way to read archaeological space. For genera
tions, Cypriot farmers have walked the very same fields as his team 
studied and recognized the same potsherds as meaningful objects from the 
past. The worlds created from the crunch under foot and plow have an 
immediate relationship with our own conception of the archaeological 
space inasmuch as we hope that archaeology can reconstruct a past filled 
with actual individuals who make decisions based on their own experi
ence with the material world . 

One summer, my colleague and I spent two weeks painstakingly illus
trating a field-stone fortification in the Greek countryside. 8 The site was 
on a small hill that provided views of the coastline, narrow valleys , and 
neglected paths that marked out routes and arable land in a fractured and 
arid landscape . Our work illustrating the site was painful. The site was 
hot, filled with bugs, and we had both been sick with a dreaded summer 
cold. It did, however, force us to look carefully at the walls for hours on 
end to notice the subtle techniques that the builders used to promote both 
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structural stability and an aesthetic elegance. Differences in the construc
tion style of the various walls helped us to distinguish them chronologi
cally from one another, and the presence of a more carefully built and 
monumental wall along the south side allowed us to argue that it faced the 
route of approach to the building. These conclusions were not impossible 
without hand illustration, but producing a measured illustration of an 
umemarkable example of rural architecture from the Hellenistic period 
slowed us down enough to see more of the human element in this build
ing. In fact, the care we took in illustrating the building paralleled the care 
the builders took in arranging the stones . 

I spent this past summer watching field teams march systematically 
across an inland valley in southern Greece. Our efficiency in the field was 
noteworthy , our field teams collected data at a level of unprecedented 
intensity, and we produced an archaeological map of the area with 
remarkable detail. At the same time, a project director and I wandered 
around the landscape. Perching ourselves at prominent places before set
ting out across fields, streams, and roads, we walked across the country
side with our trusted notebooks and observed the kaleidoscopic relation
ship between various features along our route. Ridges that appeared 
prominent on our maps blended into surrounding landscapes, and low 
hills marked with whitewashed churches emerged from the tangled topo
lines of cartographic convention. Our walks were deliberate and slow and 
constantly endangered by other responsibilities, but they produced results 
that were independent from the dominant methods employed by the pro
ject. These walks did as much to help us understand our landscape as the 
intensive survey did to quantify it. The goal of slow archaeology is to find 
ways to consider critically the impulse toward efficiency, standardization, 
and fragmentation in fieldwork by employing integrated and personal 
approaches to documenting the archaeological landscape. 

This shift in emphasis yields three main advantages. It has practical 
advantages of allowing ideas and questions to develop in physical prox
imity to the places and objects under study . Walking through the Greek 
countryside following the contours of the ground led us to discover new 
sites and recognize significant places in the landscape that maps and com
puter models overlooked . Documenting features in a trench or in the field 
in handwritten notebooks provides a moment to slow down and to 
observe subtleties that we might have otherwise missed in our quest for 
efficient data collection. On a more theoretical level, slowing down and 
starting the process of interpretation in the field encourages us to be mind
ful of the link between our own bodies and our understanding of the past 
as well as the bodies of the past individuals whom we study. Furthermore, 
it pushes back against disciplinary deskilling in which fieldwork becomes 
data collection dominated by the need for efficiency. By allowing time 
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and space for individuals to understand the significance of their contribu
tions to an archaeological project, we draw more voices to the work of 
archaeological interpretation and make our discipline both more inclusive 
and humane. 

This does not require that we return to a romantic view of the ruins or 
indulge in idiosyncratic or individualized readings of the material world. 
After all, disciplinary training in the field of archaeology already informs 
our practice. No amount of deliberate slowness is likely to overwrite the 
intellectual or academic questions we bring to our fieldwork, the influ
ence of our university training, the pace of development, and the avail
ability of technology. At the same time, we can continue to push back 
against industrial pressures that still have not succeeded in producing an 
archaeological universe bereft of individuality. Despite decades of stan
dardized, digitized, and normalized data, Mediterranean archaeologists 
still struggle to compare data produced by different projects in the region. 
As a result, it is important to realize that slow practice and a quest for 
greater efficiency are not fundamentally incompatible. Building time into 
fieldwork to prioritize the production of the kind of embodied knowledge 
that chums at the fringes of even the most disciplinary archaeological 
work provides an opportunity to understand more clearly how we inhabit 
the worlds we seek to build. 

Beyond a Slow Archaeology 

This reflection on slow archaeology has relevance beyond practitioners of 
one particular discipline. Like other facets of the slow movement, my 
goal has been to speak broadly to how we engage our world by aiming to 
make space for coherent, deliberate thinking amidst the bustle of a life 
dictated by efficiency, deadlines, and technological wonders. Like most 
academics, I reserve a certain skepticism for most big-picture thinkers 
who imagine they can understand the world as an integrated whole. I also 
recognize that many of our cherished values of individuality, democracy, 
personal freedom, and economic prosperity rely on the seamless function
ing of many living things, objects, and ideas. A simple trip from my 
North Dakota home to a conference in Massachusetts represents the unin
terrupted synchronization of myriad fast-moving parts from the physical 
function of the airplane to the automated ticket counters. Only a late win
ter snowstorm interrupted the seamlessness of everyday life and produced 
an enforced patience necessary to recognize and comprehend the various 
flickering fragments that shape our fast-paced existence. 

Academic knowledge is by definition specialized and limited. The 
institutional restraints designed to limit what we can know at one given 
point is the product of a tradition of intellectual Taylorism grounded 
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today in the industrial university and reproduced in a curriculum orga
nized to disseminate specialized knowledge. Our view of the real world, 
however, is not bound by such artificial limits and fragmented perspec
tives, and as archaeologists we hope to produce a past that exists outside 
disciplinary knowledge. While the flickering fragments of our technologi
cally mediated world will continue to strobe impatiently before our eyes, 
we should also take time to maintain a quiet counterpoint by slowing our
selves down and crafting our place into a cohesive landscape. 

Notes 
l See Caraher. 
2 For more on this project see: http://classics.uc.edu/pompeii/index.php/ 

news/l -latest/l 42-ipads201 0.html 
3 For a useful survey of slow see Carl Honore. 
4 For a survey of the development of archaeology see Bruce Trigger. 
5 See Petere Novick for a discussion of similar trends in the discipline of history. 
6 Guidi and Armitage's recent work calls for big data approaches to history. 
7 For example, Corinth Notebook 90a documents Blegen's 1926 excavations 

at Acrocorinth. 
8 See Caraher , Pettegrew, and James. 
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KEVIN CONNELLY 

The Wexford Coastal Path 

The journey begins 
(i) 

A walk along a self chosen path is bound to be different from a drive 
along the same route, cocooned in steel and glass and rubber. This idea I 
first found expressed in Robert M. Persig's Zen and the Art of Motorcycle 
Maintenance, where he pauses on his motorbike at lesser-used road junc 
tions and watches children's faces glued to the interior glass of passing 
motor cars, their experience of him a mere momentary flash in a long 
series of rapidly succeeding images. The motor biker is more in tune with 
the world around him, conscious of the day's heat and cold, wet and dry, 
aware of the smells and sounds as well as the sights of the road. 

To walk a journey is to further increase awareness. Walking a path, 
you know the texture of the ground beneath you, the scent of the plants 
around you, the sounds of the birds above you . Not only are you closer to 
the world you are in but you have time to absorb and savor the passing 
surroundings. At a comfortable walking pace, you are in harmony with 
your own body and have the time to notice everything around you . The 
truly open-minded wanderer on foot is prepared to deviate from an imag
ined path, a planned route, prepared to follow the side road and the 
unmapped way if that should be of greater interest. 

On foot, fresh awareness brings with it unexpected possibilities . 
As the poet John Masefield said in words I learned long ago-

Oh to be on the open road 
and going one knows not where, 
going through meadow and village 
one knows not whither or why, 
through the grey light drift of the dust 
and the keen cool rush of the air 
under the flowing white clouds 
and the broad blue lift of the sky. 
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After all that I smile when I recall that my journey along the Wexford 
Coastal Path, beginning on the shore by Ballyhack, had a slightly different 
origin. In order to start the journey proper I had to arrive there, on foot, 
with an onward lift arranged for the end of that day's anticipated travels. I 
was in Kilkenny; I wanted to arrive in Ballyhack, knapsack on my back, 
ready to walk on. 

Simple enough you might say, but if you have ever tried to join up the 
dots of public transport in Ireland, you will appreciate how frustrating the 
simplest search for information can be. The best examples for me are the 
bus stops which consist of simple metal lollipops on the side of the street 
or road which give the information, "Bus." No indication is given as to 
numbers, routes, times of arrivals, departures, destinations, nothing except 
the solitary word-bus. To find my way from Kilkenny to the quayside in 
Ballyhack, without the use of a car, was an exercise in frustrating internet 
exercises but when it began, a delightful journey in itself. 

The Railway Station in Kilkenny was originally designed in 1847 and 
has been modified many times since. Laid out in the worst year of An 
Ghorta Mh6r, the Great Famine, much-needed work was provided for the 
starving poor, an example of development in the darkest of times. 
Approaching the station today the discerning traveler will notice Victorian 
brickwork mingled with copper roofs of apartments built during the years 
of the Celtic Tiger. Behind the station where the Workhouse once stood 
there is a modem shopping center. Is it all now an example of develop
ment leading to darker times? 

Today the line to Kilkenny City is really a spur line off the main 
Dublin to Waterford route. From time to time Iarnr6d Eireann/lrish Rail 
fly kites offering suggestions that the station could be moved a few miles 
east, thereby cutting off the spur line and saving some minutes on the 
Dublin to Waterford journey. The local pride inherent in Ireland's small
est city causes uproar and the kites are gently reeled in to be flown again 
when fairer winds blow. 

For now travelers arrive and depart through a nicely restored and re
used limestone built old goods shed. There is a coffee dock and newspa
per stand, essentials for the modem traveler. You can while away the 
waiting moments admiring some fine old photos on display. Among the 
sepia-tinted old engines and long-vanished stations there is one view 
taken in the late 1950s and I remember fondly all that it shows. From the 
railway platform the camera looks east along the line through a cutting. 
On the left-hand side houses struggle up a hill, and it is among these that I 
was born. On the right -hand side tall trees dominate a fine field, all gone 
now and buried under newer houses. In the center the line emerges from a 
bridge since vanished and it is down that track that the train still comes . 
Kilkenny being at the end of the spur line, the train comes to a halt at the 

54 



platform, the engine uncouples, moves up a side track, and rejoins the 
train at the opposite end. The entire maneuver takes about twelve minutes 
and is a godsend to the smokers traveling. They know they have enough 
time to alight, have a cigarette, admire the views across Kilkenny, hop 
back on the train and continue on to Waterford. 

If cars, motor bikes, and the pedestrian way all have different senses 
of travel to offer, so too does the train. For me a train is better than a car. 
The tracks usually wander away from road routes and so carry you 
through different landscapes and vistas. Because you can simply sit back 
and relax there is time to observe the passing scenery, time to admire and 
enjoy . There is only one stop between Kilkenny and Waterford, at 
Thomastown, a flower bedecked, pretty, stone built Victorian era station. 
Just outside Thomastown the line crosses the river Nore by a fine long 
viaduct, towering over the river and its adjacent flood plain, and affording 
momentary glimpses of the old Cistercian foundation of Jerpoint Abbey. 

Legend has it that the bones of Saint Nicholas are buried nearby. 
Archaeology tells us that a small town called Newton Jerpoint is also 
buried here. The once prosperous little settlement never recovered from 
the devastation of the fourteenth -century plague, the fearsome Black 
Death, and was ultimately abandoned. Sheep now graze peacefully across 
the humps and hollows in the fields that mark the presence of once busy 
streets and solid houses. 

After Thomastown the line takes the only incline noticeable on the 
entire Dublin -Waterford route . The Walsh Mountains traverse County 
Kilkenny from east to west and north-south routes must pass through this 
upland area to reach the coast. The tall trees, the rich fields of barley and 
pasture in Mid-Kilkenny are left behind. Now the train climbs slowly 
through a different landscape. The underlying geology changes as well: 
gone now the limestone feeding the richness of other parts of the county, 
now we cross over and through shale, sandstone, and granite. 

Where previously lush hedgerows on top of earthen banks divided 
fields and farms, here they are marked by walls of granite boulders 
cleared from the center of fields. No barley, wheat, or oats are grown and 
everywhere the eye turns there are fine stands of both State and privately 
owned forests. The light grey of the walls and the green of the fields are 
brightened by the yellow of the ulex europaeus, commonly known as 
"furze" or "whins" or "gorse," depending on where you live. As far as I 
can tell you can draw a line across country from Galway to Dublin, and 
north of that line it's "gorse" and to the south, "furze." Oliver Goldsmith 
in "The Deserted Village" spoke of "blossomed furze, unprofitably gay." 
It is surely a nuisance and a very hardy plant, almost impossible to eradi
cate. However, it does have the merit of being "blossomed" and "gay" in 
the early part of the year and is a great splash of color across the land. 
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On our left the cross-topped outcrop of Tory Hill, one time haunt of 
Highwaymen, is a landmark signifying the waters of the Suir ahead . 
Gathering speed on the downward slope we rush forward as if to embrace 
the lush pastures of the great river valley. Grey electricity pylons stand 
sentinel on two mighty rocks divided by the wide and wandering waters. 

On the Kilkenny side of the river the railway station huddles on a nar
row strip of land between the foot of the cliff and the river's banks. The 
aptly named settlement of Ferrybank clusters around the station, the 
bridge, and the now-deserted North Quays. Lately Ferrybank has spread 
along the N25 east toward Slieverue , bursting it's urban Waterford bound
aries. The settlement is now divided between two counties, each well able 
to follow the old Ulster maxim of"not an inch!" 

Repeated requests from urban Waterford for an extension of their 
remit to include all the development on the Kilkenny side of the river 
have been turned down. A primeval fear exists in that hurling mad county 
that if they cede territory to a neighboring rival, in some unknown future 
time there shall be born a boy of incomparable hurling genius, who will 
win medals in mighty triumphs and all the while wear the blue and white 
of Waterford and not the black and amber of Kilkenny . Thousands of 
years old, the stuff of saga and legend, the game of hurling is a passion in 
this region, often described by aficionados as "pure poetry in motion!" 

These territorial ambitions, claims, and counter claims are given phys
ical expression on a great slab of bare rock hanging high above the sta
tion. There, rival groups of graffiti artists descend from the summit and 
clinging perilously paint the rocky canvas in their preferred colors. People 
on the quays in Waterford and crossing the bridge enjoy the changing 
kaleidoscope and applaud the efforts of the faceless fans. I wonder at 
times if there exists an unwritten honor code between these rival artists. 
Any change of color, any painting over, seems to be respected by being 
left alone for a while, as if each side appreciates the skill and effort 
involved in their own little sport. 

The matching rocky cliffs on the far side of the river are home to a 
unique animal. In such an urban setting as a major Irish port it is fascinat
ing to realize that a herd of wild goats exists cheek by horn with housing 
estates. The Bilberry Goats, named for a wild berry found in upland rocky 
parts of Ireland, have had free reign in this little kingdom of theirs for 
centuries . While goat-skin is the material used in making the bodhran , the 
great tambourine of Irish Traditional Music, these are left unharmed. 
Protected now by law and statutory instrument, for many years they have 
had the more powerful protection of the people's affection . 

Lately they have been subject to various scientific studies, and science 
has yet again proven folklore, bealoideas, the oral learning of the land, 
correct. Generations of W aterfordians have proclaimed the unique nature 
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of their herd of goats and now DNA has accepted their case. The Bilberry 
goats are not at all related to the native feral goats or the various domesti 
cated breeds farmed on the Island. They are of Persian origin. On their 
rock above the Suir they still thrive and long may they do so, safe from 
chef and bodhran maker alike. 

From quay to quay by bus 
(ii) 

Leaving the station I cross the bridge on foot and admire the streetscape 
Waterford presents to the river. A pleasing prospect stretches from 
Reginald's Tower, built by the Viking founders of the city, at the eastern 
end of the quays all the way to the bridge's landfall before me. Somehow 
Waterford City has managed not only to retain a wonderful unbroken 
streetscape from the river but also to generate a sense of pride and affec
tion toward the line of shops and businesses, many dating back to 
Victorian times and beyond . No ugly modem cubes break this skyline . 
The only modernist touch is opposite the Viking-era Tower. There on the 
boardwalk a beautiful public space is created by means of canvas, wood, 
and steel. At times , musicians play in this authentic representation of a 
boat. At other times the boardwalk promenaders of all ages enjoy sitting 
while skateboarders glide skilfully by. 

Waiting for a bus along the quay, just below the Bus Eireann depot, I 
am surrounded by rich rolling r's of the Waterford/South Kilkenny accent. 
The bus I was waiting for was not easy to locate. Sometimes I despair at 
how difficult it can be to access information on traveling without your 
own transport in Ireland. The various websites supposedly offering 
timetables with destinations, route planners, fares, and prices have been in 
my experience some of the most frustrating to navigate. 

How do tourists manage? They ask people . Once on a Dublin bus I 
had the pleasure of watching a middle -aged German couple wondering 
whether they were on the right bus, asking for help from various fellow 
passengers, pensioners all. The old ladies and gentlemen whipped out 
their smartphones , checked their timetabling apps, cross checked with 
each other and with the kindest of smiles helped and reassured the visiting 
couple. Ireland of the welcomes, modem style. 

The blue and white Suir Valley Transport bus was already waiting 
when I arrived. Regulars chatted with the driver while waiting for the off. 
As an unknown I was discreetly eyed up and down. Wearing hiking boots, 
haversack, and sporting a beard makes me easy to categorize. It was to be 
a feature of my journeys that as a grey-bearded rambler I was welcome 
everywhere and conversations began easily. "Where have you come 
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from?" "Where are you going?" So many people still take the time to stop 
and talk when you travel at the speed of an ordinary walk . 

The bus loaded at a leisurely pace, information exchanged along with 
fares, smiles and greetings part of the ritual. Smaller than the modem, 
sleek , air-conditioned inter-city buses, the Suir Valley blue and white bus 
bounced along the quays . 

Turning round by Reginald's Tower we went past Thomas Meagher 
on his bronze horse, sword held eternally aloft as if frozen at Gettysburg 
or the disaster at Fredericksburg, half his regiment, the Fighting Irish, the 
69th New York Regiment of the Union Army, wiped out in a day. A simi
lar equestrian statue of the great Waterford man stands outside the State 
Capitol in Montana, USA. A plaque on the Battlefield site of Antietam 
summarizes his extraordinary life, 

The Irish Brigade commander was born in Waterford City, Ireland 
on August 23, 1823; a well educated orator, he joined the Young 
Ireland movement to liberate his nation. This led to his exile to a 
British Penal Colony in Tasmania Australia in 1849. He escaped to 
the United States in 1852 and became an American citizen. When the 
Civil War broke out, he raised Company K, Irish Zouaves, for the 
69th New York State Militia Regiment, which fought at First Bull 
Run under Colonel Michael Corcoran. Subsequently Meagher raised 
the Irish Brigade and commanded it from February 3, 1862 to May 
14, 1863. He later commanded a military district in Tennessee. After 
the War Meagher became Secretary and Acting Governor of the 
Montana Territory. He drowned in the Missouri River near Fort 
Benton on July 1, 1867. His body was never recovered. 

Soon we began to leave the City behind and, after the roundabouts by 
Ardkeen Regional Hospital, the open countryside beckoned. 

The hospital at Ardkeen has grown and continues to grow through all 
the ups and downs of Health Services Provision over the years. It began 
life, as far as I know, as a TB sanatorium built by the famous, yet ill
starred, Dr. Noel Browne. A man fired by a burning desire to use a 
Ministerial position in the First Inter -Party government in 1948 to eradi 
cate the scourge of TB, Dr. Browne raided the capital funds of the Irish 
Hospitals' Sweepstakes, a form of lottery, to build a chain of sanatoria 
across the land. These were designed to accommodate those suffering 
from the dreaded lung disease . Long covered over in an ever -developing 
series of buildings and services, the old sanatorium can no longer be 
traced and the folk memory of TB as a killer disease is finally fading 
away. The old people in my youth spoke of Dr. Browne in hushed and 
respectful tones, his lingering on in the oral tradition a mighty monument 
to the man's work. 
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Beyond Ardkeen, after a few more bends and twists in the road, we 
reach the official boundary between urban and rural Waterford. The city 
has now grown so far and so fast that where I remember fields and coun
try cottages, now housing estates sprawl down to the very water's edge on 
our left. The little bus passes by a sign proclaiming that we are now enter
ing not only County Waterford but the very Barony of Gaultier, whose 
symbol, the homed goat, looks most lordly like down upon the approach
ing traveler. It never fails to make me smile, and then the road divides at a 
"Y" junction, right for the fishing village of Dunmore East, left on the 
R683 for the estuary, Passage East, and the ferry to Wexford and my true 
beginning, the start of the Sli Charmain, the Wexford Coastal Path. 

Briefly the land changes again and we pass through an area of boggy, 
rushy fields, the signs of poor drainage and even poorer yields . Before 
that we slowly cross the narrow viaduct sheltering a pretty unique pub, 
Jack Meade's Under The Bridge . Nestling under the arches there is a cen
turies old pub where the discerning traveler can enjoy traditional food 
accompanied by traditional music enhanced by the fragrance of traditional 
turf. In winter the open fires are warm and welcoming. In summer the 
crowds, especially at the weekends, overspill along the length of a little 
nearby stream . Almost bursting through a tunnel of overhanging foliage 
the bus quite suddenly brings us to a first view of the Rivers Nore, the 
Suir, and the Barrow joined together in their last push for the sea, by 
Hook or by Crook. In Irish it is known evocatively as "cumar na dtri 
uisce," the confluence of the three waters. Across the wide water lies the 
Wexford shore where the trail will bring me in time to my initial major 
landmark, the old lighthouse at Hook Head. Yet I must also remember 
that the great anticipated landmarks are not always the highlights of a 
journey, it is often the minor key which reverberates longest, and it is 
good to be open to these and to their noticing. 

As we sweep downhill with a cliff fall on our left between us and the 
sea, the Wexford coast presents herself as a wooded steep slope dropping 
to the shore with no trace of habitation or work of human hands. Now the 
vista opens and down below the roof tops of Passage East appear. Grey in 
various shades and multi-angled, they must surely be an artist's delight. A 
slight glance left and the eye catches the ferry crossing from Ballyhack. 
There an ancient castle of the Knights Templar stands sentinel over the 
river route and the handful of houses clustered around a little fishing har
bour and the slipway landing for the ferry. 

As on the Passage side, the cliffs around Ballyhack are close to the 
water, so close that I can see my onward path, cut as a ledge through the 
rock to take me from Ballyhack to Arthurstown. As always at this point 
on the road the little game begins: will the ferry have turned around from 
Passage before we arrive at the slipway? The next move in the game is to 
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estimate the number of vehicles visible on deck and thus the ferry's 
turnaround time . No such luck today, a single tum in the road means the 
ferry is out of sight and the bus enters Passage East. 

Exiting in the square, thanking the driver, rearranging my knapsack, 
breathing in the saltier air, I put one foot forward and walk to the ferry . A 
few steps take me out of the square, down a side street and along a little 
quay. From now on I am truly on my walking journey, free now from 
trains and buses I walk to the ferry, and when we have crossed the wide 
water I will leave the ferry and walk along the road. I am content to wait 
on the quayside and admire all around me while the ferry approaches 
again from the other side. 

From ferry to fork in the road 
(iii) 

I take my first photographs along the road between Ballyhack and 
Arthurstown. Sometimes I am of the view that a memory is better than a 
mechanical image, other times I feel that the act of taking a photograph 
comes between ourselves and the moment itself. Once, on a boat trip to 
meet some dolphins off the coast of Portugal, I saw a lot of people taking 
photos and immediately turning to their friends to say, "Oh, look at this 
one!" While they peered in delight at the tiny camera screens the dolphins 
were right at hand, gazing at us. What they thought of this strange behav
ior I'll never know. 

For now I had time; everything was slowed down . My perceptions 
were those of a man walking at a man's pace. The scenes around me I had 
seen many times before from a car, never until now on foot . I could 
absorb the views, linger over them and assimilate, at my own pace, 
aspects of the landscape I had never noticed before . 

There were a number of levels to this. 
Far away the lighthouse was a hazy smudge on the horizon. 
In the middle distance I could look from the headland between me and 

Duncannon or look back across the water to a view of the fascinating little 
church perched on the cliff high above Passage East. 

At my very hand numerous wild flowers grew and the Old Red 
Sandstone rocks across the road were a riot of color. Lichens and fems were 
visible among the roots of the furze where coarse grasses jostled for space. 

I lingered awhile simply because I could and then walked on. 
With the estuary on my right I looked toward gentle slopes rolling 

down to the sea on the Waterford side. Headlands thrusting into the water 
took the eye further out to sea, to the great rivers ' mouth itself, opening 
between Dunmore East and the lighthouse at the Hook. From here the 
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tower appeared as a delicate white colored smudge in the far distance, at 
the limit of eyesight. 

There it waited for me, a destination of a sort, for at that point the way 
will tum at the peninsula's end and my face will be set Northwards. 
Today's journey is resolutely Southwards bound and not as far as the 
Lighthouse, not yet. 

Then sure enough, a bend in the road, a curve to the left, and again the 
delight of walking as a way of moving through this world is mine. 

I can stop, I can stare, I can take my time. My actions are my own, the 
choices all mine. 

I choose to pause and rest my little haversack on the wall, and reject
ing the camera in favor of the moment and of memory, regard the little 
settlement of Arthurstown before me. On a level with me and to my left, a 
row of what were once Coastguard Cottages runs inland at a right angle to 
the road and the sea. The hill behind gives shelter from the cold northerly 
winds, and the view is downstream and out over the rest of the village. 

Dropping down, the way leads between an old sea wall and the first neat 
line of housing. These are new houses, products of the building boom 
brought by the Celtic Tiger years. Thankfully, here they do not intrude 
upon the view and with a few more winter winds and rains mixed in with 
a pinch of"aul' lang syne" they will look as if they were always here. 

Their neighbors beyond have exactly that look. Seaside houses one 
and all, they face the waves protected by the wall of Old Red Sandstone 
Conglomerate. The ungainly geological name is also, however, an exact 
description. Millions of years ago, scorched red desert sands were swept 
along in some cataclysmic flood. Surging along with the grains of sand 
was a mighty mixture of older stones. Rounded by collision they also 
traveled in the flood. Marbles and quartzes, schists and granites, their 
essential toughness preserved them and in time the red sands hardened 
like cement around them. 

Now, like an ancient Giant's fruit pudding, the rocks in the cliffs I 
have just walked by and over are here before me again. Their blocks, cut 
and shaped, form the sea wall protecting the shore line street in 
Arthurstown. Larger blocks form the basis of the old quay jutting out at 
the foot of the opposite headland marking the little bay's southern limits. 
The walker can enjoy all these subtly varied views and today I now have 
time and, when I choose, uses for the camera. 

The seaward side of the wall gently slopes toward the mainly shingle 
beach. The sloping profile is an extra protection for the wall against win
ter waves. As such it appears to me to be a little like the batter at the base 
of the medieval tower houses. That type of base slope was used to rico
chet forward projectiles dropped from the battlements on high. Bouncing 
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clear of the base batter, they buried themselves in the faces of the 
approaching enemy. 

My little wall slope in Arthurstown was home to a profusion of beau
tiful flowers in bloom, the hardy Sea Pink . In this early summer time of 
year their colors were glorious. With the surface of the wall as firm as a 
tripod I could line up a series of photos in several ways. Portrait and land
scape gave way to close-up. Foregrounding led to focusing on the build
ings in the background, thereby drawing the eye toward the quay. 

The photographic pause complete, my way called me on again and I 
proceeded apace. 
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CASSANDRA KIRCHER 

No More to the Lake 

Every time I read E. B. White's "Once More to the Lake," it sends my 
head floating and I feel so close to White's words that they seem suspend
ed inside ofme . It's an essay about memory and family and returning to a 
place that has been part of a person's life since childhood. I love the 
description of the outboard motors sounding like mosquitoes. I love the 
togetherness of father and son. I love the storm at the end. And I love the 

. way that White negotiates what he calls the grooves of his mind and 
reflects on the past at the same time that he is experiencing the present. 
He published the essay in his early forties, and I know now that it takes 
that much time to appreciate the patterns in our lives. 

There's a lake in my life like White's , and over the years I've come to 
realize that having a lake of your own might be a prerequisite for falling 
in love with "Once More to the Lake" in the way that I have. At least this 
has been my theory during the past couple semesters I've taught the per
sonal essay, since most of the students who read White aren't very enthu
siastic about his summer fishing trip and the quiet everyday, life-and
death events that happen during that week. I sometimes think it's only 
students like Cory, a young woman who used to vacation at a White-like 
lake in Maine, who defend White's essay. After reading "Once More to 
the Lake," Cory went on to write poems about her own lake and the loons 
that live there and the father who fished by her side. 

My lake is in the North Woods of Wisconsin, surrounded by birch 
trees and decorated with an island, and I arrived there for the first time in 
the black of night, my father gripping the wheel as he steered a maze of 
county roads, finally parking in an empty meadow beside Booth's . 
Booth's Tavern is where all the islanders always parked their cars and 
where Leonard or Herb Booth, or one of their sons, readied the motor
boats that had been waiting the long Wisconsin winter for their noisy lives 
to begin again. My first time to the lake I was five months old, and my 
mother remembers that there was no boat waiting for us, so my father 
walked out onto Booth's pier and untied a boat that wasn't his to row. The 
moon was barely there, my mother remembers, and she says that she felt 
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like a refugee with a scarf over her head and a bundle that was me in her 
arms. I like to think that as my father rowed to the island under all those 
points of light the sky reached down to kiss me. 

If that wasn't when I was injected with the spirit of the place, it might 
have happened the next day when my father carried me along the string of 
trail circling the island and walked into a hornets' nest. He was stung 
three times, and I was stung thirteen, my little body rising like a loaf of 
bread so that all the elders on the island came around to see whether or 
not I should be rushed to the hospital in Rhinelander. 

Unlike White's family, my family didn't return to our lake "summer 
after summer, always on the first of August." In fact, after I was three we 
didn't go again until my brothers were born and I was twelve and my 
father's younger brother held the title to the cottage . There is a big differ
ence between renting a place at a lake, like White did, and staying at a 
lake because your extended family owns property and a relative some
times invites you to stay on it for free. Back in 1896, my great-grandfather 
bought an island membership that allowed him to build a fishing cabin 
that he passed down to my father's mother and that would one day tell me 
where I came from in a way that White's rented lodge never could inform 
him . Over the years my grandparents added a front porch to the main 
structure and then a back porch and then a sleeping porch so that the 
floors sloped slightly upwards and downwards like waves as you moved 
from room to room, and we all felt like we were walking on water, not 
wood. The first evening we arrived, my brothers and I stood around the 
cottage studying the paneled walls as if we were adults in a museum. 
There was a photograph of the grandfather we barely knew wearing a 
white button-down shirt and smiling in a rowboat. There was a shelf of 
old hardbound books that someone had read. There was a fishing pole 
mounted horizontally. There was a big map of the lake with the depths of 
its waters penned in with blue ink and all its bays spreading out like fat 
fingers. There was a catalogue of the names and heights of my ancestors, 
including my father, penciled into the wood as they had grown taller over 
the years. And there was comic relief: the drawing of a little cartoon-char
acter man driving his speedboat away without knowing it was tied to the 
dock behind him. "I'll be back," the caption said. 

When we vacationed at the lake those four years of my adolescence, 
my oldest brother and I ran with the other boys and girls whose parents 
had grown up with my father. Some days we were on the water swimming 
and rowing and fishing. Some days we stayed on land and lured crawdads 
from the rocks with bacon or played hearts around someone's wood table. 
The weather controlled our adventures. I water-skied behind a twelve
horse power fishing boat and canoed through reeds to watch raccoons 
clean their food. I learned the shape and size of a musky and that my 
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grandfather could only land his "big one" by shooting the fish in its head 
with a pistol. When an islander went to the mainland and brought the mail 
back over, a couple ofus girls would deliver it by dinghy, and I felt trans
ported, as if we were living a scene from another, more enchanted time. 
One day four of us took canoes all the way across Outlet Bay to see if we 
could find the little stream that emptied out of the lake. We packed a 
lunch, and glided in pairs across the water to a place we'd never been. 
The sun was bright, and the lake was flat as if someone had pulled it taut. 
For most of the day the canoes, one red and one green, traveled side-by
side and, even though we never found what we were looking for, we 
found out how much we liked being that far out on the water. 

I don't think I realized it then, but during those four years of my ado
lescence I was especially attuned to my father's longing for this place that 
I loved. Of course, he summered there as a kid, year after year, but some
time by his early twenties, he seemed to have lost any grip he might have 
had on the cottage by distancing himself from his parents and spending 
the rest of his life longing to get it, or something like it, back in his hands. 
I was never told exactly why my one uncle controlled the cottage and why 
my father's two older brothers had cottages of their own on different lakes 
in different states. I was also never warned by any adult that my father's 
frequent talk about getting a cottage of our own would end up just being 
words. Probably nobody knew, but I realize now that this is what my 
father did well: pursued options or, more accurately, this one dream. 
Looking back, I'm not sure he even enjoyed being on the island those 
years of my adolescence. He did stoke the wood stove with what looked 
like love before the rest of us got out of our warm beds. And he did lug 
rocks from the shallow water over to the point where he was trying to 
build a rock jetty. But he didn't fish with us like White fished with his son 
in "Once More to the Lake," and I didn't have the sense that my father 
reflected on family and the passing of generations in the thoughtful way 
that White did. There was something desperate and confusing about my 
father's relationship to this place that he treasured but didn't possess, 
almost as if he wanted to infect his children both with an identity connect 
ed to place and with an intense obsession for a place we'd probably never 
get as our own. One year he even sent us all to the lake for a month while 
he stayed home working, and my mom let my oldest brother drive the alu
minum fishing boat to the island when we arrived . 

When Mr. Fuller, the widower who lived next door, died one winter, 
my father took that as an opportunity. He called Mr. Fuller's son in 
California about buying his father's cottage, but instead of letting go of 
the property, the son began visiting the lake each summer, almost as ifmy 
father's call had reminded him about this place that belonged to his fami
ly. Another winter a cottage on the mainland burnt down and my father 
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got word that its lot was for sale. From our dock you could see the new 
clearing made by the fire, and my father eyed that space from a distance 
for a couple days before going across the lake to take a look. After that he 
started talking to realtors and collecting floor plans for A-frame summer 
homes, but instead of getting closer to a cottage, my uncle and father 
began squabbling about vacation dates or my father realized that we 
didn't have enough money to buy anything like property, and the next 
summer he decided we'd vacation in Montana for two weeks, skipping 
Wisconsin altogether. 

That was the summer between high school and college for me, the 
summer I was old enough to begin giving up on my father's dream and 
start finding my own nature to define myself around. This wasn't done 
consciously , but when I got a job as a park ranger out west starting the 
summer between my junior and senior years of college, I began transfer
ring my love for the lake of my childhood and adolescence to the moun
tain landscape in Rocky Mountain National Park where I worked for 
seven years. Mountain lakes, of course, are always cold-watered, and 
most of them are small and looked at more than played in or on, but my 
connection to them became close and my mountain identity became solid
ified and separate from my family. 

One October four or five years after I finished college , during a period 
when my father and uncle were good friends again, my parents and I paid 
a short visit to the lake with my uncle, and I saw the island for the first 
time lit up in the reds and yellows of fall. The interior of the cabin was the 
same as I had remembered it, and all that weekend as we sat at the table 
talking and eating, my father was still scheming about lake houses and 
property. His focus now, however, was on the various ways a cottage 
could be handed down to his children. Both days we were there, I walked 
alone around the island, empty of everyone else. When I came to 
Boathouse Bay the second day, I lay down in the grass near where I 
remembered one of the island kids stepping on a nail, and I smelled the 
heat of the autumn sun and felt the warmth of the leaves all around. It was 
like being tucked into bed. 

Though he drafted it many times over the years, E. B. White only 
wrote this one essay about his lake, an essay that any reader can tell is 
really about death. I was feeling the premonition of White's final para
graph the next time I went to the lake, a year before my father was diag
nosed with the lung cancer that killed him. It was another fall visit spent 
with my parents and uncle, and for some reason I kept bumping into my 
dim childhood memories of old-timers disappearing from the island. 
There was the memory of my brother and I finding a small mound of 
bones above the shore and being told that they were Mr. Fuller's "ashes" 
that his son had spread one winter day. There was the memory of return-
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ing in the red and green canoes and finding Colonel Finch, our neighbor 
to the south, dead in his rocking chair reading the newspaper. And there 
was the memory of Mrs. Sutton hanging out sheets and towels in the 
island breeze each year until one year there was no laundry because there 
was no Mrs. Sutton. 

One afternoon, while my mother and uncle were cleaning up after 
lunch, my father and I set off for Indian Point in the old aluminum fishing 
boat. There was, he had told me, a cottage for sale that he wanted to see, 
but when we arrived and walked back into the thick trees, I saw that it 
wasn't a cottage but three cottages surrounding a larger building, all con
structed in the same design. It reminded me of a southern scene, all the 
columns and the dangling moss and the way the sunlight streaked into the 
clearing and painted everything pale yellow. I knew that my father had 
been here before, that a surgeon from Chicago brought his family here 
every summer during the forties and fifties and that my father played ten
nis with his children on grass courts beside Booth's Tavern. The main 
building was unlocked and still furnished, so that during the next hour my 
father gave me a guided tour through a few scenes from his past as well as 
through his vision of a future that I wanted to imagine but couldn't. 

The next day before leaving the lake, my father hired a realtor, and for 
the rest of the year until the following summer when his cancer was diag
nosed he negotiated to buy the estate on Indian Point so that my brothers 
and I, who now had families, would each have a small cottage of our own 
surrounding one main building where we could meet together for meals . 
During those months both my parents often called me separately in North 
Carolina , my father to update me on his negotiations, my mother to 
update me on her concerns . She was worried that her retirement funds and 
a recent, small, inheritance from her side of the family would be invested 
500 miles away in four cottages that were falling apart. I listened to her 
patiently and sympathetically , but I didn't tell her that as outlandish and 
impractical as my father's idea was, I was on his side the whole time. 

When my father was sick I remember him saying that he didn't need 
to go to the lake once he knew he was dying because its image was 
always with him. And, as it turned out, just as Mr. Fuller's ashes were 
brought to the island after he died, my father asked us to bring his . Only 
instead of driving across the lake when it was frozen like cement and 
leaving them above the shore as Mr. Fuller's son did, we waited until 
summer and motored the old fishing boat out toward the point and the 
deepest water. It was there my mother, brothers, and I each took a handful 
of the dust and handed it over to the wind. 

During that trip to the island we all stayed a week, my husband and 
two daughters and I volunteering to sleep at one of the neighbor's because 
there was no room for us in our cottage . In the mornings we'd help the 
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four cousins fish for crawdads from the dock or take a group walk to the 
backside of the island and sit on Kissing Rock. In the afternoons we'd 
swim when the sun was hot enough, and my youngest brother would fish 
for musky and pike with his son. Sometimes I'd get out the canoe, but 
because of a change in the lake's acidity there weren't as many reeds to 
slide through as there had been when I was a kid. At least twice a day 
we'd walk over to the calm side of the island to see the eagle's nest float
ing high in the sky. When I was a kid, we rarely even saw these birds 
soaring from a distance , but now if you stood at just the right place on the 
hillside, you could glimpse into their nest at feeding time and see little 
heads and beaks moving and dancing, waiting for their parents to return 
with more food. I enjoyed watching the eagles, but even more I loved 
watching the cousins watch nature work, and I always wondered which 
one of them was feeling it most. 

Our next visit happened a couple years later when we decided to have 
a family reunion that my older brother couldn't make at the last minute. 
My youngest brother and his family were already on the island with my 
mother and uncle when my husband and I flew into Milwaukee with our 
daughters and rented a car to drive north. When we parked in the grass 
beside Booth's, my brother was waiting to pick us up in his new red and 
white fiberglass speedboat. That was the summer my oldest daughter tried 
skiing, and my youngest daughter and I tried rowing to Booth's until a 
storm erupted and we turned back under black clouds. My husband didn't 
like the claustrophobic feeling of the island, especially with so many peo
ple under one roof, so we explored the mainland more than usual, driving 
to Antigo for ice cream one day and to Rhinelander for lunch another, and 
one afternoon we visited the little museum in Elcho and looked at black 
and white photographs of the area stored in cardboard boxes. 

Mostly I remember the afternoon when I saw my brother through the 
thin, warped glass of the cottage's back window. He was outside talking 
to Ken Eckert and since it was the third of July, I imagined that the two of 
them were discussing the picnic that was always held at noon on the 
Fourth in the island clubhouse , a white, square building set back from the 
water that was only opened this one day each year. When I went out to 
join them, however, it wasn't the picnic that was being discussed but the 
owner's meeting beforehand that only deed-holders could attend. Ken was 
the son of a woman who was part of my father's generation, and he and I 
and the rest of the older kids used to walk the island's perimeter on dark 
nights without flashlights . Now he was a deed-holder himself and presi
dent of the Island Association , and after a few seconds of silence, I real
ized that my youngest brother was now a deed-holder too and that my 
uncle had handed down our family cottage to him and not to me or my 
other brother or any of the cousins I barely knew. The realization came to 
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me fast, not through the cause and effect of logic, but through a full-bod
ied electrical bolt that left me burnt and then charged. 

I wish I could say that when Ken Eckert left I took in this life-chang
ing moment in a mature way and sat down on one of the old cushioned 
chairs to swallow the news of my exclusion like a pill. I wish I could 
write that I went down on the dock or out in the canoe or to the backside 
of the island to get some distance between this new information and me. 
But I did neither. Instead, when Ken left, I felt a click inside of me like a 
latch being opened and my anger burst into the main room of the cottage 
with so much noise and energy that the cousins stopped playing their 
board game at the round table and my sister-in-law left through the front 
door. The sound everyone in the cottage heard that afternoon was a puls
ing tangle of words focused on the unjust decision I felt had been commit
ted without anyone telling me a thing. The sound I heard was my heart, 
not beating or skipping, but being ripped from that place that I loved. 

No anger rears up and kicks in White's "Once More to the Lake." 
Instead the essay continues on a steady course of nostalgic reflection and 
summer tranquility almost until its end. After my outburst that afternoon 
the family bonded together to erase or, at least, cover up the emotion I'd 
unleashed. My uncle and brother stood around silent, not acknowledging 
that anything had happened, and my mother, as if reading instructions 
from a booklet, explained that an old cottage needs upkeep that my broth
er could best afford. All four cousins went back to their game. Had my 
husband not been standing in the room that day, I wouldn't now believe 
that everything had happened in the way that I remember. 

Two days after I found out about the deed, my brother and uncle 
began hauling out what they called "junk" to the aluminum boat almost as 
if they had been waiting for me to find out the truth so that they could 
begin work. They brought out rusted tools and fishing gear from the shed, 
old linens and flat cushions from the sleeping porch, dusty cardboard 
boxes from somewhere, filled and heavy with I didn't know what contents. 
My mother seemed to condone what she saw as a long-overdue cleaning 
project, but I watched for as long as I could, numb and hurt, no one 
involving me or wondering what this fast dismantling of the past meant. 
When my brother brought down two metal headboards from the twin beds 
upstairs, I wanted to protest but didn't. When he carried out the black and 
white wool jacket from the closet, I felt something like grief. Still on its 
hanger, the jacket had been in the cottage for as long as I could remember. 
I had put it on over my own coat on cold mornings more than once, and 
over the years, I'd seen my father and uncle and both of my brothers wear 
it. No one knew who it belonged to, so I always thought, and I assumed 
everyone else did too, that it belonged to all of us and to the cottage in 
which it hung. 
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At least two boatloads of the cottage's possessions went over to the 
mainland that afternoon, and the next day my brother and uncle took 
down the wall separating the two rooms upstairs to make one modem liv
ing space. The following day I saw our metal headboards sticking out of 
the dumpsters next to Booth's, and though I started scheming about ways 
to rescue them, in the end I did nothing. The morning before we flew back 
to North Carolina, wooden bunk beds and new mattresses were delivered 
by pontoon for the sleeping porch downstairs and my niece and nephew
my brother's son and daughter-argued over who would get to sleep up 
on top . They had no idea-or maybe they did-about how I imagined 
what my own daughters were feeling and thinking as they looked on from 
their cushions arranged like beds on the floor. 

It's been more than eight years since that last trip to the lake. When 
we left my uncle took us to the airport in Rhinelander, and I remember 
him simultaneously waving good bye and mouthing "come back" as we 
turned to walk toward the plane. Sometimes I imagine there were tears in 
his eyes as he realized my love for this place that he controlled and the 
hurt that I felt by him choosing my brother over me. Other times I think 
that the choice he made to give the cottage to my youngest brother who 
was a physician living three hours away in Madison was nothing more 
than a business decision made by a man with no heirs. Today my mom 
often informs me about the lake on the phone hinting that the cottage is a 
liability with its taxes and repairs and the expense of putting up the dock 
each winter. My oldest brother told me he doesn't mind being excluded 
from the deed. To him the cottage is too far from his southern-California 
home, and he seems content considering the lake as a magical and impor
tant but closed chapter of his past. My youngest brother has still never 
brought the cottage up to me in conversation or invited me to visit, though 
he's started including me in the lake pictures he emails to my mother and 
other brother: a fish he's caught, the leaves he's raked, a sunset . It's 
through him that we know when more old-timers on the island have died. 
Last fall he phoned me for advice about the boathouse-should it be 
repaired or replaced- and though I've let a lot of my anger settle and dis
sipate, I just didn't know how to respond. 

Sometimes I think I teach "Once More to the Lake" because it's a way 
that I can visit a place I often think about but can no longer touch. 
Smelling White's "wet woods" and hearing his small waves "chucking 
the rowboat under the chin" transport me back to my lake more than just 
remembering it on my own ever can. Without White, I forget about the 
"rusty screens" in the sleeping porch and the red squirrels on the "roof, 
tapping out [their] gay routine in the morning ." I forget about the thin 
"partitions" on the second floor of the cottage and how they didn't 
"extend clear to the top of the rooms." I forget about the "cool nerve" it 
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took to land the aluminum fishing boat at the dock , "shutting off the 
motor at the proper time and coasting in with a dead rudder." Somehow I 
even forget about taking the canoe out early on still mornings , "keeping 
close along the shore in the long shadow of the pines" and feeling as if I 
were in a "cathedral." Putting that essay on my course syllabus each year 
is like planning for a short trip . 

Whenever my classes discuss the essay's final paragraph , most stu
dents protest. Their beef isn ' t White's son grabbing his wet swim trunks 
from the clothesline , but the quick shift from "garment"to "groin " to 
"death" as he pulls it on and the way the essay leaps from the particular 
image of a young boy getting ready to go into the water and the universal 
epiphany of a father as he watches his child and is ambushed by the 
knowledge of his own death . This year when I taught the essay , a few stu
dents described the ending as cliche, arguing that I'd make them take out 
a phrase such as "the chill of death" if they tried using it as the last four 
words in their own essays . To me the ending is perfect , but because there 
are no grandparents or extended family anywhere in sight in White's para
graphs, it's not my ending . In other words, E. B. White would have left us 
with quite a different gift if his family had owned, and not rented, proper
ty on that lake. 

My father's mother - the grandmother who died before my first birth
day-had an older sister named Bea. According to my mom , Aunt Bea 
always liked my father, the black sheep of the family flock. When we 
were children , she sent my brothers and me Christmas money from 
California each year , a couple brand new dollar bills pressed flat and stiff 
in special money cards that displayed George Washington's face framed 
in an oval. She would sign the cards simply Bea, and over the years that 
word became shaky until the cards stopped arriving, and I was old enough 
to realize how little I knew about someone I only remember seeing once , 
but always sensed a presence of when I was at the lake and saw her name 
etched into the paneled wall along with my other relatives. She had, I sus
pect , canoed in the same canoe that I had, reached for the same thin chain 
at sunset to click on the lamp hanging above the round table . 

My mother once told me that Aunt Bea loved the lake , and when I 
look at her in photographs I know that she did. In one picture her hair is 
swept off her face, and she's smiling and standing in front of the cottage . 
In another she's holding an oar. She seems about fifteen, infused with a 
summer love and happiness for a place that she probably carried with her 
into adult life. I never heard about my aunt being estranged from the fami
ly once her sister-my grandmother - was given the deed to the cottage, 
though I suspect that something inside her shifted when that sharp deci
sion was made. I do know that she didn't step on the island for decades 
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and that my uncle-once he became deed holder-only saw his mother's 
sister when visiting her in California during the last years before she died. 

Sometimes when I read "Once More to the Lake" I think that my Aunt 
Bea might have thought of our lake's storms in orchestral terms the way 
that White does at the end of his essay, with the kettledrum rumbling and 
the cymbals flashing and the lightning crackling against black clouds. 
During daydreams such as these, I always picture my aunt in the cottage, 
watching the wind and the waves like lake- lovers do, though after the 
storm passed, I doubt she would have run outside to pull her wet swimsuit 
from the clothesline. That didn't happen at our lake where temperatures 
were too cold for swimming after a good summer rain. Instead Aunt Bea 
would have stayed inside reading or fingering worn puzzle pieces the way 
I once did when the excitement of an island storm melted into the pleasure 
of having everyone in the family warm and together around the table. 
What I know for sure is that my aunt wouldn't have sat there wondering 
about her proprietary future just as I didn't think about my own when I 
was that age, the cottage protecting me from storms, the island and lake 
insulating the cottage from the world. 
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REBECCAJ.ROMSDAHL 

Rethinking My American Lifestyle 

I have been told that I "think too much." This critique has been pointed 
out in relation to major life decisions but is probably applicable to some 
of my daily decisions as well. Generally, I don't find this problematic; I 
believe that the average American would benefit from slowing down 
more often to think about the broader implications of their daily decisions. 
Recently, I found myself overwhelmed by the amount of time I spent at 
the grocery store just trying to find the dozen or so items on my shopping 
list. About half-way through my list, I realized I was getting frustrated 
trying to figure out which type of bread I wanted among the dozens of 
varieties available. You might think the problem I have identified in this 
grocery shopping event is that I was thinking too much about which items 
to purchase and it would be easier if I just picked a brand I liked or the 
one on sale, etc. But as an environmentalist, one of the choices I have 
made is to be a conscientious, reflective consumer, which means I try to 
slow down to identify the sustainable choices in my shopping. This means 
I look for products that have characteristics such as: less plastic packag
ing, grown or produced locally, ecologically non-toxic ingredients, made 
from recycled materials, etc. After this shopping event, I began to consid 
er just how much my busy American lifestyle has been interrupted by liv
ing abroad and adopting a slower, smaller, lifestyle. 

I recently lived in the United Kingdom of Great Britain (UK) for 
seven months as a Fulbright Scholar. The city of Lancaster is the place we 
called home; it is smallish for a UK city, roughly 50,000 in population, 
which is similar to where we live in Grand Forks, ND. In addition to this 
experience being an incredible opportunity in my academic career, it was 
also an opportunity to try a completely different lifestyle without the risk 
of full commitment. I call it a non-American lifestyle because it had so 
many qualities that are contrary to what most of us think of as the average 
American lifestyle, but primarily it was slower and smaller. Living small
er is tied to living slower; some also link these under an idea of living 
simpler. I often discuss these interchangeably. Occupying smaller living 
space, reducing consumption patterns, reflecting on the stuff I own and 
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use , along with walking and using public transit-these are activities that 
give me opportunities to slow down, to step away from the exhaustive rat
race of modem life. 

To give a broad overview and a few details of my slower, smaller 
lifestyle I will describe what I think are three fundamental pieces of the 
picture and how these have prompted me to rethink my American 
lifestyle. First, in the UK I lived in a small, sparsely furnished apartment 
in the city center. Second, I did not have a car on a regular basis, which 
meant I walked or utilized public transportation; I occasionally rented a 
car for travel that was not easily accessible via train . Finally, I tried to 
minimize my consumption and shopping habits because I had to carry 
anything I bought and I did not want a lot of things to fill-up my tempo
rary living space, which I would just have to sell or give away when I 
moved home . 

According to the 2010 US Census, 80% of Americans live in urban 
areas (populations of 50,000+ ). I am one of those people, but this does not 
mean that I live in a dense urban area or that I can access my work, shop
ping, or entertainment options by walking. In Grand Forks, I live in a resi 
dential area of single- family homes, where the closest shopping option is 
a gas station convenience store approximately a one mile walk from my 
house. Grand Forks has a public bus system and bicycle paths, but these 
are not conveniently located near my house . I do not technically live in a 
"food desert" because I have a car, I can drive, and my grocery store is 
less than 10 miles from my house ( considering my location in its rural 
context); plus my city has a weekly farmers market through the summer 
months. So, I do have easy access to fresh fruit and vegetables. But even 
so, I have found shopping and driving to be two tasks I often dread now, 
especially because in my American lifestyle they are generally linked to 
each other. I dislike the complexity and stress of these experiences. 

Shopping and driving have been marketed and sold to us as iconic 
American experiences: "See the USA in your Chevrolet" was a marketing 
campaign long before Jeeps, Hummers, and F150s nimbly crawled up 
mountain sides on our TVs. Having grown up on a farm, I have driven my 
fair share of trucks, and I understand the appeal of sitting tall, looking 
down on most other drivers, seeing farther into the distance, and the sense 
of dominance you have over the driving landscape. My preferred automo 
bile is a small car that can slip in and out of traffic and find parking in 
nearly any location. But I spent my high school weekends with friends 
driving a loop around our small, rural town as a way to pass the time. (I 
know this sounds mind -numbingly boring, and it was, but we did not have 
a mall, or the Internet, or more than one film at the movie theater.) As an 
adult, driving lost its recreational appeal and became linked with tasks, 
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commuting to work, and responsibilities of being a safe driver so as not to 
cause others harm or be harmed myself. With safety in mind, I have found 
that Walmart parking lots are perhaps the most complex and stressful 
landscapes that test all drivers' sense of responsibility and patience 
because they are often crowded with vehicles and people, and everybody 
is in a rush, only looking out for themselves; for this and other reasons, I 
tend to avoid Walmart as much as possible. In my memory, Walmart and 
the 1980s culture brought us into the modern age of overconsumption as 
shopping became a recreational pastime for hanging with friends or a fun 
family outing. Regardless of the numerous scientific studies showing that 
shopping is stressful and buying things does not actually bring us happi 
ness; regardless of personal experiences where we see the stressed -out 
parent with screaming children at the mall or the frustration we feel when 
throwing in the garbage another cheap, broken product; regardless of 
these, we continue to believe the advertising that shopping will make us 
happy. Not me, not anymore; well, not as much as I maybe did before. 

Over the past six months, I have been contrasting all this with our life 
in Lancaster. Our flat (apartment) in the city center gave us walking 
access to all the goods and services we wanted in daily living, including 
groceries, restaurants, public transportation, cinema, and a twice-weekly 
farmers market. As an environmental scholar, I was delighted by the 
walkability this city center access gave me to a slower lifestyle. I quickly 
adjusted to the flexibility of popping out to pick up a few groceries with
out the hassle and expense involved in driving. I was also happy to read a 
book while the train took me to new places. I learned to limit my shop
ping excursions to what I could carry home in a backpack or a couple 
cloth bags. Above the practical adjustments, however, I also learned to 
enjoy the slower lifestyle of living by walking . I have always been a peo
ple-watcher, so I greatly enjoyed daily opportunities to observe residents 
of Lancaster going about their lives with me; I noticed that Wellies (rain
boots) are now a fashion statement and baby-buggies are all equipped 
with clear-plastic rain covers . Walking allowed me time to admire the 
medieval stone architecture that dominated Lancaster city center and to 
develop a sense of community with the people around me. I definitely did 
not miss driving; I actually did not miss too much from my fast -paced 
American lifestyle . 

One of the things I greatly enjoyed in my slower, smaller lifestyle was 
the freedom I felt without a car. This may sound counterintuitive to many 
Americans because for those of us who do not live in large urban areas, 
we know that having a car gives you the freedom to go where you want, 
when you want. But owning a car is a complex responsibility in life; you 
must keep up with payments, insurance, parking permits, license tags, 
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maintenance, and it feels like you are always spending money for fuel, for 
oil-changes, for tires, etc. Thereby, I found a great weight lifted from my 
shoulders when I did not have a car. Yes, I needed to learn to slow down 
and be patient sometimes when waiting for a bus to campus or sitting on a 
stopped train, but these seemed like small inconveniences when I consid
ered all the responsibilities involved in owning a car and driving it. In 
Lancaster, I could walk to the bus station, which would take me to cam
pus or any number of nearby cities. I could also walk to the train station, 
where I could get a train and connections to almost anywhere in England, 
Scotland, or Wales; and a direct train to the Manchester Airport gave me 
access to the world. This intricate network of convenient public trans
portation may not be replicable across the US at this time because of our 
greater size and distances between places and also because of our prefer
ence for our car culture; but maybe in the future, if fuel prices ever reach 
comparable expenses (in the UK, we paid approximately $10 per gallon 
when driving rental cars), Americans may be open to new types of trans
portation options that would allow a public transport network to be devel
oped across the country . Here at home, most of my shopping must be 
done via car because there are no useful stores within reasonable walking 
distance (one mile or less) ofmy home or office. But I have become more 
consistent in planning a list of meals and ingredients for each week before 
I go grocery shopping. This helps us slow our consumption patterns; we 
reduce food waste by avoiding having fresh food go bad because we for
got to use it. I am also trying to be more consistent in clustering shopping 
errands so that I go to several stores near each other in the same trip, 
which helps reduce the complexity of the dreaded driving-shopping pro
cess, plus it saves fuel and I have noticed that it tends to reduce the urge 
for impulse buys I don't need. 

Another adjustment I made in adopting my slower, smaller lifestyle in 
the UK was learning to be satisfied with a smaller collection of clothes 
and household items . In our sparsely furnished two-bedroom flat, we had 
one large wardrobe to share, which was plenty of storage because we had 
a limited amount of clothes (four suitcases of summer/autumn items and 

one box of winter clothes shipped to us). This did not feel challenging 
while we traveled during the summer because we were staying in hotels, 
and the fewer suitcases we had to haul up and down steep old staircases, 
the happier we were. When we settled in our flat, however, I was feeling 
fashion-limited for many weeks; and then as the cooler autumn weather 
arrived and our box of winter clothes was held up in customs for several 
weeks, we were getting uncomfortably close to breaking down and buying 
some sweaters and jackets. Once I had access to my winter clothes box, 
however, I adjusted quickly to my somewhat limited options. As a rough 
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outline, I had the following items to get me through the cold months (and 
I sent home most ofmy summer clothes at Christmas): 

• 1 pair rainboots, 6 pairs shoes 
• 1 wool coat, 3 jackets, 2 blazers 
• 27 shirts (5 long-sleeve button-up shirts, 7 long-sleeve T-shirts, 1 O 

short-sleeve shirts, 5 tank tops) 
• 2 sweatshirts, 5 sweaters 
• 6 pairs pants/jeans/dress slacks, 2 pairs sweatpants 
• 2 skirts, 1 dress; plus various undergarments, socks, gloves, scarves, 

hats, etc. 

I provide my basic list in order to compare it with what an average college 
student (female) listed as clothes in her dorm room (Farrel 39): 

• 1 pair slippers, 2 pairs boots, 21 pairs shoes 
• 6 jackets, 2 blazers, 1 dress suit, 1 vest 
• 76 shirts (short, long, tank tops, etc.) 
• 7 sweatshirts, 19 sweaters 
• 11 pairs pants, 6 pairs sweatpants/pajama pants 
• 6 skirts; plus various undergarments, socks, gloves, scarves, hats, etc. 

I tried to pack only what I felt I would need or most want while I lived 
in the UK and when I did feel I was missing something, I would visit 
some of the charity shops around Lancaster to see if I could find a second
hand item instead of buying it new. This is not a new approach in my 
clothes shopping. Several years ago I discovered a lovely consignment 
shop in Grand Forks where I can buy fashionable, well-kept, second-hand 
clothes. So, I made a conscious decision to slow my fashion consumption 
by shopping there first when I am looking for "new" clothes for my 
wardrobe . I value the fact that my support for the shop promotes a small, 
local business and is an environmentally sustainable shopping option; 
plus now it aligns with my desire for a slower, smaller lifestyle. 

I recognize that shopping for second-hand clothes is not a likely 
approach taken by the average college student, especially those who have 
grown-up in this age of overconsumption, but I found the comparison of 
the two lists above to be interesting because of the similar closet/wardrobe 
sizes between my small flat and an average dorm room. My wardrobe did 
not seem full at any time while I lived in the UK but I remember as a col
lege student, my closet and drawers were usually stuffed. When I arrived 
back in the US and unpacked at home, I had a moment of stark realization 
of how much my attitude had changed by living a slower, smaller lifestyle 
in the UK. This realization struck me when I opened one of my two 
clothes closets and was shocked at the overwhelming amount of clothes I 
had to choose from. I had become so well adjusted to a smaller selection 
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that I had simply forgotten how many more clothes I had at home. As I 
stared into my closets, I decided that our household and our lifestyle 
would benefit if we took some time to "deep clean" our closets and other 
storage spaces (laundry room, garage, cupboards, drawers, etc.). By deep 
cleaning, I mean sorting out those clothes and other items that we actively 
use and want to keep from those that we no longer use so that we can 
donate, recycle, or trash those unwanted items. After six months, we are 
almost done deep cleaning all of these spaces (we have two closets and 
the garage left to complete). In tackling just the first two storage closets, 
we filled our large garbage bin and took a full car-load of items to a dona
tion drop-off center. The positive feelings we experienced from removing 
all that stuff has given us a great sense of accomplishment and made our 
living space feel so much bigger and cleaner. I highly recommend deep 
cleaning, at least every five to seven years. Despite donating several gro
cery bags full of clothes, I recognize my limits; I still have more than 
enough clothes to wear a different outfit for two to three weeks without 
repeats (in any given season). But I am working to slow down, reflect 
more often, and thereby simplify my American lifestyle. I still enjoy hav
ing a variety of clothes and buying new options occasionally, but I am 
going to work on being more consistent in donating clothes seasonally, 
twice a year (spring and autumn), instead of irregularly once per year or 
every other year. We have also slowed down to assess other household 
items to determine which ones we want to keep and which can be donat
ed, recycled, or trashed, such as sentimental objects, decorations, old elec
tronics and small appliances, books, furniture, towels, bedding, etc. 

As for living in a small, sparsely furnished flat, the experience was 
reminiscent of our early years of graduate school. In both cases, we did 
not have a kitchen table, so I was familiar with eating meals from a coffee 
table while sitting on the sofa; but it was no more comfortable now than it 
was those many years ago. But the small flat life was insightful. We con
firmed the feeling we have had, that our four-bedroom house is too big for 
us. With the two of us and two cats, we do not need 2,000 square feet of 
living space . But we are not alone in our situation. The Census Bureau 
recently released data showing that the average American home size has 
increased by more than 1,000 square feet since the 1970s (from 1,660 in 
1973 to 2,689 in 2013) and in contrast, the average number of residents 
per home has decreased from 3.0 in 1973, to 2.5 in 2013. But living in the 
modem American age of overconsumption, it is not surprising how easy it 
has been to fill all the rooms in our house. I don't mean to say that we are 
pack-rats, I simply mean that we have some of the usual extra rooms (e.g. 
guest bedroom, home office, sunroom, living room) that might not be 
used on a daily or weekly basis . Our two-bedroom flat in Lancaster did 
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not have any unused space; it was approximately 700 square feet, which 
felt a bit small on rainy winter days with us both working at home and no 
desk or table to sit at. So, we have learned that when we move again we 
will look for a smaller living space, probably something between the size 
of our current house and our small UK flat. 

I have learned that it is difficult to traverse between a slower , smaller 
lifestyle and the modem American lifestyle. There are options available to 
adapt the modern American lifestyle and thrive in a slower , smaller 
lifestyle , even within our modem global age. I can visit the farmers mar
ket, support local businesses , and find environmentally sustainable shop
ping options such as second-hand clothes . But trying to live a slower , 
smaller lifestyle can feel isolating because you are disengaging from the 
"normal" modem American lifestyle that everybody around you is living; 
you may be shunned as weird, targeted as a snob, etc. In addition, the pro
cess of rethinking my American lifestyle sometimes leaves me feeling 
overwhelmed by questions . How can I slow my thoughts from the con
stant demands of email, meetings , deadlines, and media competing for my 
attention? How can I curb the pressures of the modem American lifestyle 
of overconsumption, with its convenient disposable plastics and tasty fast 
food? Even though I often feel that shopping is a sad recreational activity, 
I still find myself wandering through the malls; for example , in visiting 
Las Vegas (the Mecca of capitalism, filled with cathedrals of con 
sumerism), I can't help but occasionally buy something new "as a treat." 
So, sometimes it may be true that I "think too much," but despite the chal
lenges in rethinking my American lifestyle, I have enjoyed making vari
ous changes in my home and my habits over the past six months and I am 
coming to terms with some of the current limitations I face in trying to 
live slower and smaller. 
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HEIDI CZERWIEC 

She Got Sauce 

It takes 8 minutes and 20 seconds for the sun's light to reach your toma
toes, the ones you had to wait until June to transplant outdoors. You had 
to wait until late August for them to soak up all that sun to ripen, and as 
they did, you lined the windowsills until you had enough tomatoes and 
enough time to squeeze and freeze them. 

At night, after your son has gone to bed, you put New Order on 
Pandora, put a pot of water on to boil, fill a glass with gin and tonic, and 
fill the sink with cold water and ice. You weigh the tomatoes, cut an X in 
the end of each, and drop 8-10 of them at a time into the pot. After a 
minute, you ladle them out and transport them to the ice bath where, sub
merged, their skins unfurl like flowers. You drop more into the pot, then 
back over to the sink where you pluck tomatoes up and peel a few. 
Shuttling back and forth between pot and sink, you sing "Bizarre Love 
Triangle" and add more ice to the sink as needed and add more ice to your 
gin as needed. The peeled tomatoes are slick, so you are careful as you 
core and halve them, though twice you slip and slit the tip of your finger, 
which stings in the acid juice . Bent over the trash, you squish out the 
seeds and juice, toss the halves into a colander to drain. When done, you 
bag and tag the tomatoes with date and weight. After a few nights of this, 
your back aches from being bent, your feet from the tile. And your lovely 
kitchen, the one whose trim you lovingly painted white for a clean look
and it is a clean look, so long as it is clean-looks like an abattoir. Gin 
helps. New Order helps . But what helps most is knowing you have 45 
pounds of home-grown sun-ripened tomatoes in the freezer ready to be 
turned into sauce. 

One cool Saturday in early October, you will put all the bags of frozen 
tomatoes in the sink to thaw, and fill the large enamel canner with water 
and put it on to boil. It will take hours. You divide the tomatoes between 
two stockpots to cook down. It will take hours . You have plenty of time to 
sterilize jars and lids and get everything organized. You do not have plen
ty of burners, so this takes a little juggling and some creative use of the 
dishwasher ' s hot rinse cycle . The canner is humming a bit but not yet 

80 



boiling, and the sauce could be thicker. Have some coffee. Go play with 
your son. Water the houseplants. When the canner lid starts rattling and 
steam spits out sideways , it's time. Ladle the sauce into the jars , and top 
off with two tablespoons lemon juice, to prevent spoilage . Wipe the rims 
and lids and screw shut. Carefully place the jars into the rack, the rack 
into the canner, replace the lid, and return to boiling. More waiting: 40 
minutes until they're done . Check email. Check Facebook. Check your 
checking account. When they 're done, remove to a heatproof surface and 
let cool overnight. It ' s OK if your heart leaps a little every time ajar pops, 
letting you know that this age-old yet seemingly magical process has 
worked , has actually worked the way it's supposed to. Label them and 
line them up on a shelf in the basement. Stand back and admire them , 
alongside the carrots and green beans and jams you put up earlier , tell 
yourself you could totally provide for your family if you had to, out here 
on the prairie, though you secretly know you would all be dead by November. 

One frigidly brutally Arctically cold Sunday in January when you can 
wait no longer, use one of those jars. Maybe two. But no more than two, 
because that 45 pounds only cooked down to 7 quart jars , and it'll be over 
8 months before you can make more . Don 't waste them on some common 
spaghetti where you won't really taste the tomatoes. This occasion calls 
for something special, something worth the effort. Pull out your recipe for 
pork ragu . Make a list. Go buy a two-pound loin, some onions and garlic . 
Don't forget the wine. Open the wine as soon as you get home and pour a 
glass. Chop two onions . It's OK if you cry. Peel and mince four cloves of 
garlic . Snip a few long sprigs of rosemary off the plant you dug up from 
the garden and placed in the window for winter. Strip its needled leaves 
and chop. Stop to smell the scent of it on your fingers. Salt and pepper the 
loin, and sear every side in a good amount of olive oil. Remove the meat 
and add the onion, garlic , and rosemary , using the juice released from the 
browning onion to help scrape the pot. Time to open the jar; do not rush 
this moment. Break the seal. Smell deeply , a sharp sweetness that cuts 
across months to the day you picked them. Pass the jar to your son, your 
husband. Smell deeply. Try to remember summer. Before you bum the 
onions, return to the kitchen and add the tomato sauce. Return the loin to 
the pot and let the meat braise, filling your house with its savor. When it's 
falling apart, roughly shred the rest of the meat and stir into the sauce. 
Serve with big noodles, something that can take it- mafalda or rigatoni
and lots of freshly grated Parmesan. And more wine. It will take you a little 
over eight minutes to down the first plate. Stop. Lick your lips. Take a sip 
of wine. Note how the acid of the tomatoes, the wine, balance the rich fat of 
the pork melted into the sauce. Try to taste the second plate more slowly. 
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DALLAS WOODBURN 

Dirt 

Filling his nostrils, cold and moist against his cheek. The primitive taste 
of it, like licking a grave. Prayers tossed from his mind to the heavens as 
stray small coins are tossed into a fountain. His left arm throbbing beneath 
his weight. All around him, darkness. So dark he cannot tell whether his 
eyes are open or closed. 

He tries to roll over, but can't. His hip feels like a bent protractor, all 
the angles wrong. He thinks of a baseball smacking into the tight webbing 
of a glove; the mortar and pestle Elaine used to grind spices in the 
kitchen; puzzle pieces snapping together in a perfect fit. What his hip 
should be. But his joints do not fit perfectly together anymore . 

He tries to prop himself up on his right arm, but it trembles, refusing 
to support his weight. His left arm, pinned uselessly beneath him, pounds 
in pain . He chews his lip. Tastes dirt. Thinks of copper pennies , pesti
cides, worm feces. 

Worms. Splayed across the gray sidewalk after a night of heavy rain. 
There was a song Ben sang, in preschool, about eating worms. What was 
it called? "Worm Spaghetti." Elaine's homemade spaghetti sauce, a recipe 
handed down from her Italian grandmother. He can almost smell it, sim
mering on the stove, tomato and garlic welcoming him home from a long 
day in the operating room. He breathes in, ever so slightly, and is jolted 
back to the damp musty dirt. And worms . 

In grade school, his class did a science experiment with worms . He 
snuck up behind Beverly Kimbrall and delicately placed a long, thin , 
slate-colored worm on her sweater-covered shoulder. Predictably, she 
screamed, and predictab ly, he had to stay after school and copy sentences 
across the wide expanse of chalkboard. Beverly Kimbrall had shiny hair 
the color of autumn leaves. He wanted to touch it, gently, but instead he 
slipped apple cores into her lunchbox and chased her with spiders across 
the schoolyard. She moved away when he was twelve; it was only years 
later, looking back, that he realized how much he had wanted to kiss her. 

The first time he kissed Elaine . Dripping mulberry branches above 
them, the moonligh t like an oil painting. They had met two nights before, 
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at a barn dance. Her dark hair braided in pigtails and tied with ribbon like 
a cowgirl. 

"I'm William," he'd said, shaking her hand, surprised at how firm her 
grip was. Her smile began at her lips and spread across her face, made her 
eyes glow. "Would you like some punch?" he'd asked, because he wanted 
to talk to her but couldn't think of anything else to say. The punch stained 
her two front teeth pink. He'd borrowed his brother's cowboy boots and 
they were a size too small, pinching his toes. Instead of dancing, he and 
Elaine went outside and sat beside the duck pond, talking until the moon 
was low in the sky and nearly everyone else had left for home. He didn't 
kiss her that night. He wanted to, but he waited. 

Two nights later he took her out to a movie, something with Fred 
Astaire. She loved Fred Astaire, loved to watch him dance. Her favorite 
number was in Holiday Inn, the one with the firecrackers. They watched 
that movie every Christmas . She squeezed his hand when the firecracker 
number came on. Fred Astaire wore a collared white shirt with a stars
and-stripes tie, his pant legs rolled up a few inches above his ankles. He 
tap-danced with his hands in his pockets, as if he were taking a casual 
Sunday-evening stroll, and then the music picked up tempo and in a flash 
he whipped out his hands and threw tiny firecrackers down onto the stage. 
On the couch, Elaine jumped with every burst of explosions. When the 
number ended, with a grand finale of firecrackers like the fourth of July, 
she applauded as if Fred could hear her. Sometimes he brought his fingers 
to his mouth and whistled . Teasing her. 

He was never much of a dancer. His arms felt heavy, his hands cum
bersome. His feet never went where his mind told them to. But he tried to 
learn, for her. At their wedding they danced to Ella Fitzgerald and he 
twirled her and didn't once step on her toes. Her hair was swept up in a 
chignon . Tiny jasmine flowers tucked in, their petals starkly white against 
her dark curls. She looked beautiful, but also like a stranger. Like a 
woman in a magazine advertisement. That night, he watched her take the 
dozens of bobby pins from her hair one by one. Slowly, she returned to 
her old self. That's when she felt like his wife. 

The very first time he kissed her, after the Fred Astaire movie. In her 
front yard beneath the mulberry tree. Her hair hung loose around her face. 
In the moonlight, with her dark loose shining hair, she looked both older 
and younger than she was. A woman and a girl. He leaned in towards her. 
Whispered in her ear, was it all right if he kissed her? She smiled at him 
and nodded, but her eyes looked slightly afraid. He wasn't sure what to do 
until she draped her hands around his waist and pulled him to her. The 
tree bark rough against his palms. He kissed her gently, remembering her 
fearful eyes, holding himself back. Later she told him it was her first-ever 
kiss. He was glad he had been so gentle. 
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Their last kiss, he can't remember. Must have been an ordinary good
night peck. If he'd known it would be their last kiss, he would have really 
kissed her. He'd have kissed her and kissed her again, and when her heart 
hiccupped and gasped and then stopped beating altogether, she would 
have been in his arms, kissing him, instead of slumped silently over the 
toilet bowl because she felt nauseous but didn't want to wake him. 

He was always being awakened in the middle of the night. The shrill 
ring of the telephone. Instinctual alarm jolting him from sleep with a rac
ing heart. Other times he was pulled from sleep slowly, only gradually 
becoming aware of the ringing phone. Disoriented, one hand groping 
around the bedside tabletop, mind still foggy from dreams. 

This is a warm night for April, yet still the moist dirt is cold on his 
cheek. He always hated winters especially. Having to roll out of bed, leav
ing the soft warmth of Elaine's body for the darkened chill of the house. 
Slipping on his coat, fumbling with his shoelaces. Fingers stiff on the 
frozen steering wheel as he backed the car out of the driveway. 
Sometimes he felt resentful. Then, immediately guilty . This was what he 
had signed up for, after all. The E.R. wasn't a matter of convenience. 

From down the street, a girl's high-pitched laughter. A boy's murmur 
ing voice. Loud footsteps smacking the concrete, getting louder. 

He tries again to prop himself up on one arm, but he can't move . 
"Over here!" he shouts . "I'm over here! Help! Help me, please!" 

Footsteps almost upon him now-the sidewalk only twenty feet away, 
across the grassy lawn. But it is dark, and he fell in the bushes along the 
side of the house. 

"You're such an asshole," the girl says. 
The boy laughs . "You know I'm just kidding. Hey . Hey. I love you." 
"Help!" he shouts. "Over here!" 
The footsteps grow softer. 
He sinks his head back down into the dirt. 
In high school he ran track, the mile and two-mile. Without fail, he 

threw up after every race. Coach told him not to run so hard, it was just a 
track meet. Sometimes after workouts, when the rest of the guys headed 
straight home or met their girlfriends at the comer drugstore, he lagged 
behind. Cool-down lap, two laps, three. When everyone else was gone, 
he'd give in to his wobbly spaghetti legs and let himself collapse onto the 
red dirt track, softened by millions of footsteps. Sometimes he curled up 
into a ball; other times he lay spread-eagle, attuned to his breathing as it 
slowly returned to normal. The very best kind of tired. The sweat cooled 
on his bare skin, mixing with the red dirt . When he finally stood up, a thin 
layer of track dust stuck to his chest and arms and legs. 

Those days, he couldn't imagine not running. But then a bullet to the 
knee ended his racing days for good. 
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The complete idiocy of it. The needlessness . One of his own men, 
half-asleep on sentinel duty, spooked, an accident. Two years in combat 
scot-free and then suddenly stuck in a foreign hospital bed . Knee swollen 
like an enormous, awful bee sting. Then his ear infection . Shots of peni 
cillin every three hours. Pain so achingly constant he began to grind his 
teeth in his sleep . Nightmares punctuated by groans of wounded men . 
Nothing to do but lie in that hospital bed . Helpless. 

His mother wrote that Matthew had been drafted into the army. His 
kid brother and the whole bunch of neighborhood boys, all sent to Europe. 
A platoon of green soldiers fresh out of high school. Bobby , Fred, J. T., 
all died at Normandy . 

The war ended. He couldn't wait to get home and marry Elaine . Start 
afresh. He enrolled in college courtesy of Uncle Sam. Medicine felt like 
the right path. A challenge. He would conquer the helplessness he associated 
with hospitals. Banish his feelings of impotence by earning surgeon's scrubs. 

Meanwhile, Matthew's grieving heart fell in love with France. And 
with Marie. Forty-five years he guessed they 'd been married now, living 
in the same small French town where Marie grew up. Cordes -sur-Ciel. He 
still couldn't pronounce its name correctly. 

They were happy , Matthew and Marie. Sent letters occasionally and 
every few years made a trip over for Christmas. He didn ' t much care for 
Marie because she never offered to help Elaine with the dishes. Elaine 
said it was no bother, really, Marie was a guest after all. But he was disap
pointed . Matthew should know better than to let his wife put on airs . 
Sometimes they even spoke French to each other at the dinner table. 
When that happened, he'd kick Elaine under the table. She'd gently place 
her hand on his thigh and ask if anyone wanted dessert. 

"Hudson, no!" A woman's voice, footsteps. The jangle of tags on a 
collar. A dog's heavy panting . 

He tries to raise his head. "Hello!" he calls . "Help me! Over here! I 
need help!" 

The footsteps stop. "Hello?" the woman says . Voice guarded. "Is 
someone there?" 

"Yes!" he shouts. "Over here , by the bushes! Help, please!" 
"Are you okay?" 
"I fell . I was coming to take the trash barrels out for tomorrow. But 

it's dark and I tripped and now I can't get up. It's my hip ." 
"I'm sorry," the woman says. "I have my dog with me-I need to take 

him home first. He goes crazy around strangers ." 
"Please. I live here . Help me, please!" 
"I will. I'll come right back. I promise ." 
"Okay," he says . Can't think of anything else. The footsteps hurry 

away . "I'm an old man!" he adds. 
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"I'll be back," the woman says. "C'mon, Hudson!" 
Alone again . The sound of crickets and the smell of dirt . He closes 

his eyes. 
Nearly every night, he used to dream of running. The setting changed

sometimes he ran on the California beach, other times through the woods 
or in the cornfields of his childhood or around the lake where he and 
Elaine used to go in the summertime, before the kids were born . 
Sometimes he relived big races from his high-school days, like the time 
he just barely beat Johnny Galston in the two-mile by leaning past him at 
the finish line. The setting changed, but the feeling of running was the 
same. Running as fast as he could. Catapulting down hills. The breeze 
against his face. Joy, freedom . Peace . 

He would wake up smiling, but the happiness quickly dissipated. He 
walked downstairs slowly . Slight limp. Morning coffee tasted bittersweet. 

Since September, he's been dreaming of Elaine. Nothing out of the 
ordinary, which makes it harder to return to reality upon waking. 
Sometimes she's sitting beside him on the dream-couch, reading . Or he'll 
hear her soft footsteps coming up the stairs to bed. Sometimes, his dream
self wanders around the dream-house looking for her, and finding her is 
the greatest relief he can imagine. He wraps his arms around her and 
presses his face against her neck and breathes in. She smells of cinnamon 
and soap. 

He sleeps with one of her nightgowns under his pillow. It still smells like 
her, ifhe closes his eyes and pictures her face and breathes in deeply enough. 

Nightmares are when he wanders around the dream-house and can't 
find her. He wakes up feeling like his insides were drained away and 
replaced with heavy stones while he slept. 

After the war, he was never apart from her more than a couple nights 
in a row . Weekend medical retreats, her grandmother's funeral, occasion
al school trips with the kids. And then that one time they fought, seriously 
fought, and she might have left for good if not for-for what? 

How foolish he'd been. The argument began in a familiar way. He 
fixed himself a gin and tonic. Sat at the kitchen table, watching her cook 
dinner. She complained he was away at the office too much. That he hard
ly spent time with the kids. 

"You've never been to a parent -teacher conference," she said. "Or to 
one of Susie's ballet recitals." 

He was tired, irritable from a difficult inguinal hernia that afternoon. 
"It's always been a chore for you, hasn't it?" he said. "My career?" 

"What do you mean?" 
"I mean you've never supported me, not really." 
"That's the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard." Her cheeks shone 

as if sunburned. 
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"You knew what you were getting into when you married me," he 
said. "I do the best I can." 

She tore fistfuls of lettuce in half. "Well, I'm just asking you to make 
a little more of an effort." 

"You know something, Elaine?" he asked. The weight of his eyelids , 
the weariness of his limbs. His body sagged in the kitchen chair like a 
half-empty sack of potatoes. "Sometimes," he said, "I think I should never 
have left France." 

In France, at a war hospital, a nurse named Bernadette asked him to 
stay and live with her. He chose Elaine. Wasn't even a choice, really. 
Elaine was the one he loved. Since that first kiss under the mulberry tree, 
he'd been hers alone. But the story slipped out one stupid drunken night. 
Elaine nestled it deep inside her. Stagnating. Somewhere out there lived 
another woman who loved him, who he had loved. She said it made her 
feel untethered . 

"What if you'd chosen her?" she asked, more than once. 
"But I didn't," he told her. "I never would have." 
"But what if you had?" 
It didn't matter how many times he told her. And so he knew what to 

say, ifhe ever truly wanted to cut her deeply. 
He knew it, and still he said it. 
The naked hurt on her face. Her indignation to his apologies. As soon 

as the words left his mouth he lmew they were irretrievable. Tried to take 
them back, to touch her shoulder as she brushed past him out the door. 
She would not meet his eyes. She bundled the kids up in the car and left. 
Her mother lived three hours away. He tried calling, over and over. No 
one picked up. He vomited into the sink. Slept on the couch in his under
shirt, awakening with a start every few hours. Listened for her key in the 
lock, her footsteps in the hall. 

Dirt on his dry lips. Footsteps . Sneakers? Hurried steps? He opens his 
eyes, blinks grit from his eyelashes . He can't tell for sure. 

The moon peeks out behind the clouds. His hip feels strange and his 
knee is stiff. His left arm, pinned under him, is numb. 

That moment the front door flung open and there she was. The sunset 
blazed copper behind her. 

The dirt is cold against his cheek. 
He thought at first he was dreaming her there. 
Just maybe those are approaching footsteps. Coming to save him. 
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JOHN PALEN 

Leo Morris, Fine Violins 

I'm a bench violin maker, one of those you don't know about unless 
someone refers you. No glossy mass mailings, no high-rent showroom . 
Just a blogspot page and a downstairs shop in a suburban two-story. 

Bench means I wear an apron and get it dirty, unlike some I could 
name. There's a guy downtown, national reputation, imports from China, 
the Ukraine, God knows where. He hires illegals to do the setup, and he's 
never fitted a bridge in his life. 

Most of my work is instrument repair-gluing seams, resetting necks, 
that sort of thing. But I do make instruments by hand from start to finish, 
and they're played by pros all over, New York, New Jersey, St. Louis. 

So why did this particular violin cause me so much pain? 
It was unusually good maple and spruce, quarter -sawn, beautiful 

grain, smooth under the tools. The ribs went together without the usual 
fuss. Maybe it was the weather. Everything felt right. So when Harry 
Abrams came in for strings, thirty-eight years in the symphony, I took the 
violin down and showed it to him, and he played a few things. 

"It's good, Leo," he said, and that is high praise from Harry . I asked 
him to take it home, spend some time with it, see how he thought it might 
play in. I went back to making instruments. Within a week I was cured of 
the idea that I'd moved on to some next level. I was back where I had 
been, turning out decent competent work. 

A month later, I was repairing a damaged student instrument when 
Harry walked in. Without a word he took the violin out of the case and 
played the Sarabande of Bach's Second Partita. I laid my tools down to listen. 

The sound was smooth and even all the way up and down, a rich, 
warm, focused tone, the kind that hangs in the memory after the playing 
stops. He could have played an G major scale on that instrument, and it 
would have been beautiful. 

"Of course it'll be a year before we know for sure," he said, "but I 
think you really did it this time, Leo. I'd buy this in a minute ifl weren't 
retiring. I'll keep an eye out for a good match for it." 

88 



I thanked him, offered to pay him something for his trouble, but he 
scowled and shook his head. I like Harry, we've known each other for 
years, and he stayed to chat. But when he left I was troubled . "I think you 
really did it this time," he had said. 

This time? 
I don't know that I had actually learned anything from that instrument. 

I wasn't confident I could make another like it. I sat for a half hour look
ing at it in the warm, dusty afternoon light, the sound of it in my head. 

That night I tossed and kept Marcile awake, unable to tum off my 
thoughts. I had started in her father's shop, sweeping floors, rehairing 
bows . It was two years before he let me make a bass fiddle. When I grum
bled, he'd say it was a "privilege to labor in the craft of Vuillaume and 
Fendt," and I should shut up and get to work. 

Marcile was restless, so I got up, pulled on some clothes and went 
down to the shop. Most of the time I do love it, the warm shades of 
brown, the smell of wood shavings and varnish, instruments hanging at 
the pegbox from an overhead rack. At 2:00 in the morning it was drab, 
dirty, and cold. 

I thought about all the instruments I'd made, six or seven hundred in 
thirty years. The truth is, most are in the hands of freelancers, ambitious 
students, or wealthy amateurs. Those symphony players I brag about? 
Most are section players or subs. For some, my fiddles are second instru
ments they use outdoors . No concertmaster or principal uses an instru 
ment of mine, no concert artist. 

"What's the matter, Leo?" Marcile said. I hadn't heard her come 
down. She was barefoot in a comfortable old nightgown she won't throw 
away. She draped her arms over my shoulders, and I poured it out. 

Thirty years of fixing this, adjusting that, turning out competent work. 
What have I accomplished, really? I looked up at the rack. The violin on 
which Harry Abrams had played the Bach-it was real, it was there. But 
another dozen violins and violas hung behind it, nothing special, little 
cream-colored price tags dangling from their pegs . 

"Why have I spent my life on that stuff?" 
Marcile, that old luthier's daughter, gave me a peck on the head. "Leo, 

I think it was so that when the real thing came along, you had the shop to 
show it in. You had the name on the door." 
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TRESHA FAYE HAEFNER 

First Morning Together 
This is the poem I want to enter and re-enter again

how we woke to the sound of swans 
swimming down a river at dawn. 

The peach trees were asleep in their soft blanket 
of shadow, the hills like giant men 
who had stopped for the night, to rest, 
and could not rise again. 

Somewhere on the other side of the world 
the sun was making its way to our yard, 
the shadows and mist getting ready to become 
the hard, unlovable shapes of the day-
but not yet. 

First, the light through the window was liquid silver. 
First, the frost turned its glittering head 
to the breast of the ripening field, and slept. 

Peach trees swayed like cups of cool water 
left on a sill. Apple orchards 

dropped their careful offering of fruit. 
The sun rose through the window . 

You turned in your sleep and kissed me, 
your mouth cool and sweet as a melon, 
ripening on the vine. 
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MARYMERIAM 

In Nineteenth-Century America 
Women left to themselves 
Found kindred spirits in each other 
They banded together 
And fostered heart values 

Found kindred spirits in each other 
Found the cool evening breeze on the porch 
And fostered heart values 
And violets in secret gardens 

Found the cool evening breeze on the porch 
And petticoats in a slow blue-cotton dance 
And violets in secret gardens 
And clover in her long curly hair 

And petticoats in a slow blue-cotton dance 
And a circle of quick women dancers 
And clover in her long curly hair 
Found music filling the limbs of the hours 

And a circle of quick women dancers 
And twilight lovers entwined with each other 
Found music filling the limbs of the hours 
And lockets on necklaces under their blouses 

And twilight lovers entwined with each other 
They banded together 
And lockets on necklaces under their blouses 
Women left to themselves 

*Italicized lines are from Lillian Faderman's Odd Girls and Twilight Lovers. 
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MOIRAEGAN 

Shalimar 
The first notes open harsh, medicinal, 
vanilla-Lysol wafting. Cold white halls . 

Ironic, that its name in Persian means 
"abode oflove," the gardens where she'd dreamed 
in jasmine, lily, lemon, and may rose. 
Jahan grieved down those paths, the scent of earth 
no comfort to him, Mumtaz dead, in childbirth
their fourteenth . Then he built the Taj Mahal 
for her. 

It was the scent Frida Kahlo 
adored, through both marriages, both divorces. 

My husband says, You sme ll so good, like Ur
perfume. 0 opoponax, bergamot, 
"in sickness, health ... till death do ... "yes, he's right, 
and love's the orthopedic of the heart . 
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PETER MARCUS 

Lazarus 
During the months of Bell's Palsy rehab, 
he was sent to various specialists 
who would teach him how to teach himself what his body had forgotten. 

He could smile with only one side of his mouth. One eye 
refused to wink. Women thought 
he was a pervert when he tried to flirt. 

At the end of each session, his therapist would hand him photocopies 
of do-at-home exercises to help raise the upward curve 
of the left half of his mouth and train his left eye 

unrelentingly ajar, to drop like a curtain 
during sleep. He rarely practiced. No plaques, no trophies, no cash 
prizes, no medals, not a carrot on a stick. 

The complete banality of healing 
is what he thought, unable to grasp why others clung 
so avidly to their yoga mats and weight-room gloves. 

Unknowingly, she taunted him with her pouty lips, 
as she explained how "the tiny muscles and sensitive nerves 
that surround the mouth would benefit from long, slow kissing ." 

If only he could summon the ample nerve 
to entreat her to perform a marvel 
of biblical proportion, and resuscitate the man he was. 
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ACE BOGGESS 

"Just ask the Count of Monte Cristo 
or Can You?" 

-AceBot on what-would-i-say.com 

Dear Count, tell me about the wind at sea. 
You wait it out. It stares you down 
while creeping up behind . It pokes your ribs. 
It laughs, but soon it goes away until you 
pine like a star-struck teen for its return. 
Monsieur Dantes, what insights regarding love? 
That dirt-encrusted conch that puts 
the lie of an ocean in your ear? Go slow, 
slower. Survive a bonfire on the shore 
to see what embers smolder, 
what artifacts outlast such godless heat. 
My friend, Edmond, oh, what of revenge? 
That too steps its slow dance between wind & 
flames, between a rocky cliff & the biggest waves. 
It requires so many disguises you forget 
the look of your own face in the mirror , & 
the hand you see drawing the blade 
is not the one that returns it to its sheath. 
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TRICIA KNOLL 

Ode to Slow 
I begin to appreciate slow after decades of speeding bullets, 
ground records, rockets, and the turbulence of climate change. 

Like the slow food movement. Zafu pillows sold online, apps 
that ring mellow gongs to end minutes of mindfulness. 

Three -toed sloths live too far away for me to know. Slugs move 
at night on my lettuce , chewing. Rockfall and glaciers 

have paths to find. Then the blue heron I saw at the refuge. 
After years of tai chi, perfecting the slow arc of sun overhead 

or sure march of clouds across a grain field, my fingers 
cup as ifl understand the ripple effect of flow. 

All that practice, and I cannot duplicate, pretend 
to ape the slowest leg lift of the heron 

at a winter marsh . A rigid beak pointed at 
mud, sedge, and dull-gold grass. 

My human urge, get on with it. Move! 
One step over minutes of time, the heron's . 

Then a slippery stab at grass , 
beak up to the fog, 

a mole down the throat, 
swallowed whole 

in slow . 
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KYLE D. CRAIG 

Advice for Meditation 
Sit as calm as chimes waiting for the wind 
to caress the horizon, 
or a teapot who settles its bubbles 

on the unlit burner . Find the path between 
giving and receiving, 
like a sparrow who pauses atop a fence 

to offer the sun something to shower 
its gold upon. 
Envelop yourself with hope, like a baby 

who waits for the flick of a light switch, 
the benevolence 
of outstretched arms, open hands. 

Listen to the river of your breath, 
whose tide 
is controlled by opening and closing 

the valves of the lungs. Follow the current 
to the source, located near 
the navel, here raging roars become ripples. 



BARBARA DUFFEY 

Franklin Bells 
- bells that chime from the build-up and release of static electricity 

A fire-struck sky 
and a wind of wires 

zap metal hollows 
as the clapper hits 

one then the other, 
charge, release, recharge, 

rattle and recoil. 
But you and I are 

the mellow octave 
between walk and stop. 

To tremble is to 
strike in double-time-

we're mercury-melt, 
paint-dry, grass-grow slow. 
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JENNY SADRE-ORAFAI 

Grain Entrapments 
Our Father before they said to take his body 
into mine and then a vacuum came. 

These are not my slow deaths to tell. 
I did not carry ax or pick into this. 

I do not own this wet bin. 
Not all this crop com or the bodies 

drowned downed by it. I didn't walk 
it down. Take them to empty 

harnesses, cradles. Know that they'll knock 
around here. Don't say home. 



JON TRIBBLE 

Labor Day 
My father's breath conspires against him, 
each effort capturing less oxygen as he 
struggles with the necessary business of 
living . Morphine and age slow his blood 
to a stagnant crawl, clots settling hard 
in his lungs this September morning. 

He asks me to read the news of the morning, 
collapse the world to shorthand for him 
to grasp, but with each shudder-hard 
seconds of pain and doubt no longer he 
can ignore-his desperate and blood-
shot eyes clench tight, his last sign of 

resistance failing against the constancy of 
a body slowing against his will, morning 
offering no renewal and healing, blood 
carrying no life and sustenance. To him 
this goes beyond any understanding he 
has reached with his flesh, the hard 

realities of age should mean stroke, hard
ening arteries, paralysis and the end of 
struggle and pain, possibilities which he 
accepts as irrevocable, final. But morning 
has brought a different problem to him 
and he is bewildered by the hesitant blood 

within his veins, the obstacle these blood 
clots build within his lungs, a tight hard 
firewall blocking oxygen burning in him, 
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the traffic of the body stalled in a morning 
pile-up, an accident snarling the passage of 
life unconscious within . Helplessly, he 

reaches toward me, a weak touch all he 
can manage against the betrayal of blood 
and breath, and we both know this morning 
he must return to the hospital's cold hard 
light, the antiseptic flowers an imitation of 
life as the blood is thinned within him. 

I take his hand, and he tries to force a hard 
smile, to acknowledge our deeper bond of blood 
this morning which binds him to me, me to him. 



SUSAN de SOLA 

The Wanting Eye 
We walked the craters of Mt. Etna, 
our pockets full of broken lava; 
the ancient molten flow made slow 
until it stopped in time as stone . 

We walked the pebbled, cindered rims . 
My daughter danced upon the scrim 
of Typhon, she could feel the fire 
not yet put out; we scrabbled higher 

to see the colors that are born 
when petrified: the umber, ochre, 
terra, pink, but largely darkest, 
rubbled black. I took the hardest, 

blackest stone, of cold compact. 
I felt its chill. I put it back. 
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MARGOT SCHILPP 

Lepomis Macrochirus 

I slip the comb through your hair, 
separate it into three ropes I'll weave, 

-for Paula 

marry. You've grown out your bangs so you can hide 
more easily behind long strands. And suddenly: bluegill. 
I am thinking of bluegill, how they fight the line. 

Then: I should clean out all our closets, make room 
for golf clubs or drain cleaner, but in our home 
the feminine outnumbers three to one . One more, 
if you count the cat, which we do, and women collect 
clothes and bottles of shampoo, and they love sandals 

and lord knows what else (well, I know what else)
like some compulsive lover navigating between 
years-old stacks of newspapers in narrow halls. 
There's time to shop, but less time to cull. 
Your hair glistens with each turn of my wrists. 

The green flash below the water twists . 
The cat sleeps on, so the foot of my bed 
is cluttered, too. Forgive me for the sixty shirts 
that crowd the closet rod, the shoes that don't get 
put away. To understand clutter, you have 

to experience its lack. There must have been days 
when whole squadrons of geese returned 
and days when the crocuses were opening 
their blooms to the street. Anyone driving by 
would have seen minuscule bursts of deep purple 
stars. Blurring the line between out there and in here 
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is important, because anyone walking 
by would have seen the green jackets draped over 
the tulip's shoulders . The sunsets here 
have been full of bees. In the distance, I hear 

fireworks or guns, the friendship of sound 
with breaking, with every subtle end 
of every bad movie. I watch your single flame 
grow into branches of fire, a burning canopy 
ofregret that dampens each future day. 

There were whole days when I forgot 
to check the cat's food and I would hide out 
waiting for something. You came to me 
with blood and your character swept past, unformed, 
brittle. No one showed me how to hold 

the bottle, how to pull your tiny arm through 
a narrow sleeve . I learned to place my hand 
across your chest so you slept and the days 
were blur and grind, and then the days were one 
similar moment taking the place of the one just past. 

There were great stirrings of noise that came 
from your throat. I would cower and cave 
to the clear need as I genuflected beside your crib. 
All the angels I'd ever heard of arrived when you did: 
they are here now, hovering, silent creatures 

that skim by us . They are green shadows . 
Your braid swims down the center of your back 
and I fasten the tail with a sparkling band . 
The bluegill have no messy plot , no cruel 
passivities: the core is obvious and dreams chug 

into the station right on time . I see the repetitions 
and reminders signaling when the trapdoor opens 
to swallow the light. No step is too light to trigger it, 
no phantasm opens up the brilliant swallowtails 
and candied apples that offer themselves 

in black and white . But I can make this anything 
I like, and it will stand. The stars in their teacups 
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wink at me through their quilts and hems. 
Or the fish-let's send him out for food. 
He's hunting down some kind of meal to take away 

the gnawing in his little fish stomach. He's oh-ing 
his fishy bluegill mouth and sucking in food 
and spitting out excess water, and he's happy 
in his bluegill world. And on some days he sweeps 
across his pond, meanders through some warmer 

spots and colder patches where he rests, 
for a moment, touches his fishy mouth to a slick 
rock in case there's food. Say he's still hungry 
and still on patrol, and he makes his way across 
the waters gathering fish along the way. But I digress 

because I must. I can't remember the parts 
of a fish, the labels that apply to fish-the habitats, 
breeding patterns-and I'm afraid because this happens 
with more than a simple stupid bluegill-whole 
continents of words I can't recall, though I can trap 

them here: sequin, busybody, usurp, canine, lapdog, 
Marchesa, hula -hoop, rung, tower, fear, mundanity, loss. 
I believe the signs when they advise not to enter. 
Not to tum. I believe in the sudden change of plans. 
How could I not? So often I search for the perfect word, 

the one that will finally allow me to confirm at last 
what I've suspected for years: I'm changing 
into a wordless, thoughtless imbecile who soon will 
not remember her own name . I return to the bluegill, 
whom I've named Happy, the easiest word 

on the planet since it's somewhat like a verb, 
and also like some simple destination, like making 
your hair into the braid that holds everything 
together-the long line of memories, the future, 
and the beauty you'll see and have no words for. 
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CHRISTINE STEWART-NUNEZ 

Epiphany 
It happens like this: information accumulates 
like a slow rain, scattered drops taking hours 
to equal a quarter inch. Your preschooler turns 
away from Want ice cream? without an answer. 
He mimics dialogue from Monster's Inc. and recites 
Yoshi's Feast after breakfast , in the car, as he falls 
asleep . Those blank stares add up, but you blink 
concerns away. You invent reasons : medication, 
exhaustion , like his father , a phase . Glacial, the time 
it takes for understanding to arrive, but it does 
the afternoon he drops a glass of water. Shards slide 
across the kitchen floor. He plunges his whole self 
toward the sparkly ice, your body a wedge between 
his screams and the glass he wants to eat. No words 
you speak-it's dangerous, calm down, we'll get another
quell his desperation. As you sweep it up into a skillet 
with bare hands , he climbs over your back. Realization 
crystallizes (face it! face it!) as if it'd always been there: 
something 's just not right. 
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ANGIE MACRI 

It Had Long Words (Wings), the Eagle 
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One tree has bent, dragon or woman, 
looking for light at one time or another. 
One daughter thinks a root a stone. 
The other is lost in thought under the pine . 

One daughter is named for mercy, 
the other for stars. Both wander 
(not explore) the peninsula back and forth 
from their mother's side. 

The mother finds the cardinal in the pine 
by its metal call (not its song, 
which speaks of pretty girls all along), 
the tower pines bending. 

The stone is named for mallow 
on her left hand, cabochon 
set in silver, malachite found 
in copper deposits around limestone. 

They move around the towers, 
pines' appetite in stone. 
The eagles, which last year were common, 
are nowhere to be found. 

One daughter makes up her mind : 
to live here or someplace like it. 
The other spins the ring 
on her mother's finger, tight, 

caught in a metal circle set 
with a cabochon of pine, dragon 
dug out of limestone for a woman 
who bends towards the light. 



Big Muddy, Mulkeytown 
Big Muddy, Big Muddy, how will we 
cross you? We are shot from behind 
in floodwaters. Women and children 
can't run fast enough from east to west, 
from Shawneetown to Kaskaskia. 
Most fall near places that in time are called 
Mulkeytown and DuQuoin, after 
our leader, who never killed a white man, 
being half of one himself, and our bones 
bleach here for years. We are noted 
by the Americans coming, like the buffalo 
who couldn't make it for the snow. 

Mulkeytown, Mulkeytown, how will we 
reach you when the police have thrown 
up barricades on the road? We march 
north to south and they are firing . 
There is no other way the union can come 
to be when our leader agrees to cut 
our wages. We have worked in fire that bums 
through the earth in seams, under ceilings 
that fall , in the shafts that needle down. 
Air billows from above and the bells 
say when a mine is collapsed or exploded 
and we are dying in catacombs under the land. 

Big Muddy, Mulkeytown, we are driving, 
two boys and me, pitch night on a mine road. 
One tests our speed. Foot down and metal 
shaking , they want to make me scream . 
After his sister's wedding, the reception 
of punch and icing, away from our fathers' 
sudden shared memories, he leads us off 
to do what we please. Like in a shaft falling, 
like a dive in the underside of muddy water, 
we run on the margin of where we might live. 
We are driving on a road that we know 
goes on straight forever. 
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THEA GOODRICH 

History in Three Movements 
I. First Steps (P. finneyae , Carboniferous period) 

As should be expected in all such trial runs, 
it hesitates, at first uncertain. The margin of shore and shallows 
(the liminal, the almost, in-between) has neither map nor mooring . 
But whether just bored 
or urged by spineless cohorts with surety of failure in mind, 
it raises a bony former fin and sets it down again . 

With derring -do, on solid footing , comes 
the fulfillment of idle animal dreams-
and pentadactyl applause from tetrapedal brethren 
still stuck in the sidelines ' mud. 

Its eyes alight at the seam of the horizon, 
at floral expanses awaiting its tread. 
Resolute to trek on, its scaled toes feel sand, 
something sweeter and softer than waves. 
Its tail no longer a tiller, it finds this flatness thrilling. 

With one step then another (upwind, out of mire), 
punch-drunk pitching becomes a primitive poise . 
It forgets to look over its almost not -quite shoulder. 

Ambulation from flotation presents the newest paradigm : 
ambiguous amphibian, where will first you wander? 

Neither here nor there-I am well aware 
my footsteps may soon fade away. 
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II. First Flight (Piliitre de Rozier, 1783) 

He knows drugs, he knows gases, cabinets of all things curious, 
how to set hydrogen blazing and aristocrats praising, 
to probe the laws of physics and imagine himself untethered. 
He smirks in the face of ignition, his own face turning skyward. 
Release the ropes and sail a flame-fueled, paper-made ferry
he, so hotheaded, aspiring, is the monsieur for the mission. 

With savoir -faire, in woven wicker, comes 
the result of controlled calculations-
and white-gloved applause from white-wigged watchers 
who remain taut in gravity's fetters. 

In a blue balloon with golden suns, he whistles 
in gratified glee. Valve open, valve closed, more fire, less weight
he surveys the rooftops below . Welcomed by favorable wind, 
never has France seemed so freeing, 
never has such floating been fact. 

With one burn then another (downwind, into ash), 
giddy drifting becomes a plummet toward land. 
He can no longer control kinetics. 

Castles in atmospheres last only for minutes: 
intrepid Icarus, what did you think as you fell? 

M'aider, m 'aider! Mais 
la vue est plus belle d'ici. 

III. First Steps (Apollo 11, 1969) 

They gaze from behind curtains and into displays, 
hardly able to exhale their breath. Eyes up past bedtime 
scan the sky with delighted delusion; eyes coarse 
with cataracts watch their screens, disbelieving. 
They remember the leader who promised, 
they recall their own evening prayers. 
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With deft maneuvers and fast-beating heart comes 
the settling of shuttle, the whisper of boots-
and elated applause from time-delayed viewers 
firmly secured to their couch. 

In Houston and in wood-paneled dens, they all imagine 
weightlessness. They skip across craters and leap 
between boulders; they amble, they saunter, 
they hover and fly. They bask secondhand in mysteries solved, 
in viewable vistas, in destinies met. 

With one bounce then another (without wind, raising dust), 
the final frontier becomes a shared carpet. 
The rapture is palpable: buzz and relief. 

The challenge, completed, brings pride back to Earth: 
citizens of America, how did you herald an era? 

That's one small step for man, 
one giant leap for mankind. 
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MARYANN CORBETT 

Metonymy, Early Sixties 
Eighth grade. September, 1963. 
We yawn and fidget while a starchy nun 
drills us: synecdoche, metonymy ... 
Here in McLean, suburb of Washington, 

life yawns and fidgets. While a starchy nun 
drills us, we keep to form: sonnet, rondeau. 
Poetry has its place in Washington. 
We trill Take up our quarrel with the foe, 

the strict old form; we study war ' s rondeau . 
Leaves are still green, though grown-ups all remember 
the thrill of threat, the terror of the foe. 
Camelot will be fallen by December 

and here the leaves blow down, and I remember 
a boy declaiming bravely. Now his name 
is scored in the sunken blackness, gray as cinder. 
The old words gutter like a gas-fed flame, 

the parts conjure the whole, and every name 
drills me. Synecdoche, metonymy: 
Tonkin . My Lai. Pictures of men aflame. 
Our innocence in 1963. 
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DAVID STAUDT 

Leaving the Navy: the Colors of the 
Highway Home, Arizona 
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Look at this road, 
across the Colorado's 
blue stripe . 

Turtle-backed 
where the maintenance lapses, 
the new tar 

evaporates; an older 
red road 
erupts beneath. 

Beneath the red road 
is a white road 
hard as packed grain 

in the slow climb 
to Kaibab Forest, 
the air there cleansed 

in the first pine 
stands I've seen 
in 500 miles. 

A smooth olive highway 
east of Flagstaff, 
where a little snow, 



late in April , 
still crusts the berm, 
means I can steer 

with my left thumb 
tacked like a postage 
stamp to the wheel. 

There are as many 
shades of gray 
as I have degrees 

of wanting to put 
whole states behind me. 
Still, I have found 

south ofl -40, 
my solitary 
rust red road, 

syruped with tar, 
pale yellow stripe , 
destination 

Meteor Crater. 
The park has closed , 
and the huge, swaying 

bellies of a rancher's 
St. Gertruds 
swing onto the road , 

their hooves dragging 
clay, their broad 
white faces 

calmly closing to 
the warmth of my 
idling engine . 
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CLAUDIA GARY 

Virginia Freezes 
Our good taxes are helping to treat 
roads with saline, and plow every street. 

But at snow's mere suggestion 
she leads a procession 

at five miles per hour: "Yikes, sleet!" 
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SARAH GREEN 

Hotel Winter 
The dark is a way of moving. 
The wait is a place. 
Zero filled me with its virile 
nothings. Sweet, I know- zero
the <lark's a weight. The weight's 
a place to let your truck run 
off the road, uphill 
where other wheels have gone 
before you. The move's the way 
station. The stay's one night, 
the <lark's sable, the <lark's a stall 
for a stallion named zero 
with a moving mane. 
There is no wait in vain. 
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STEPHEN GIBSON 

The Potato Eaters 

Van Gogh, 1885 

At some point, he felt, although he did not understand that he felt this 
as he watched them eating at the table (they were as earth-skinned in form 
as the forms they consumed in the russet hovel), he believed the materialism 
and the injustice of this world would eventually give way to something else. 

Each night, as he watched them eating at the table (those earth-skinned forms 
that were like the roots and the tubers their wood spades struck under soil), 
he told himself the injustice of this world would give way to something else: 
that was the message that the clank clank clank of their shoes said on the boards. 

Roots are roots, and tubers do not get justice when wood spades strike 
beneath the soil, 

and when tubers are torn from earth they are to be eaten no matter how 
deep the roots . 

That was the message the clank clank clank of their shoes said on the boards. 
The de Groats family, seated around their wood table, had no time for him. 

What about him? What were they to him? Earth, tubers, deep-rooted matter, 
not corrupted or civilized-like him-he said of them in a letter to his brother. 
The de Groats family, seated around their wood table, had no time for him : 
they would pose, he knew, because it was winter; they had nothing else to do. 

Uncivilized, not like him. He also wrote about the de Groats to his brother: 
They are plainly human to the point of ugliness-that was how he 

described them. 
He knew they posed because it was winter, and they had nothing else to do: 
the de Groats family sat around a table to eat-that wasn't giving him time. 

Uncivilized, plainly human-ugly-that was how he intended to paint them, 
and the sparks from his painting, like a fireplace, would ignite future cities: 
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the de Groots family sitting around their table eating, immortalized in time , 
what they stood for, and what they would come to represent, through him. 

He wrote that sparks from his painting would ignite the future, electrify cities. 
That is what he wrote to his brother, who answered: The painting is dark. 
His brother would not agree with how Vincent wanted to represent them, 
and a friend questioned whether the painting was honest (saying it wasn't). 

His brother said the painting was too dark, and Vincent later agreed with him, 
but said its truth made it his first painting: in the end, he claimed it as his best
the falling out he had with the friend who claimed its message was dishonest, 
ignored a century later when thieves stole it from the museum named for him. 
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Review 
La Cite des Dames: Musica y mujeres en la Edad Media, Eds. Carles 
Magraner and Josemi Lorenza Arribas. Valencia, Spain: Capella de 
Ministreres, 2013. With two CDs under the direction of Carles Magraner. 

The musicologist Josemi Lorenzo Arribas, at the end of a charming bi-lin
gual preface to this collection, appends a brief anecdote indented like a 
block quote . In the English version, translated by Pierre Therrien: 

A couple of years ago in Madrid, I went to have lunch with my 
friend Carles Magraner, director of Capella de Ministrers. After talk
ing about numerous subjects, he suddenly said: "I'm going to set 
your thesis to music." This is the result. (31-trans. 48) 

It was not an idle suggestion. Academics take note. With the right men
tors a thesis can have a future, and if you're really lucky it can form a 
community of artists to carry out its vision. 

The result of Magraner's offer is this book, centered on the texts of 
twenty songs by women in the European Middle Ages, in Latin, old 
French, German, one in Greek and one in English, transcribed, annotated 
and translated (into Spanish and English). They span the tenth to the six
teenth centuries . One is attributed to the writer Cristina de Pizan. One, in 
English ("Oh Death, rock me asleep"), is attributed to Anne Boleyn (yes, 
that Anne Boleyn) . In the accompanying pair of CDs you find elaborate 
restorations of the songs with period orchestrations, performed by the 
music group Capella de Ministrers, the one directed by Arribas' friend 
Carles Magraner. 

It would have been as easy to describe this publication as a set of two 
CDs by the Capella de Ministreres (their 31st), with a particularly elegant 
catalogue, as it is to call it a book accompanied by musical examples. In 
either case it is a collection that surrounds the reader/listener with numer
ous points of view. What we might call liner notes take the form of a bril
liant 15-page essay (plus an English translation) in which Arribas charac
terizes the period and the roles of women in it, artfully weaving in 
commentaries on the individual songs, including biographies of the poets, 
and precise background which includes manuscript authority (i.e., telling 
us economically where our knowledge of these texts and melodies actual
ly comes from), historical detail, and the specialist glimpses of the musi
cal styles and their modes. The combination of erudition and clarity sur
prises the reader again and again . In a discussion of a song by Beatriz de 
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Dia, for example, there is a downpour of information which somehow 
doesn't confuse us: 

The only preserved poem set to music by a woman troubadour is her 
"A chantar m'er de so q'ieu no volria," and it has come to us in a 
somewhat precarious state, since only one source attests to it, a 
manuscript known as W (BNF, MFfr 844), copied around 1270, one 
hundred years after the death of Beatrize, for Charles of Anjou, 
brother of King Saint Louis IX of France, and grandson of the patron 
of the arts, Eleanor of Aquitaine. (25, 41-42) 

It is specialized information, but a non-specialist, myself for instance, 
feels at home in it. 

Each of the twenty lyrics ( original language plus Spanish and English 
translations) is accompanied by a contemporary response in the form of a 
poem by the poet Nuria Ruiz de Vifiaspre, without capitals and punctuat
ed only with dots, translated artfully by Claudia Routon. None of them are 
easy. Vifiaspre's accompaniment to one poem takes the form of a lullaby 
in which the idiosyncratic Spanish "poematica -mente madre que caise a 
un nido de hienas / y a la inesperada claridad del canto" becomes "poema
ma mother fallen into a nest of hyenas / and into the unexpected clarity of 
a song." In her poem which accompanies the song by Constanza de 
Aragon, Vifiaspre opens with a series of nouns ending in the agentive suf
fix -triz ("troba-triz mecida / mere-triz remerecida / empera-triz desmere
cida ... ") (106); in English they become plays on the same words with 
the Greek suffix -trix (as in "aviatrix"): "trouba -trix lyrics / mere-trix 
matrix / empera-trix skeptics" (107). The poem accompanying the song 
attributed to Anne Boleyn becomes a meditation on the letter C, starting 
with words that begin with it ("la c de celo, de cuello en celo, de decidido 
celo de caballo ... "), not susceptible to direct translation, but an accumu
lation of C words in English become a kind of answer: "the c of jealousy, 
of neck envy, of compelled coveted horse ... " 

The apparatus might stand alone; with the music it surrounds us. For 
those of us who are uninitiated it may simply have a renaissance-fair 
sound. (The opening piece may give the Anglophone listener the impres
sion of Paul Simon's "Scarborough Fair.") But the intelligence of the 
orchestrations, the subtlety and power of the voices and instrumental 
authority, are hard to miss. The piece in Greek (written by a woman affili
ated with the court of the Byzantine emperor Theophilos, d. 842) has a 
tonality which still sounds Turkish. The oud solo, certainly improvised, 
which opens the song written by Blanca de Castilla, is precisely the sound 
of an Arabic taqsfm one might could hear today anywhere in North 
Africa. A psaltery (dulcimer) in the setting of "Sol oritur occasus" draws 
on the same cultural identity. 
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The title Cite des dames has literary resonance beyond the communi
ties formed by music. The Cite des dames which enters into anthologies 
and courses on the Middle Ages, if not frequently in common speech, is 
the title of a fifteenth -century collection of anecdotes about famous 
women in history by Christine de Pizan (represented in this collection). 
"In fact," Josemi Arribas admits in his preface, "there are not many musi
cal references ("no se exceden las referencias musicales en la extensa 
obra") in Christine de Pizan's extensive work ... " (18, 35). Her city of 
women (an allegorical construct, an imagined city built by and for 
women, in a sense formed, composed of women) is a template. Arribas's 
book and its CDs continue her vision, both a work of scholarship and an 
homage. 

Michael Beard 
University of North Dakota 
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Editor's Notes 
New Books 

Fred Whitehead, a long-time NDQ contributing editor, published The 
Poetry of Resistance: 33 Contemporary American Voices, John Brown 
Press, Kansas City, KS, 2014. Look for a full-length review in a future issue. 

NDQ contributors Gayatri Devi and Mike Freeman also have new books . 
Humor in Middle Eastern Cinema, referred to by one reviewer as "a 

splendid anthology," was co-edited by Devi and Najat Rahman and pub
lished by Wayne State University Press, 2014. 

Freeman's memoir Neither Mountain Nor River: Fathers, Sons, and 
an Unsettled Faith was published by Riddle Brook Publishing (Bedford, 
NH) in October 2014 . One reviewer said that it is" .. . a beautifully writ
ten memoir of fathers and sons, love of one's family , and our place in 
both the spiritual world and the world of nature . I loved every page." 

ra 

Subscription Prices 

For the first time in nearly 20 years, NDQ has raised its subscription prices. 
Individual subscriptions are $32 within the US and $57 outside the US. 

ra 

Call for Papers 

North Dakota Quarterly (NDQ), Volume 80, Number 4 
Special Issue: Art and Science 

Guest Editors: Nuri Oneel (University of North Dakota) 
and Lucy Ganje (University of North Dakota) 

NDQ, an interdisciplinary, peer-reviewed journal, seeks contributions for 
a special issue on the theme of "Art and Science." 
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Art and science might seem contradictory or oppositional modes of 
inquiry and work. But we propose that art and science are actually akin to 
complementary colors on the color wheel. Paired together, the disciplines 
reinforce each other, combining to create striking solutions to complex 
social and material questions relating to form and content. As John 
Maeda, former president of the Rhode Island School of Design (RISD), 
puts it: The scientist's laboratory and the artist's studio are two of the last 
places reserved for open-ended inquiry, where failure is an expected and 
welcome part of the process, and where learning occurs through a contin
uous process of trial and error. A dedication to inquiry and the desire to 
understand, capture, and describe the nature of the world drives both the 
scientist and the artist. 

This special issue of the North Dakota Quarterly invites nonfiction 
essays, short fiction pieces, poems, and artistic images that explore and 
illuminate the intersection of art and science, the similarities and distinc
tions between artistic and scientific perspectives, and how these merging 
methodologies impact other disciplines. Nonfiction submissions should be 
written for a broad audience. Length: Nonfiction essays and fiction 
pieces should be no longer than 6,000 words, inclusive of notes. 
Deadline: March 15, 2015. 

Send hard copy submissions to: 
Editors, Art and Science Issue 
North Dakota Quarterly 
Merrifield Hall Room 110 
276 Centennial Hall, Stop 7209 
Grand Forks, ND 58202-7209 

Cover Date 

Yes, our calendars, probably like yours, read 2015, and this issue of NDQ 
is the second in Volume 80 of 2013. All subscribers receive four issues 
per year, and eventually we hope that those years will be the same as on 
your calendars and date-obsessed magazines and newspapers. 

Explore ... Endure ... Evolve ... 
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Contributors 

Ace Boggess is the author of two books of poetry: The Prisoners (Brick 
Road Poetry Press, 2014) and The Beautiful Girl Whose Wish Was Not 
Fulfilled (Highwire Press, 2003). He is an ex-con, ex-husband, ex-reporter 
and many other exes. His writing has appeared in Harvard Review, Mid 
American Review, Southern Humanities Review, and many other journals. 
He lives in Charleston, West Virginia. 

Peter Bush has served as the minister of Canadian Presbyterian congre
gations in mining country and farming country for eighteen years. He is 
the co-author, with Christine O'Reilly, of Where 20 or 30 Are Gathered: 
Leading Worship in the Small Church (Alban, 2006). He lives in 
Winnipeg, Manitoba. 

William Caraher is an associate professor in the Department of History 
at the University of North Dakota . His research focuses on the history of 
archaeology of Greece and Cyprus . He has published in Hesperia, 
Journal of Mediterranean Archaeology, Near Eastern Archaeology, and 
other obscure journals . He has won several fellowships, with the best of 
the lot being the Carpenter Fellowship at the American School of Classical 
Studies in Athens. He biogs at Archaeology of the Mediterranean World. 

Kevin Connelly is a native of Kilkenny City, born in 1955, currently liv
ing in Duncannon, County Wexford. He has read poetry in the Wexford 
Arts Centre as part of the Caca Milis Cabaret and on "Imeall," the Arts 
program on TG4. His poems have been published in Boyne Berries and 
Red Lamp, Black Piano . Recently he was involved in establishing 
WISPA, the Welsh/Irish Spoken Arts & Poetry Association . In March 
2014 he was the first Irish Poet to undertake a reading tour of Wales 
under the auspices of WISP A. 

Maryann Corbett's third book, Mid Evil, won the Richard Wilbur Poetry 
Award and is forthcoming from the University of Evansville Press. Her 
poems, essays, and translations have appeared in Southwest Review, River 
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Styx, Atlanta Review, American Life in Poetry, The Writer's Almanac, and 
many other venues. She has been a several-time Pushcart and Best of the 
Net nominee; a finalist for the 2009 Morton Marr Prize, the 2010 Best of 
the Net anthology, and the 2011 Able Muse Book Prize; and a winner of 
the Lyric Memorial Award and the Willis Bamstone Translation Prize. She 
lives in Saint Paul and works for the Minnesota Legislature . 

Kyle D. Craig works as a mental health counselor in Indianapolis, 
Indiana. His recently published and forthcoming poems can be found in 
Tar River Poetry, Haibun Today, and Flying Island. 

Heidi Czerwiec is a poet, essayist , translator, and critic who coordinates 
creative writing at the University of North Dakota. She is the author of 
two poetry collections , Self-Portrait as Bettie Page and A Is For A-ke, 
The Chinese Monster, and the Tragedy of P, His Parasitic Twin, and has 
recent work appearing in Angle, The Boiler Journal, Ab le Muse, and 
Barrow Street. Please visit her at www .heidiczerwiec.com. 

Susan de Sola is an American poet living in the Netherlands. Her poems 
have appeared in Hudson Review, Hopkins Review, American Arts 
Quarter ly and many other venues . She is the creator of a photographic 
chapbook , Little Blue Man (Seabiscuit Press), a past winner of the David 
Reid Poetry Translation Prize, and a finalist for the Morton Marr Poetry 
Prize. She holds a PhD from Johns Hopkins University and has published 
criticism as Susan de Sola Rodstein. 

Barbara Duffey is the author of the full-length collection "I Might Be 
Mistaken" (Word Poetry, July 2015) and chapbooks The Verge of Thirst 
(South Dakota State Poetry Society, 2013) and The Circus of Forgetting 
(dancing girl press, 2013). A recipient of an NEA Creative Writing 
Fellowship in poetry, her poems have appeared in Prairie Schooner, 
Western Humanities Review, Best New Poets 2009, and elsewhere, and 
her prose in CutBank and The Collagist . An assistant professor of English 
at Dakota Wesleyan University, she lives in Mitchell, SD, with her hus
band and son . 

Moira Egan's most recent poetry collections are Strange Botany/ 
Botanica Arcana (Italic Pequod , 2014) and Hot Flash Sonnets (Passager 
Books, 2013) . "Shalimar" is from a series -in-progress based on various 
perfumes and the emotional effects and flashbacks that they induce. This 
poem got its start at the beautiful, extremely poignant exhibition at Frida 
Kahlo's Casa Azul in Mexico City. Among the many personal belong 
ings, letters, and artwork that Frida had requested remain sealed for 50 
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years after her death was a large, obviously cherished bottle of Shalimar, 
her signature fragrance . 

D' Arey Fallon is an associate professor of English at Wittenberg 
University in Springfield, Ohio, where she teaches creative writing, jour 
nalism, and freshman composition. She has a BA in Journalism from San 
Francisco State University and an MFA in Creative Nonfiction from 
Antioch University/Los Angeles. Before she became a teacher, she 
worked as a reporter. Her memoir, So Late, So Soon, about living in an 
isolated fundamentalist Christian commune in Northern California, was 
published in 2004 by Hawthorne Books. Her work has appeared in a num
ber of publications, including The Sun. She is working on a collection of 
personal essays. 

A 2014 finalist for the Howard Nemerov Sonnet Award, 2013 semifinalist 
for the Anthony Hecht Poetry Prize, and author of Humor Me (David 
Robert Books, 2006), Claudia Gary writes, edits, sings, and composes 
(tonally) near Washington, DC. Her poems appear in anthologies such as 
Forgetting Home (Barefoot Muse Press, 2013) and Villanelles (Everyman 
Press, 2012). Her articles on health have appeared in The VVA Veteran, 
VFW, and elsewhere. See http://www.pw.org/content/claudia_gary. 

Stephen Gibson has published five poetry collections, Rorschach Art Too 
(2014 Donald Justice Prize, West Chester University), Paradise (Miller 
Williams prize finalist, University of Arkansas Press), Frescoes (Lost Horse 
Press book prize), Masaccio 's Expulsion (MARGIE/IntuiT House book 
prize), and Rorschach Art (Red Hen). New work appears or is forthcoming 
in Sewanee Review, Shenandoah, Yale Review, Quiddity, and elsewhere. 

Thea Goodrich is a recent graduate of Kenyon College, where she was 
awarded the John Crowe Ransom and Academy of American Poets prizes. 
She now lives in Brooklyn and helps edit literature textbooks . Her poetry 
has appeared or is forthcoming in Hanging Loose, Ping•Pong, The 
Nervous Breakdown, and Really System . 

Sarah Green is a PhD candidate in Creative Writing at Ohio University. 
Her poems have appeared in FIELD, Gettysburg Review, Passages North, 
Redivider, Mid-American Review , Sixth Finch, and other magazines. She 
is a Pushcart Prize winner, a Best New Poet 2012, and the 2014 winner of 
Finishing Line Press's New Women's Voices prize. Her new chapbook , 
Skeleton Evenings, comes out in February 2015. 
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Tresha Faye Haefner hails from Los Angeles, California, where she 
teaches writing and revision to advanced poets in small workshops out of 
her home . Her work has earned the Robert and Adele Schiff Poetry Prize 
(2012), The Summer Writer's Row Award (2013 ), and a Pushcart 
Nomination (2013) . Her poems appear or are forthcoming in several jour
nals and magazines, among them Cincinnati Review, Me lusine, Perene 's 
Fountain, Poet Lore, and Ratt le. Her new chapbook, Take this Longing, is 
available from Finishing Line Press. Find out more about her at www.the
poetrysalon.com . 

Anne Kelsch is director of instructional development at the University of 
North Dakota. Kelsch has a research interest in pedagogy and faculty 
development, and has presented at national and international conferences 
on student learning . 

Cassandra Kircher's nonfiction has appeared in South Dakota Review, 
Cold Mountain Review, Flyway, Apalachee Review, and many others. She 
is the winner of Flyway's 2010 Notes in the Field contest and was nomi
nated for a Pushcart Prize in 2011. She teaches nonfiction at Elon University. 

Tricia Knoll is a Portland, Oregon, poet, retired from many years of com
munication work for the City of Portland. Eco -poetry is her favorite 
genre, although a variety of poems have appeared in numerous journals 
and anthologies. Her chapbook, Urban Wild, focuses on interactions 
between humans and wildlife in urban habitats. Website: triciaknoll.com. 

Angie Macri was born and raised in southern Illinois. Her recent work 
appears in Cimarron Review and Green Mountains Review, and her chap
book, Fear Nothering of the Future or the Past, is available from 
Finishing Line Press. An Arkansas Arts Council fellow, she teaches in 
Little Rock. 

Peter Marcus' first poetry collection, Dark Square, was published in 
2012 by Pleasure Boat Studio: A Literary Press. His poems have appeared 
in the Antioch Review, Boulevard, Notre Dame Review, Ploughshares, 
Southern Review, Spillway, Witness, and others. He's been a recipient of a 
Connecticut Fellowship for the Arts grant and a residency fellowship at 
Vermont Studio Center. He is academic program coordinator for the Elms 
College Accelerated Bachelor's Degree in Psychology at Mount 
Wachusetts Community College. 

Mary Meriam is the founder of Lavender Review, co -founder of 
Headmistress Press, editor of Irresistible Sonnets, and author of The 
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Countess of Flatbroke, The Poet's Zodiac, Word Hot, Conjuring My 
Leafy Muse, and Girlie Calendar. 

A native Midwesterner, John Palen worked as a draftsman, newspaper 
reporter and editor, and college journalism teacher. He earned a doctorate 
in American Studies at Michigan State University. His poems and prose 
have been published in literary journals since 1969 and have appeared 
recently in Delmarva Review, Bluestem, Heron Tree, Off the Coast, 
Poydras Review, and elsewhere . Mayapple Press published his Open 
Communion: New and Selected Poems in 2005. He lives in Central Illinois. 

Rebecca J. Romsdahl is an associate professor in the Department of 
Earth System Science and Policy at the University of North Dakota. Her 
research and teaching examine issues at the interface of environmental 
science with communication in the policy process. Recently she is exam
ining how climate change is framed in local government policy making. 

Jenny Sadre-Orafai is the author of Paper, Cotton, Leather, and four 
chapbooks. Recent poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in Tammy, 
Linebreak, Redivider, Elven Elven, Thrush Poetry Journal, P ANK, Rhino, 
Sixth Finch, ILK, iO: A Journal of New American Poetry, and Poemeleon. 
Recent prose has appeared in The Rumpus, The Toast, and Los Angeles 
Review. She is co-founding editor of Josephine Quarterly and an associate 
professor of English at Kennesaw State University. 

Margot Schilpp is the author of three volumes of poetry: Civil Twilight 
(2012), Laws of My Nature (2005), and The World's Last Night (2001), 
all from Carnegie Mellon University Press. Her poems have appeared 
widely in literary magazines. She earned a BA and an MA in Creative 
Writing at Southern Illinois University in Carbondale, Illinois, and an 
MFA at the University of Utah . She teaches at Southern Connecticut State 
University and at Quinnipiac University. She lives in New Haven, 
Connecticut, with her husband, the poet Jeff Mock, and their two daugh
ters, Paula and Leah. 

David Staudt left the Navy submarine service in the 1990s to earn an 
MF A in writing from Cornell. He has published more than one hundred 
poems, stories, and essays in literary magazines and anthologies since 
then, most recently in Slant and The MacGuffin. His poetry collection, 
The Gifts and Thefts (Backwaters Press), was chosen by Ted Kooser for 
the Backwaters Prize. He works in Baltimore as a civil rights trial attorney 
for a federal agency that enforces anti-discrimination laws. 
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Christine Stewart-Nunez is the author of five poetry collections: Snow, 
Salt, Honey; Keeping Them Alive; Postcard on Parchment; Unbound & 
Branded; and The Love of Unreal Things. Her piece "An Archeology of 
Secrets" was a Notable Essay in Best American Essays 2012. She teaches 
creative writing at South Dakota State University . 

Jon Tribble is the managing editor of Crab Orchard Review and the 
series editor of the Crab Orchard Series in Poetry published by Southern 
Illinois University Press. His poems have appeared in Ploughshares, 
Poetry, Crazyhorse, Quarterly West, and Jazz Poetry Anthology. His first 
collection of poems, "Natural State," will be published by Glass Lyre 
Press in 2016. He directs internships in editing and publishing for the 
Department of English at Southern Illinois University Carbondale. 

Dallas Woodburn is a 2013-14 Steinbeck Fellow in Creative Writing at 
San Jose State University. A three-time Pushcart Prize nominee, she won 
second place in the American Fiction Prize and her work appears in 
American Fiction Volume 13: The Best Unpublished Stories by American 
Writers (New Rivers Press) . Woodburn's short story collection was a final
ist for the Flannery O'Connor Award for Short Fiction. She has published 
fiction and nonfiction in Nashville Review, Passages North, Superstition 
Review, Monkeybicycle and Los Angeles Times, among many others. 
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