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Welcome to the Wormhole 
William Caraher 

"l\,. p rth Dakota Quarter!,y had a problem . At some point during the history 

1 V of this journal, we fell behind in the volume numbers and dates. 

Volume 79 had a date of 2011, but did not appear until 2012 ; volume 80 

was dated 2013, but the last numbers did not appear until 2015 . Something 

had slowed time in the NDQ offices and interrupted the regular flow of 

volumes . We recognized that the most likely cause of this time dilation was 

the rapid speed of change in the NDQ office. Over the past two years, we 

have organized the editorial board, brought in new poetry and fiction editors, 

developed a more robust digital presence on the web, and released almost our 

entire catalogue of back issues to the general public for free. 

In 1905 , Einstein predicted in his special theory of relativity, and experi

ments have demonstrated, that time moves more slowly for an object moving 

at a high speed than for one that is traveling at a slower speed . For example, 

it is well known that a highly-accurate atomic clock orb iting the earth on a 

satellite measures time more slowly than a clock stationary on earth . In fact, 

GPS satellites have to correct for the slightly faster rate of time present on the 

fast moving satellite when commu n icating with the almost stationary status 

of the terrestrial GPS receiver. In 1915, Einstein's general theory of relativity 

described how gravity also influences the rate of time . A clock closer to a 

source of high gravity will record time more slowly than one encounter ing 

lower gravity. For residents of the international space station, the difference in 

gravity almost counter balances the increased rate of speed to ensure that time 

moves only slightly slower for them than it does on earth. These two effects 

account for the dilated passage of time at North Dakota Quarterly, where 

change is propelling the journal forwa rd at a very great rate of speed, and the 

public humanities imposes a significant gravity to our work. 

Unfortunately, this has had the effect of slowing time at the Quarter!,y in 

relation to the rest of the world . As a result, we have to figure out how to rec

oncile the difference in time between NDQ and our audience . (Although we 

suspect that for some members of our audience the difference in time is not 

apparent; these people are quite literally "fellow travelers .") To fix the issue of 
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time dilation at the Quarterly, we could either skip a couple of years (and not 

publish volumes with the dates of2014 or 2015) or fiddle with the volume 

numbers in such a way chat would allow us to skip ahead without causing 

alarm (e.g. the next volume being 81-82 and having a date of2014-2015). 

There is ample historical precedent in the world of literary publishing co com
bine volume numbers or to simply skip a year. 

Of course, a long -time reader will know chat NDQ had a jump in years 

between volume 23 (1933) and 24 (1956), but chis did not represent the 

Quarterly falling behind in relation to the regular world, rather a formal 

hiatus in publication . We also have published a number of combined volumes 

such as in 2005 and 2006 where we combined the first two issues of volume 

72 and 73, but chis was a treatment generally reserved for special issues on 

particular topics. Volume 72 1/2 was dedicated to "Belles Letters" and Vol

ume 73 1/2 to "Hemingway." As far as I can tell, NDQ has never combined 

volume numbers. The closest we have ever come was in 1994-1995, when we 

combined years but kept the same volume (62). This knocked the volume and 

year numbers out of sync and was clearly not a tidy or satisfactory solution to 

our problem. 

The absence of a time -honored solution to our problem left us in a bit of 

jam. We had no real precedent for skipping years or combining volumes, so 

chose proved to be dead ends. We could have followed the gradualist route 

of slowly combining issues, but the speed of change at NDQ would likely 

lead us to confront the reality of Einstein's laws before we caught up . Plus, 

we'd have to find topics worthy of double issues and also invest the effort to 

produce a double issue, and this would risk putting us even further behind . 

In chis hopeless situation, we returned to where the problem started: theoret

ical physics. 

Since the initial issue with time slowing down derived from the phe 

nomenon of time dilation at high speeds, we hoped that Einstein's general 

theory of relativity might also provide us with a solution. It so happens chat 

as physicists came co terms with Einstein's theories, they began to speculate 

on phenomena like black and white holes . Both of these phenomena involve 

locations of very high gravity surrounding very dense (and hence very small) 

non-rotating masses. From what we understand, the high gravity of black 

holes distort timespace enough to allow for some basic time travel. Time 

moves far more slowly for objects orbiting black holes than for those at a 

great distance, meaning chat the occupant of a spaceship orbiting a black hole 

ages more slowly than chose on a planet at some distance. 

Black holes (and the related figure of wormholes) get their name from 

the practice of depicting timespace as a 3-dimensional space with length, 
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width, and height. This presentation of timespace is fundamentally Euclidi 

an, although we are aware that the fourth dimension of time also exists. The 

tremendous masses of black holes are generally shown as depressed areas on 

the plane of timespace. The sloping space around their dense mass represents 

the increase in gravity. While illustrative, the general theory of relativity 

represents timespace mathematically as a Lorentzian manifold which allows, 

among other things, for the inclusion of time. This complex fiugre, which in

cludes time and space, is the basic topology that describes Einstein's universe. 

This topology allows us to describe how objects sucked into a black hole 

would experience a remarkable degree of timespace compression. Einstein 

and other physicists, particularly Karl Schwarrzchild, recognized that if black 

holes were to exist and would ingest matter, then the matter ingested by a 

black hole could be ejected by a white hole. This provided the basis for the 

notion of wormholes which do more than distort timespace; they actually 

punch a hole through two distinct locations in the timespace topology and 

allow matter to pass from one place to another. Einstein and Nathan Rosen 

developed these ideas most fully (they are sometimes called Einstein -Rosen 

Bridges) and published them in 1935. Since the visibly accessible depictions 

of timespace tend to represent it as an Euclidian plane, wormholes take on 

the shape of holes between planes that could be made by worms. 

Some astronomers think that very small wormholes probably existed at 

the Big Bang and might still exist. The work at the Large Hadron Collider 

in Switzerland has sought to create these microscopic black holes, which on 

© iStock.com 
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the one hand could end the universe, and, on the other hand, might help us 

understand the origins of the universe. Physicists have theorized that such 

wormholes could be created and held open with a massive infusion of nega

tive matter. At present, exotic objects with negative mass remain largely theo

retical, but they could exist within the university as understood by theoretical 

physicists. At present, it is most likely that we will find a way to produce only 

very small black holes, or wormholes, but these might be useful to NDQ 
because we only need to travel a few years and the Quarterly is, for now, 
quite small. 

This would be consistent with the work of science fiction writers who have 

made great use of wormholes to facilitate travel into deep space. They have 

come to be associated with Star Trek. The original Star Trek series lacked any 

mention of wormholes, per se, but in the first film adaptation of the show the 

U.S.S. Enterprise was caught in a wormhole after an imprudent use of the 

warp drive. Recent adaptions that take place in the Star Trek universe make 

greater use of wormholes, with Deep Space 9 featuring a space station orbiting 

the Bajoran Wormhole . Other science fiction franchises have used wormholes 

as ways to travel across vast distances . Various versions of the Stargate series, 

for example, feature a one -way wormhole; a 2005 episode of the long -run

ning BBC series Dr. Who locates one terminus of a wormhole in Cardiff. 

While it might ruffle the feathers of the Trekkie crowd, I'd like to explore 

the role of wormholes in another cultural landmark : Bill and Ted's Excellent 
Adventure. This imaginative documentary linked a scientifically advanced 

future to an equally sophisticated understanding of the past. Despite its 

advanced science, the future of humanity needed Bill and Ted to do well on 

a history presentation, and future generations did not hesitate to leverage 

timespace to make this happen. In response to these remarkable revelations, 

scholars in the humanities have gravitated to the works of Bruno Latour and 

Karen Barad. Barad and Latour, among many others, have worked to unpack 

scientific thinking in ways that reveal the deep entanglement of objects, 

institutions, people, and events. Science and the humanities seek to under

stand the complex network of relationships that shape our world. As our idea 

of a strict division between culture and nature has increasingly receded, we 

recognize that we are part of the natural world that our science and human 

ities describe. The inseparability of time, culture, space, society, and matter in 

the world presents the potential for innumerable wormholes connecting even 

such disparate places and times as the arts, humanities, science, engineering, 

and technology. These wormholes exist despite the apparent dispersion of dis

ciplines, institutions, and ways of thinking into sequestered silos with distinct 

histories and theoretical commitments . 
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understanding the universe is not the distinct domain of any particular set of 

approaches. At the same time, we recognize that the world's problems are as 

complex as they are pressing. From resolving a bit of lag in the NDQ volume 

dates to ending the world at the Large Hadron Collider or resolving tension 

between religious and secular views, the humanities and the sciences share 

a desire to use their understanding of the universe to create a better place. 

We hope that synchronizing the volume numbers and dates of North Dakota 

Quarterly contributes in some small way to this common cause . 

Image courtesy of the National Aeronautics and Space Administration (NASA). 
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Now Go to the Gallery 
Charlotte Innes 

where wayward life, ripped from its socket, repeats 
and repeats in grainy film behind the door 
of a doll's house. Regard hinged wooden arms 
and plaster heads-their eyes staring from small 
tables in dark rooms folding away 
from the bright door. Observe the enormous stitches 
lashing chair backs ; painted fish swimming 
inside a cage . Take in the large metallic 
model of a bee (it's German), sliced 
in half to reveal surprisingly human entrails. 
Watch out for the floor of shallow crates that sway 
as you walk, for explosion proof industrial pendants 
above you. Wait for the shiver that proves you're still 
whole (aren't you?), can leave at any time. 
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Nano Art: Show Me the Atoms 
Nuri Oneel and Betsy Thaden 

Since the fall of 2011, Nuri Oneel, 
associate professor of physics at 

UNO, and Betsy Thaden, visual arts 
instructor at Red River High School, 
have been collaborating on a project 
that brings art and science together 
in an unusual way. Oncel's research 
uses state of the art equipment called 
a Scanning Tunneling Microscope 
(STM). This particular type of micro 
scope is quite special as it can mea 
sure images of surfaces with atomic 
resolution, i.e., it can show you the 
atoms. Due to the nature of the sur 
faces being imaged, even the raw data 
can easily be turned into an a esthet 
ically pleasing picture. Oneel has vis
ited Thaden's art classes at Red River 
High School in Grand Forks to teach 
the science behind the STM imag 
es. Armed with this new knowledge, 
Thaden's students are then asked to 
create original paintings. 
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In the spring of 2014 and 2015, 
Oneel and Thaden, with the support 
of Debbie Storrs, the UNO Dean of 
the College of Arts and Sciences, or
ganized exhibitions for the students' 
paintings at the Empire Arts Center 
in Grand Forks. The project received 
funding from the National Science 
Foundation. Oncel's research and 
Thaden's students' art attracted atten 
tion of the local media, fostering in 
terest and outreach to the community. 
The paintings have also been placed 
on display within various UNO loca
tions and featured in a variety of UNO 
publications . The project turned out 
to be an amazing opportunity to pro
vide students with a real-world expe
rience in problem solving through art 
and science and offered the general 
public a view into the typically unseen 
nano world. 



Dylan Skjold, Coagulated Life Source 

Betsy Thaden: In using a Venn diagram, there is a point where Art and 
Science overlap and become interrelated. I find it hard to talk about Art 
alone unless I am critiquing a work and strictly concerned with elements of 
art and principles of design . 

Brett Peterson, Incandescent Crags 
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Kylee Danks, What Remains 

Nuri Oneel: I guess I am always drawn to artworks done by inventor/artist 
types of people . For example, the stained glass windows in churches that I 
saw in Europe fascinated me. Even if the subject matter did not speak to me, 
as a physicist working on various aspects of materials, I can understand and 
appreciate what it takes to produce those glasses. 

Emily Studney, Northern Lights 
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Rachel Newton, Dreams of Royalty 

Nuri Oneel: Modern art has some good examples of art and science coming 
together. Roden Crater, James Turrell's volcanic cinder cone installation, or 
Stephan Wilkes' Ellis Island Ghosts photographs can be perfect 
modern examples. 

Kinzie Carlson, Repeating Ellipses 
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Have McGiffin, Lightening Bugs 

Nuri Oneel: Both science 
and art are part of human 
experience. As science shapes 
humanity, the individual 
artist is affected. But at 
the same time , art shapes 
humanity, and each scientist, 
as a member of society, is 
affected too. The Persistence 
of Memory (or soft watch -
es) by Salvador Dali is an 
excellent example of how a 
scientific theory (in this case 
it is relativity) blends 
into art . 

Lexie Robson, Icicle 
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Betsy Thaden: I consider 
myself a life-long learner 
with everyday bringing 
another opportunity to 
learn something wonder 
fully new. When Dr. Oneel 
presented me with an 
opportunity to collaborate 

in 2012, I jumped at the 
chance to bring this into 
the classroom to not only 
learn more about the nano 
world, bur to be able to 
show students how every
thing in life is connected 
to something else. Ir was a 
perfect real-world applica 
tion showing the relation 
ship between science and 
art for students. 



Betsy Thaden: 
Art communicates 
visually and the 
Nano Art project 
allows the viewer 
a glimpse into the 
beauty of typically 
unseen atoms 
and molecules. 

Nuri Oneel, one micrometer by one micrometer 
STM image of Si(] IO) surface 

Betsy Thaden: 
Leonardo da Vinci 
has always been an 

interest of mine. 
He was an artist, 
an inventor, a 
scientist, architect, 
engineer, math
ematician .. .. I 
believe he would 
have also found it 
difficult to sepa
rate the two . 

Nuri Oneel, STM image of Iridium silicide 
nanowire (bright feature) on Si(] IO) 
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Betsy Thaden: Whenever you are creating a work of art, a natural interrela
tionship occurs between art and science. Art not only reflects life and nature, 
but a work of art needs scientific chemical elements and compounds within 
a chosen medium .. . graphite, paint, ceramic glaze, etc. to be created. In a 
sense, Art and Science need each other. 

Nuri Oneel, STM image of Iridium modified Si(00I) surface 

Nur i Oneel, STM image of Iridium modified Si(] I I) surface. Bright docs on the image 
are Iridium ring clusters, i.e., cluster of six silicon acorns surrounding one Iridium 
acorn at the center. 
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Nuri Oneel, 3D rendered image of Iridium silicide nanowire 

Nuri Oneel, 3D rendered image of Si(l l l) surface. Bright docs correspond to Silicon 
atoms on the surface. 
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Dana Schumann, poster design 



Nanomachine: Blueprint 
Sara Eliza Johnson 

It's spring again and we've been here before. 
One hummingbird pokes the eardrums 
of blossoms, a heartbeat pinwheeling 

through the air. Wind forces open a door 
before the rain comes. A dead branch 
blesses the roof. And there's music made 

of glass, which breaks into your hands. 
And shards that make them sing. 
And a bandage to stop the bleeding. 

And the bleeding: the dark diagram 
your blood forms on the kitchen floor, 
a diagram for the hummingbird's rotation. 

19 



Our parakeet ticks its head in all directions 
like a compass needle . 
Written in code, its feathers 

glow with nano -filaments, 
are soft in my hand-
the powder of alphabets . 

Nanomachine: Artifact 
Sara Eliza Johnson 

When sleeping, it tucks its head into its chest, 
a lemon hanging on a branch 
in the dark room. 

When we sleep, we tuck 
into each other, a puzzle box 
windowlight cracks ajar. 

I adore your knees: lemons of bright wires 
I want to break open 
without breaking you. 
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The crystal clocks tick their petals 
away. The bird's song pulses, a severed 
vein, now almost empty of notes. 

I love all this emptiness, this warp 
and transparence, the whorl 
of atoms I brush from your brow, 

the ripple of brain matter in a cloud, 
and the virtual haze, and trembling 
train wires, these bees like pixels 

from a dream. I thought a splendor. 
I thought of you, tender, knelt in dirt, 
looking for seeds to place inside 

your ear for safekeeping. My infidel, 
before wind tears through our flesh: 
one more photon for your tongue. 

Nanomachine: Rose Bush 
Sara Eliza Johnson 
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Venn Diagrams in Our Minds 
EzelK Shaw 

"I see!" was the enthusiastic response 

to the arrangement oflc arbon atoms 
bonding to Oxygen .... It was a 3-D 
representation, so t1iat a blind person 
could feel the representation. 

"Beautiful!" said the visitor at the 
Museum, admiring the portrait of Al
brecht Durer's mothe in her old age, 
wrinkles and all. ... 

"Bush Says Let NEA Decide 
Art" (Parachini) . 

Photography-where science pro 
motes the art, where art relies on sci
ence to carry its activities further . 

Leonardo da Vinci's Sketches is 
careful observation and verbal 

description of the visual, as is Vesa
lius' treatment of human anatomy. 
Both belong to the period of time we 
identify, in Eurocentric terms, as the 
Renaissance. Study of mathematical 
foundations of perspective as well as 
Francis Bacon's Novum Organum, 

highlighting the role of observation 
and experimentation in the pursuit 
of knowledge, belong to this period. 
Both art and science of the Renais
sance period were areas of interest to 
the elite, including monarchs promot
ing alchemy or looking for improved 
weapons of warfare. 
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Sigmund Freud's utilization of 
Greek mythol0gr-f0F instance, Nar 
cissism the Oedipus complex-illus 
trates how literature can establish a 
context for analysis and communica 
tion. A different aspect of this over
lap of scientific interest and art may 
be found in the Surrealist paintings of 
Salvador Dali, or may be retroactively 
used to study the works of Hierony 
mus Bosch . 

Epistemology, analysis of what we 
know and how we know what we 
know, symbolism, defies strict bound
aries .. .. A recent article in The New 
Yorker (Gopnick) discusses the un 
usual arrangement of collections in 
the Warburg Institute, in London. 
The scheme is one that encourages 
cross-disciplinary reference-thence 
multiple connections, branching out, 
interpretations and insights. 

We look for order, especially when 
what is at hand becomes unmanage 
able. . . . Taxonomy comes to the 
rescue by providing a system. When 



Linnaeus introduced a methodology 
for classification of plants, he relied 
on observation of essential charac
teristics. At the specie level, he often 
resorted to description, albeit using 
vocabulary from "classical" languages 
such as Greek and Latin. The practice 
distanced the nomenclature from the 
vulgar (popular) name which allowed 
local variations, while its universality 
and potential for analysis and sharing 
knowledge and making comparisons. 
Taxonomy is methodology, some
thing we expect in the sciences. Is it 
then description we may associate 
with observation and thence art? 

What distinguishes a scientist from an 
artist? Specific area of interest, activi
ty, methodology, the participant's own 
definition, or the community's classi
fication of their occupation? 

Perception is a personal experience, 
a moment of realization, comprehen
sion, and personal discovery. It carries 
us to a higher level of appreciation of 
what our brains can do: combine in

formation with interpretation to cre
ate insight. Art and science-science 
and art. Rather than examine these 
two abstractions as distinct entities, 
one can consider them as the culmi
nation of personal discovery that aims 
at sharing the outcome. . . . There 
is an urge, sometimes expressed as a 
question: "How do I get there?" 

Boundaries confine . Boundaries are 
arbitrary. A simple way of illustrat
ing this is to look, on the map, at the 
boundaries between Libya and Alge
ria; Libya and Egypt; Egypt and Su-

clan .. . . Lines drawn by a straightedge 
that run through deserts define whose 
land the area is going to be. 

This is what has been done in re
lation to political maps in different 
parts of the world, not only in Afri
ca but also in creating boundaries in 
the Middle East and in Europe in the 
course of fashioning national states 
out of former empires. Straight lines 
are frequent in the delineation of the 
territorial extent of the states in the 
United States . This has its parallel in 
identifying domains of human ap
proach to understanding its own ex
plorative and creative activity . Were 
homo sapiens decorating the walls of 
caves engaged in art or science, or was 
it a combination that expressed their 
sense of magic? Frazer, in 1he Golden 
Bough, sees magic as an early stage of 
human desire to master the mysteries 
of the unknown. Isn't science magic? 
Isn't religion magic? 

Let's get more specific. . . . Per
spective is the endeavor to approx

imate the way our eyes experience 
distance. "How does it work?" is the 
question behind the analysis of per
spective. Observation is captured as 
a geometric explanation. Artists of 
the Renaissance period studied it and 
used mathematics as a tool for a more 
accurate rendering of the visual expe
rience. . . . Aerial perspective, using 
range of shading to suggest distance 
and spatial perspective constructed by 
placement of objects were already in 
use. How can one be sure that use of 
chiaroscuro in medieval painting was 
not a result of deliberate focus? 
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Where do we, can we, draw the 
line between art and science? In most 
instances or recognizable stages of 
progress, knowledge of materials is es
sential. Brick -makers of Mesopotamia 
needed to understand how clay could 
be worked into building blocks and 

how firing wou ld render each strong 
enough to face the test of time . They 
laid out the bricks in rows-sugges 
tive of multip les that inspire the mul
tiplication tables . . . . The stones used 
for the pyramids had to be quarried 
and shaped and hauled long distanc
es to make the monumental burial 
spaces. Why would people put that 
much effort into arranging and dec
orating spaces dedicated to the dead 
if the practice did not give them a 
sense of inner satisfaction? When Mi 
chaelangelo saw the huge slab of mar
ble, he "saw" in it the David he would 
carve out. 

Art and science work together, not 
too differently from how magic was 
conceived in earliest human commu 
nities. Ceremonial is a performance 
art that affects individual and/or 
communal psychology . In the realm 
of publicity, political or commercial 
advertisement, there is the presenta
tion aspect - which one might call 
art-and the evaluation that follows 
to measure its effect in statistical 
terms. Why would political parties 
pour money into election campaigns 
if they did not expect the message to 
reach the many, often by exploiting 
current emotional needs or political 
aspirations? Politics, as well as adver
tisement , is both art and science .. .. 
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As ancient Greeks worked out an 
swers to questions that occurred to 
them, they called it philosophy-and 
there were no clear-cut boundaries . 
Rhetoric, the art of persuasive use of 
language, involved arrangement of 
words, phrases, and ideas, and a sense 
of the psychology of the people who 

would be exposed to the presentation . 
As specializations proliferate, differ

ent aspects of human behavior move 
from simple description to analytical 
scrutiny . A writer might describe the 
behavior of someone in love, or a per 
son who is drunk, or the response of 
a high -strung person to provocation. 
A more recent branch of science, psy
chology, is likely to study the behav 
ior of individuals in more universal 
terms. Is Freud's analysis of dreams a 
study of paths the human imagination 
may follow, some literary experience, 
or is it a search for universals whereby 
we learn about the human condition? 
Science needs words to carry its mes
sage to larger audiences . ... 

The desire to understand and to 
explain leads to articulated or un 
articulated questions . Awareness of 
our own sensations and observations 
of our environment provide the raw 
material through which we compose 
and recompose answers. When we ex
press our sensations in personal terms 
and through personal choices, we are 
engaged in externalization, a process 
of sharing so that we understand and 
perhaps explain ourselves to others . 
We share. That may be one way of 
explaining how art happens. Science 
is also about sharing, but there is an 



added dimension of convincing oth
ers in the reliability of our under
standing. It moves from the domain 
of subjective to the domain of would
be objective. Art, if we think of it as 
a creative process, is externalization; 
science is understanding what is exter
nal to us-except that physiologically 
we are part of the science in which we 
look for explanations . 

How do we understand the world? 
The existence of war and cataclysmic 
conditions that relate to war are un
fortunately familiar recurring experi
ences. Are Leonardo da Vinci's studies 
of war machinery physics or art? Are 
Goya's interpretations of the horrors 
of war expressions of despair in the 
face of calamity? The Prussian defeat 
of France in 1870 is a topic, among 
many, studied as part of history, a 
"social science." Chronology, names, 
territory involved are among verifi
able data that help put the event in 
the category of "science" even though 
(except by comparison) it cannot be 
repeated for verification through ex
perimentation. Yet the experience 
of war, regardless of the specifics, is 
recognizable when rendered in de
scriptive vocabulary. Emile Zola's De
bacle introduces the reader to troops 
in retreat-no longer an army, not 
even soldiers, "a mob of unknown 
men," people in psychological and 
physical distress: "The sun was killing, 
it was terribly hot, and their packs, 
made heavier by the tents and com
plicated gear which distended them, 
weighed cruelly on their shoulders" 
(45). Zola gives the suffering a face, 

in the character of Maurice who "was 
having terrible trouble with his feet. 
The big, hard boots that he was quite 
unused to had turned his flesh into a 
bloody mess. He was not very robust, 
and although he had thrown off his 
knapsack he still felt an open sore all 
down his spine from the intolerable 
rubbing of the kit" (46). 

Were soldiers in the Crimean War, 
18 54-18 56, better equipped? Ask 
Leo Tolstoy . His Sebastopol Sketches 
record the observations of a jour
nalist, an observant of action on the 
battlefield. Boots of dying soldiers 
being snatched by the living . . . . 
His observations were to inform his 
narrative, W'tir and Peace, in describ
ing the retreat of Napoleon's Grand 
Army .... No famous fiction brings 
to life the story of troops who froze 
to death in the march into Russia, the 
ill-equipped Ottoman troops at Sari
kamis, in 1915. Descriptions are in 
the category of literature, thus art . It 
is no less truthful in conveying human 

suffering than would be statistical in
formation as to number of troops, 
temperature, miles covered, lack of 
proper protection from the elements. 
Troops in Zola's Debacle marched 
in the sizzling August sun, Otto
man soldiers in the frozen mountain 
passes .. .. Literature helps us under
stand what we hope will not be part 
of our own experience. We learn by 
empathy. The study of the function
ing of our brain, as yet in its initial 
stages, is science. Are our feelings art 
or science? Is it a matter of wording 
or overlap? 
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Perhaps the symbiotic relation 
ship between science and art is most 
demonstrable in the relationship be
tween physics and music. Knowledge 
of materials is essential in the produc 
tion of musical instruments . (This 
might also be applicable to how the 

human vocal cords function. The pro 
cessing of sound waves by the brain 
would be in the realm of science .) 
The vibrations and type of amplifi
cation are significant factors not only 
in designing instruments but improv
ing on prototypes. Study of sound 
waves produced by repercussion or 
by strings, by wind or combinations, 
allow solo performances or orchestral 
arrangements. The human voice is en
hanced when accompanied by musi 
cal instruments. Precise indication of 
notation has its mathematical founda 
tion, allowing practice and repetition 
of compositions, and variations on 
interpretation. The opera integrates 
the narrative provided by author(s) by 
combining music with the visual en
richment of stage, costume, and per
formance of the actors. Vocal training 
of singers benefits from knowledge of 
human physiology. Temperature and 
humidity are also quantifiable factors 
in creating optimum conditions for 
protecting singers' voices. 

Knowledge of physical chemistry, 
over time, has given artists a wider 
spectrum of color to choose from, 
with greater certainty about which 
pigments are safe and stable. Whether 
obtained directly from nature or syn
thetically produced, considerations 
of shade and tonality benefit from 
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knowledge of their material deriva
tion . Organic chemistry provides sci
entific formulas which eliminates the 
hit -or-miss aspect of the success of 
the finished product - whether it is a 
painting on the wall or the wall itself. 
Physics provides precise definition of 
colors that are too close for the human 
eye to differentiate . 

The influence of a visit by Escher to 
the Alhambra in Spain, and (his intu 
itive?) knowledge of fractals in mathe 
matics produced the enchanted scenes 
depicted by this artist. . . . What 
Muslim decorators had achieved by 
use of tile mosaics was made transfer 
able to kaleidoscopic experiments and 
surrealist renditions in art. Geom
etry could unravel different sources 
of inspiration . 

Habits of the mind can limit our 
thinking, while challenging estab 
lished notions inspires renewed cre
ativity . Is concept formation art or 
science? Nominalist thinking discour 
ages generalization . Though the end 
result may look like a single product 
carrying a name, both science and art 
have a conceptual foundation through 
which we can understand and appre 
ciate them . The merging of identities, 
or crossing of boundaries between art 
and science, is an indication of free
dom to think and feel and be creative. 
What is available is an installation 
(conceptual art?) that represents hu
man thinking , and we are the richer 
for the bridge. 

Music prov ides insights into issues 
related to health. Therapeutic use of 
music was well-known from earlier 



times-the shaman relied on sound to 
affect cures. In the Middle Ages, Sel
juks used music to soften the impact 
of mental illness-there were endow
ments which paid musicians for their 
services in ameliorating the agony of 
psychological suffering . . . Music is 
used to help identify and understand 
hearing problems. In MUSICOPHIL
IA: Tales of Music and the Brain, Oliver 
Sacks discusses the diagnostic utiliza
tion of changes in reception of music. 

"Art for art's sake." 
"Science for the sake of science." 
Two idealistic statements that 

seemingly choose to ignore the impact 
of results on society .. .. When peo
ple are committed to binary thinking, 
it is not likely that they will change 
their approach to the world around 
them . . .. We live in an age in which 
the expression "information explo
sion" has become a reality. Perhaps 
what is needed is greater flexibility in 

integrating diversity. This may be val
id not only for art and science but also 
for our inter-personal and inter-com
munal relationships. 

A coin has two sides .... Actual
ly there is a third side: the rim which 
makes it 3-D . In the discussion of the 
relationship between art and science, 
the rim is the human brain that in
forms both through its receptive cog
nitive functions . 
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How tightly we're braided, 

that town of scientists splitting 
the atom, that childhood in paradise 
of oak woods and creeks-today 
in my backyard, the rabbit crops 
the plantain, the chipmunks zip 
by my feet, the birds come 
to the feeder, the raccoons 
stop at night to drink-all of us 
invasive species that could run away 
exponentially, flowering now 
under the watchful eyes of crows 
and hawk. The squirrels are planting 
a local forest, the ants are carrying 
bloodroot downhill, the wind 
is seeding milkweed, the chipmunks 
are mating furiously, embedded 
is our favorite election metaphor. 
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Chain Reaction 
Robin Chapman 



The buds quiver in wind 

petals unfurl, disclose, extend 

Flowering in time-lapse motion 
Robin Chapman 

-after Louie Schwartzberg's video 

a filament of stamen, pistil, pollen 

beckon, wave, 

illuminate a UV landing strip 

twist, reach, beseech 

the foraging worker bee, 
humping beetles, 
hovering moths, 
sipping butterflies and hummingbirds 

clasp entrap hold, 

let go, droop, drop 

swell 
shrivel 
to seed 
beginning over again 
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'1n later life, Dirac liked to point 
out that quantum mechanics was 

the first physical theory to be 
discovered before anyone knew 

what it mean t." 

-Graham Farmelo 
from The Strangest Man: 

The Hidden Life of Paul Dirac, 

Quantum Genius (96) 

Crossroads are intersections where 
crises and the karmic complex 

ities of destiny are enacted through 
crimes, transgressions, and catastro 
phes. Crossroads appear throughout 
history, at life's various stages, and 
throughout the cosmos . On the con
course of time, history perpetuates a 
continuum of increasing ly danger 
ous and entangled junctures . Cross 
roads interconnect the dimensions 
of the universe. 

Haunted by ghosts, demons, and 
hangings, crossroads were unsavory 
places of stealth, superstition, and 
foreboding, where lost sou ls gather 
and taboos are brokered and broken . 
They can also be gateways of dis
covery, healing, transformation, and 
initiation. On the electronic highway 
they propagate virtual extensions . 

Crossroads are guarded by deities 
and disincarnates such as the Lares , 
genii loci, or the Haitian Loa Legba. 
Even the human genome possesses 
invisible crossroads - chromosomes 
can permute the genetic code and 
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At the Crossroads 
Kenneth King 

transfer intercellular data . Language, 
too, produces crossroads because 
the grain of syntax catalyzes con 

texts that transect dimensions and 
set confluences into motion . 

The first crime occurred at an an 
cient crossroads, forever marking 
them as diabolical places . Long be
fore the biblical ideas of the Fall and 
Original Sin, Oedipus killed his fa
ther, King Lai"us, near Delphi, where 
three roads meet . 

Oedipus' sovereign and mythic 
power originated when he passed 
the ultimate test and answered the 
Sphinx's cryptic riddle . The Delphic 
Oracle proclaimed another riddle of 
sorts-that Oedipus was destined 
to murder his fathe r and marry his 
mother. At the fateful crossroads he 
was blinded by the force of circum 
stance and so arose one of the greatest 
legendary enigmas. 

Oedipus did not know that the 
man who was refusing him right of 
way at those crossroads and whom he 
ended up slaying was his father. That 
primordial crime became inscribed 
on the human genome . The incest ta
boo might be older than myth. 

Crossroads demarcate physical lo
cations where boundaries and taboos 
are trespassed and point to disem 
bodied thresholds having quantum 
ramifications. Crossroads can be 
corporeal, microscopic, atomic, or 
galactic, involving eye, brain, cells, 



genes, germs, viruses, isotopes, or the 
galactic grid of constellations and in
terpenetrating magnetic fields. Like 
lines in the sand, these intersections 
invite strange occurrences and inex
plicable concurrences. 

Hiroshima was our seminal apoc
ryphal event. August 6, 1945, bro
kered the atomic crossroads where 
the first quantum planetary initiation 
occurred. The Big Bang has been 
compared to a cosmic thermonuclear 
explosion, which stars also undergo. 
The physics of entanglement support 
the synergy of subatomic mysteries. 
Who would have guessed that the ca
pacity for a tremendous catastrophic 
explosion lurked within the interstic
es of the tiniest and remotest regions 
of an atom's nucleus? 

Oedipus' blinding, following his 
meltdown, points to crossroads sit
uated somewhere on the far side of 
the visible. A blinding light is also 
associated with satori and enlighten
ment, and a virtual blinding also oc
curs during sexual euphoria. Freud: 
"The pleasure principle, then is a ... 
return to the quiescence of the inor
ganic world. We have all experienced 
how the greatest pleasure attainable 
by us, that of the sexual act, is asso
ciated with a momentary extinction 
of a highly intensified excitation" 
(Gay 625). 

Crossroads traverse the grain of 
syntax because the elements of what
ever is perceived, seen, recorded, or 
read have to be broken down and 
their digitized data sorted, stored, 
and rerouted through various parts 

of the brain. In a sense, the wor(l)d 
has to be detonated in order to make 
sense of and process it, which is akin 
to a cognitive fission. 

In Reading in the Brain: The Science 
and Evolution of a Human Inven 
tion, French neuroscientist Stanislas 
Dehaene notes: "Our visual system 
is very precisely wired to reassemble 
the giant jigsaw puzzle created by 
the retina when it explodes incoming 
images into a million pixels" (130). 
A "nuclear" deconstruction might be 
said to inhere in neurological func 
tioning-the essential distillation of 
consciousness continues to be trans 
formed by digital technology. 

"Upon entering the retina, a word 
is split up into a myriad of fragments, 
as each part of the visual image is 
recognized by a distinct photore 
ceptor. Starting from this input, the 
real challenge consists in putting the 
pieces back together in order to de
code what letters are present, to figure 
out the order in which they appear, 
and finally to identify the word" 
(Dehaene 12). 

Even without sight, the blinding 
flashes at Hiroshima and Nagasaki 
would have short-circuited the optic 
nerve-Big Science inaugurated a 
crucifixion by light. Atomic Oedipus 
was blinded by Pluto's onus: plutoni
um. Atomic symptoms became cul 
turally endemic. By 1954 a wave of 
horror movies such as Godzilla and 
Monster from the Ocean Floor forged 
a new cinematic genre that featured 
aberrations, monsters, aliens, genetic 
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mutations, and grotesqueries from 
the depths spawned by widespread 
nuclear testing and the scourge 
of fallout. 

In the year of the Bomb, 1945, 
another momentous crossroads as 
prescient as Teiresias' transformation 
occurred when Sir Harold Gilles, a 
noted British surgeon, quietly turned 
Laura Dillon into Dr. Lawrence Mi 
chael Dillon. Seven years later, Dr. 
Christian Hamberger, in Denmark, 
changed George Jorgensen, an Amer 
ican GI, into Christine, who imme 
diately became a worldwide celebrity . 
Her sex change blasted across head 
lines knocking news about the explo
sion of the first hydrogen bomb off 
front pages . 

Sir Harold Gilles was equipped to 
challenge gender crossroads because 
he surgically treated soldiers who 
had been genitally mutilated in war, 
and his expert medical knowledge 
enabled him to reconstruct damaged 
anatomy . The entanglement of genes, 
genitals, and hormones are no longer 
contingent upon divine provenance. 
Like fire, it has been stolen from 
the gods . 

Tampering with the atom, and 
interfering with genes and gender, 
creates another mythic interface

medicine coupled with electronics 
and technology incarnates the digital 
body, which virtualizes the nervous 
system and connects it with hyper 
space . 1945 was not only the year of 
the Bomb. The explosion of quantum 
theory, fissile genes and particles, 
hormone conversion, and cellular 
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permutation catalyzed a new cultural 
and planetary alchemy. 

In Sophocles' play, Oedipus Rex, 
written in the fifth century B.C., 
Teiresias is Oedipus' double and 
nemesis, the clairvoyant prophet 
who skirted another crossroads that 

enabled him to see into and through 
other dimensions . 

For the Greeks, the gods perpetrate 
strange intrigues . Teiresias resolved 
another mysterious enigma by be
ing granted the intimate knowledge 
of being both sexes. He was the first 
transsexual prophet . One day, while 
walking in the woods, he came upon 
two great serpents copulating, and 
when he struck them with his staff, 
he was transformed into a woman. 
Seven years later the gods turned 
him back into a man. Freudian puns 
aside, stick or staff, serpent or phal
lus, fission and fusion, both inform 
and shatter the nuclear enigma . 

The circuit of Oedipus's corporeal 
conundrum spreads across the entire 
cultural landscape, and its crossroads 
reach into an interstellar grid. "This 
grid is a cosmic 'underground' along 
which information can pass faster 
than the speed of light ... " consti 
tuted by "a network of dark matter 
filaments," notes Percy Seymour in 
Dark Matters: Unifying Matter, Dark 
Matter, Dark Energy, and the Univer
sal Grid (153). 

Information transference depends 
upon patterns of interference. "An 
interference pattern is the hallmark 
of waves . Waves interfere with each 
other while particles do not" (Aczel, 



Entanglement 19). Complementarity, 
Neil Bohr's discovery, is comprised 
of an either/or-waves and particles, 
or wavicles-constitute an inextrica 
ble duality of light's capacity of cor
puscular transference. Thus reality is 
comprised of interference patterns, 
and matter is ruled by synchronistic 
and acausal concordances. 

Gamma rays from an atomic ex
plosion cause genetic mutations in 
plants, animals, and humans. Bod
ies mutate, but so do genes, germs, 
viruses, and bacteria. AIDS, Ebola, 
the HlNl virus, MRSA (an almost 
untreatable staph infection, also 
called a superbug), the spore -form 
ing airborne fungus Cryptococcus 

gattii, and the lethal genetic enzyme 
ND M-1 cross intercellular crossroads 
to threaten survival. 

Crossroads can be places of pesti 
lence that extend under the earth as 
well as across tectonic plates whose 
fault lines conceal chthonic upsurges. 
When Oedipus' saga began, Thebes 
was besieged by a plague . Ecolog 
ical and natural disasters prove as 
lethal. Haiti's catastrophic earth
quake on January 10, 2010, devas
tated the poorest nation in the west
ern hemisphere, largely destroyed 
its capital, Port -au-Prince, uprooted 
three million people, and caused 
a cholera epidemic. 

A month later an even stronger 
seismic disturbance rocked Chile 
and sent a tsunami as far away as 
Hawaii and Japan. On April 20, the 
BP-Transocean -Halliburton oil rig 
explosion in the Gulf of Mexico ere-

ated the largest unstoppable blanket 
of pollution that compromised the 
southern ecosystem, comparable to 
an industrial Chernobyl. Following 
in July and August, Pakistan suffered 
torrential floods that submerged one
fifth of the country and affected an 
estimated twenty million people
four million homeless, eight million 
desperate for humanitarian aid. 

Beginning in January 2011, the 
Arab Spring movement provoked 
massive uprisings that erupted in 
Tunisia and Egypt and whose revo
lutionary upsurges continued in fol
lowing years to destabilize the entire 
Middle East, followed in September 
by Occupy Wall Street demonstra
tions in major cities. On March 11, 
2011, a magnitude 9 megaquake 
struck Japan's Fukushima Daiichi 
Nuclear Power Station causing a tsu 
nami, fires, and catastrophic damage, 
killing approximately 19,000 people 
and exposing the fuel rods of several of 
its six reactors, releasing high dosages 
of radiation and widespread contam
ination . Planet Earth is definitely at 
a crossroads. 

The body, too, harbors crossroads 
that stretch across its corporeal and 
virtual thresholds perpetuated by its 
anatomical binaries-bifocal image 
production, bicameral hemispheres, 
bipedal gait, double -chambered heart 
as well as the demarcation between 
perception and apperception, con 
scious and unconscious, liminal and 
subliminal, that support the myster 
ies of Eros and Thanatos . 
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Freud developed his Oedipus com
plex a decade before his theory of the 
Death Instinct (he began to use the 
term Oedipal in 1910). The uncon
scious is bordered by libidinal cross
roads that activate phobias and ta
boos having analogical transferences . 
This involves a superposition of du
alities similar to that between matter 
and antimatter-and the living and 
dead, the known and unknown, and 
creation and decreation . The partic
ulates or syntagma of syntax unlock 
ciphers of transference. The talking 
cure causes an upsurge of linguistic 
signages whose intersections reveal 
secrets and far memories, just as ac
celerated particles produce isotopes. 

Freud conceptualized the Death 
Instinct in 1920, a decade before the 
invention of the cyclotron. During 
World War I the human psyche, too, 
was already becoming fissionable, as 
if the junctions between neuroses and 
psychoses were contingent upon par 
ticle spin, shell shock, and toxic fall
out. The Death Instinct might also 
be conceived as the anlagen of dark 
matter. Fission is transgression in ex
tremis. It resonates with atomic terror. 

There may be an uncanny connec 
tion between X-rays and the X-rated, 
because the chain reaction of toxic 
obsessions fuels the tropes of horror 
coupled with the frenetic fallout of 
the flesh . Hypersexuality, pornogra 
phy, and sexual obsessions became 
radical means to alleviate apocalyptic 
dread. Religion today is at a similar 
crossroads. Priests are patriarchal 
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sovereigns invested with an institu 
tional power mired in a retrogres
sive medieval mindset. Following 
the planet's atomic initiation, they, 
too, became victims of troubled li
bidos, mutant genes, and damaged 
psyches, resulting in the Catholic 
church's massive pedophilia scandal, 
which first rocked America, then Eu
rope, and whose consequences are 
yet to be reconciled. 

Fission and the concatenation of 
subatomic mysteries could be com 
pared to stealing fire from the gods, 
resulting from bombarding the nu 
cleus of atomic elements with neu 
trinos. Isotopes are permutations of 
atomic elements, similar in principle 
to how chromosomes mutate the ge
netic templates of animal and human 
species . Like playing with tropes or 
conceptual isot(r)opes, thinking also 
involves a cerebral fission, a confla
tion of particles and fields comprised 
of interactive pulses, images, ideas, 
and signages. 

Language and its codes were per
muting as well. Philosophers and lin
guists joined the cadres of clandestine 
intelligence agents involved with de
coding secret transmissions. A code 
is a distillation of reality, a conden 
sation of a hidden order, and a pre
cursor of algorithms : " ... a desire to 
see, to reveal, to profane the deepest 
mysteries, to raise the veil, to see the 
naked truth to penetrate the secrets of 
nature or matter. .. " (Goux 82). 

Age, time, and death present cross
roads that every man must confront, 



and no one averts. "The tragedy ex
plores and unsettles the scene of 
philosophy, bringing to light what 
philosophy does not know about 
itself, what it cannot glimpse with
in the terms of its own language" 
(Goux 132). 

How light transmits information re
mains another enigma . When Louis 
J acques -Mande Daguerre invented 
the daguerreotype (1839), this na
scent technology of image -capture 
presaged cinema and video and cre
ated an emerging neuro -retinal cross
roads that began to broker virtual 
extensions. The daguerreotype en
gaged photonic, photomimetic, and 
photomnemonic transferences. 

Light channeled through a lens 
onto a photosensitive plate and 
treated with chemica ls and mercury 
vapors became coactive with materi 
alizing a replication of reality, its im
age. Every photon is an inextricable 
element of consciousness, since light, 
illumination, and information cohere 
as a complimentarity. "And the rule 
in quantum mechanics is that a parti 
cle can be here and there at the same 
time, not necessarily here or there" 
(Aczel, Uranium Wars 46) . Energy 
processes information; the Universe 
is a superposed information grid . 

Photography created a crossroads 
between reality and its double, its 
representation or copy, materializing 
semblances and image repertoires, a 
forerunner of virtuality . A scene or a 
specific moment could be captured as 

the rarified filaments of a stream of 
photons passed through a lens, creat
ing mnemonic topoi as well. Photog 
raphy and cinematography created 
bombardments of photons that trans
formed retina and brain. 

The blast at Hiroshima caused 
many inexplicably strange photosen 
sitive phenomena. The blinding radi 
ation acted as an extreme catalyst that 
created weird double exposures leav
ing reproductions of people's images 
ingrained on walls and their shadows 
embedded on sidewalks. In one case, 
as a child handed in her assignment, 
it became permanently imprinted on 
her teacher's face. 

The first nonlocal crossroads were 
created in 1858 when Cyrus Field or
ganized the first transatlantic cable so 
that telegraphy could transmit elec
trical signals across the continental 
divide-encrypted messages could 
be conducted over a wire to the other 
side of the world, whose field caused a 
superposition of space -time commu 
nications. A century later television 
crossed a neurolectrical threshold by 
transmitting images over a distance 
directly into the retina and human 
brain . 

Even physics is haunted by ghost 
particles, such as the neutrino, 
which, when accelerated and bom
barded, arises momentari ly like a 
phantom and decays as quickly. Ein 
stein, haunted by Hiroshima, spec
ulated photons could be guided by 
"ghost waves" -mathematical enti
ties that had no actual existence . He 
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called entanglement "spooky action 
at a distan ce." 

In 1983, Yanhua Shin, a physicist 
at the University of Baltimore, con 
ducted his famous Ghost Image Ex
periment with two distant entangled 
pairs of photons that simultaneously 

passed through two openings at the 
same time - a seemingly physical 
impossibility unless they were non 
local and superposed-and which, 
like astral projection, created a ghost 
image at a distant remove: "quan 
tum particles are in a superposition 
of several states at the same time" 
(Aczel, Entanglement 244). 

Entanglement remains the great 
mystery of quantum physics. The 
phenomenon can be described as a 
double transference of atomic parti 
cles in which spacetime and distance 
either disappear, or become inextri 
cable, or superposed . Painters like 
Georges Braque created cubist collag 
es of superimposed images that were 
harbingers of virtual superposition. 
Superimposition is visual and spa
tial, superposition is synergetic and 
nonlocal. 

In Entanglement, Amir Aczel clar
ifies: "The superposition of waves 

explains the phenomenon of inter 
ference .... Superposition is one of 
the most important princip les in 
quantum mechanics. The weirdness 
of quantum mechanics really kicks 
in when a particle is superposed with 
itself . .. When the quantum system 
contains more than one particle, the 
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superposmon principle gives rise to 
the phenom enon of entanglement" 
(68-69). "Einstein still felt the same 
uneasiness as before when confront 
ed with the strange consequences of 
the theory" (115). His goal: a unified 
field theory . 

Science is not immune from myth, 
even in that collision zone between 
philosophy and cosmology . What 
if there were not a beginning or an 
end-is that another myth? The Big 
Bang theory generates major funding 
for physics experiments. The notion 
that new supercolliders will simu 
late the originating moment of the 
cosmos may beg an impossible ques
tion. But what may be revealed about 
quantum reality might well provide a 
gold mine for future research. 

Every subatomic particle has a 
mirror image antiparticle. Scientists 
are finding ways to isolate and study 
antimatter atoms . The antiparticle of 
the electron, the positron, is used in a 
medical imaging technology of grow
ing popularity known as positron 
emission tomography. In May 2010, 
the New York Times reported that 
physicists at the Fermilab in Illinois 

observed a new mysterious particle 
discovered as the result of collisions 
between protons and antiprotons: 
"The new effect hinges on the behav
ior of particularly strange particles 
called neutral B-mesons which . . . 
oscillate back and forth trillions of 
times a second between their regu -



lar state and their antimatter state" 
(Overbye Al). 

The concepts of beginning and 
end belong to causal 3-D anthro 
pomorphic thinking, breeding hid 
den preconceptions . Conscious 
ness is sustained in part by dualis 
tic binaries that gets caught in the 
either/or puzzles of life-death, be
fore-after conundrums. From the 
inside it's hard to perceive a spec
trum . To posit something from noth 
ing may benefit the hagiography or 
metaphysics of mystery, but it will 
not solve origins . Quantum time has 
neither beginning nor end, since it 
transcends linearity, temporality, ex
tension, and spatiality . 

The reciprocal interactions be
tween matter and antimatter, fission 
and fusion, and Eros and Thanatos 
may be a high -frequency oscillating 
connectivity activated by an accel
erating transformation of particles, 
letters, and signs that involves appari
tional transferences between here and 

there, being and nothingness, life and 
death, creation and decreation. In 
other words, matter is coming into 
and passing out of existence much 
faster than our senses can perceive. 
Life and death are superposed with 
each other. 

Myth operates on two planes si
multaneously, since it occurs both 
inside and outside of time. Myth, a 
fable of origins, involves a comple
mentary entanglement of possibility 
and compossibility, truth and fiction, 

logic and irrationality. Like the ghost 
particle experiment , myth consists of 
paradoxical and allegorical transfer 
ences, stories that cannot be entirely 
understood analytically, or by the 
conscious mind alone . Oedipus was 
transformed into Job through a sort 
of mirror image transposition. 

The three post -quantum crossroads 
are antimatter, dark matter, and dark 
energy. Dr. Seymour: "According to 
the latest calculation, dark energy 
makes up 75 percent of the universe, 
dark matter 23 percent, and ordinary 
matter makes up only 2 percent of the 
universe" (194) . We're outnumbered. 

Nothing escapes myth. Real or tac
it, virtual or psychological, all cross
roads ultimately pass through the let
ter and the human brain . Language, 
activated by reading, crosses interdi 
mensional thresholds . Before the dig
ital domain of electronic virtuality 
and the quantum field, the agent of 
the letter, the dead letter as linguis

tic carrier, insured that the patriar 
chal institution of the law acted as 
a thanatonic- a psychic transmitter 
connecting the living and deceased . 
Thus patriarchy's imprint, genetic 
and genotropic, insures the haunting 
of the father, the legacy of Oedipus 
and King Lafos. 

The retina too limns subliminal 
thresholds, not only between what 
is seen, known and unknown, visible 
and invisible, but between perception 
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and apperception. Eye and brain con 
stitute one of the most comp lex feed
back systems because they process the 
entire continuum of consciousness. 

In a sense, the brain was the first 
cyclotron-the principles of all tech 
nology reside in the human body. 

The crossroads of life and death veer 
through the phenomenology of lan 
guage and interpenetrate the laby
rinthine neurocircuitry of the skull. 
The skull, an empty container in the 
classical canon, is the hub of a diabol
ical fear of the unknown - think of 
Ham let's famous cemetery soliloquy 
after confronting his father's ghost . 

Just as particle constellations un
derlying matter and the interpene 
tration of phenomena cohere within 
a "Zero Point" quantum field, the 
concatenation of letters and words, 
like the anagrammatics of a riddle or 
the transference substitution ratios of 
tropes and codes, permute signs and 
perceptions as precursors to the algo
rithm. It would be tempting to coin 
a word such as interstistics to identify 
the elemental cognitive attenuation 
that occurs in the spaces between let
ters, words, neurons, and photorecep 
tors catalyzed by the synaptic jumps 
that produce recognition. Our virtual 
world has become nonlocal, superpo
sitiona l, and digitally paramimetic. 

Within the weaves that compose 
the intertwining helix of language, 
innumerable invisible calibrations 
conceal a mosaic of hidden respond
ers. Within the contours and lacunae 
of glyphs and between the eidetic 
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complementarity of matrices aris 
ing from the retina's photoreceptors, 
neural processing coheres as a cog
nitive fission . The woof and wharf 
comprising the syntagma, or the 
elemental particles of syntax, syn
ergize a voltaic of signs as lexica l, 

atomic distillates . 
Just as non local particles are able to 

pass through both slits in the famous 
ghost particle experiment simulta 
neously - the "realistic impossibil
ity" of quantum reality - an image 
passing through both eyes mimics a 
camera obscura by transforming and 
decoding the information riding on 
a light beam. That stream or wave 
of information particles is being dis 
assembled and deconstructed, con 
catenated and disseminated at every 
moment. Programming constitutes 
an instantaneous two -way dialectic. 
"Two information processing path
ways coexist and supplement each 
other while we read" (Dahaene 38). 

Images, ideas, words , and icons 
erupt, surface, and percolate, then 
ebb, flow, dovetail, merge, and trans 
form in saccadic attenuation. Read 
ing, too, produces curious crossroads 
since past and present, memory and 
projection conflate a mixture of what 
is actual and what is unreal, as well 
as what's inferential, suggestive, and 
presumptive. Saccades (the jumps of 
the reading eye), synapses (retinal 
feints), and phonemic and graphemic 
interstices insure the concatenated 
interpositions of all perceptual and 
neural inputs. Even processing the 



crossroads of this text lie in the read
er's subconscious where subliminal 
intersections are necessary to decode 
its mosaic. 

The paradoxical and allegorical as
pects, elements, and themes of myth 
also have cosmic and quantum atten 
uations-Oedipus would be an apt 
name for a star cluster or galaxy . His 
myth functions like a pulsar, having 
engaged generations with its labyrin 
thine mysteries. "And some pulsars 
emit X-rays and radio waves" (Sey
mour 72). The micro connectivity 
between galactic gravitational fields, 
as say on Jupiter, where the emission 
of radio waves was first picked up in 
1955, or within the microscopic chro
mosomal matrices of the human cell, 
evidence massively paralle l intracellu 
lar and interstellar systems that inter
act within the superposability of the 
human brain . "The motion of each 
star in a galaxy is controlled by the 
force of gravitation between it and all 
other stars in the galaxy .. . . " Thus, 

the galactic matrix links up "sub 
atomic particles, such as electrons 
(which move about and emit radio 
waves)" (Seymour 84). The Universe is 
broadcasting to itself! 

An abundance of intricately emerg 
ing and dangerously compounding 
crossroads continues to proliferate 
the enigmas of the Atomic Age. The 
interferences between interpene 
trating psyches, codes, networks, 
and nations continue to synergize a 
formidab le and ferocious information 
diffusion superposed with interstel -
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lar resonance. Oedipus' sin still re
sounds despite our having too much 
information but too little knowledge. 
Opening the lens of language galva 
nizes the neurosphere that pulses with 
cosmic inflections and interflexions. 

The transmutation of crossroads 
presents a quantum challenge that 
will continue to synergize the dark 
mysteries of transference and 
trans(in)formation .... 
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Flint Hills Lost 
Nathan J Bolls 

I knew a place where refuge for a boy's emotional renewal lay just over the 

hill, where a nature -hungry lad could get lost in his wish for a common 
bond with all life. 

I knew a place where the tall-grass prairie hills stretched far beyond the 

curve of Earth and, in a manner befitting the Grand Canyon, I could gaze 

across an expansiveness that subdued all sound and motion. The subtle 

breeze-driven rusdings of lance-shaped grass leaves cutting air was the music 

of choice, and this symphony of wind instruments had played for millennia. 

I knew a place that moved Wayne Fields, in his work, Lost Horizons, 

to write: 

The prairie, in all of its expressions, is a massive subde place, with a long 
history of contradiction and misunderstanding. Bue it is worth the effort 
at comprehension. It is, after all, at the center or our national ident ity. 

I knew a place that gave me soft eyes, a patient mind, and the expectation 

that some lower life form just might risk stopping to consider me-and that 

we might share a moment of communion. It is a curse of humankind that 

almost all mobile life forms run from us if given the chance. I wonder, "if 

plants had the power of ponder, how would they bend at my approach?" 

I knew a place where farmers and ranchers nurtured the long -term health 
of lands listed on their deeds. Margy Stewart, in her introduction to the 

memoir One Time on the Upper McDowell by Helen Poole Tonish, described 

how the plow easily turned the deep fertile valley soils but only scraped the 

thin -soil Flint Hill tops. Ranchers soon realized they held some of the best 

pasture in the world and developed a "dual wisdom:" "Take care of the grass 

and the grass will take care of you." 

I knew a place where linear forests filled the valleys between and around 

the tall-grass hills, and each forest housed a clear, fish-filled stream. If rains 

had been ample and grazing sparse, one could hide upright in stands of big 

bluestem, switch, and Indian grasses. A lad could get lost not only in mind 

and spirit but in body. 
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I knew a place so different from where I spent my first twelve farm boy 

years in the Missouri River Bottomlands of Carroll County, MO. Except for 

narrow woods along streams, almost every acre in Missouri was flat, plowed, 

and planted, and most acres of ground "began life anew" only with each new 
planting season . 

I knew a place where, in contrast, the vast majority of acreage was left 

unplowed. Come spring, new growth would sprout from the eternal under 

ground hearts of plants. This renewal from within, this permanence, spoke 

to me. I felt a sense of the eternal reflected in the tough deep root systems 

of the forty or so native grass species th at had survived the severest droughts 

and coldest winters . Here the collared lizard, if sent a questionnaire concern 

ing the matter of ants, a favorite food, surely would have checked "if it ain't 

broke, don't fix it." 

I knew a place where indelible dirt got under my fingerna ils and roots grew 

in my heart . Even while working out our careers in Ohio, my beloved late 

wife, Imogene, and I, both children of the Flint Hills, visited the hills at least 

on ce each year to see parents, family, and friends. And after spending part 

or all of a summer somewhere in the Rocky Mountains, we could again see 

family and experience the Flint Hills later in the summer on the way east for 

the new academic year. 

I knew a place where extremes of weather required the prudent hiker to 

make frequent checks on the status of both Mother Earth and Father Sky. 

Winter nights in the mid -thirties below zero have been recorded . And more 

than once have occurred many summer days in a row above 100 degrees or 

more months without even a mist of rainfall than anyone wished 

to remember. 

I knew a place where the land was not always quiet. Although the grass

wind symphony might spend whole days between movements, hot dry 
southerly winds could produce and stroke a ceaseless rattling cacophony of 

curled brown leaves. And Father Sky could produce crashing electrical storms, 

howling blizzards, and monster tornadoes that lashed Mother Earth . Not 

even a climate -wise traveler wished to be caught without shelter when one of 

these meteorological maelstroms roared over the hill. 

I knew a place that had led me to eagerly engage in an activity that only 

years later would be given form for me by N. Scott Momaday, Indian acade

mician and author, in his work The Way to Rainy Mountain : 
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Once in his life a man ought to concentrate his mind upon the remembered 
earth, I believe. He ought to give himself up to a particular landscape in his 
experience, to look at it from as many angles as he can, to wonder about it, 
to dwell upon it. 

I knew a place that was both ward of the meteorological gods' caprice and 

beneficiary of their largesse. People lived as did those who chose life astride a 

crustal fault or in hurricane alley: they tallied their chances, and took them. 

I know a place that never left me even though Imogene and I lived out -of

state for forty -seven years . This octogenarian treasures the hills much more 

deeply than before . I learned anew the truth of poet T. S. Eliot's words: 

We shall not cease from exploration, 
And the end of all our exploring 
Will be to arrive where we started, 
And know the place for the first time. 

I know a place that now is referred to as the "flyover zone," but once was 

part of the "roll-past zone ." The Plains were viewed as "the Great Midwestern 

Desert" by those pushing westward along wagon train trails over soils (to 

quote Rufus Terral, author of The Missouri Valley; Land of Drought, Flood, and 

Promise) "as fertile as any they would find in Oregon, Washington, 

or California ." 

I know a place that nurtures a variety of wildlife far greater and more grand 

than one ever senses during that customary forty -three second squint from 

some scenic overlook. One can thrill to the songs of many birds and of coy

otes; to bald eagles who soar in search of today 's living and to turkey vultures 

who ride uplifts to scout for yesterday's dead ; and to the breeding colors of 

numerous lizards and fishes. The Flint Hills region, containing many large 

tracts of open grassland and much habitat diversity-and what ecologists 

refer to as the "big three" of food, water, and cover-constitutes a colossal 

wildlife refuge . 

I know a place that will permit me to become lost during today's hike . I 

can become unplugged while sitting on a limestone outcrop, semi-hidden 

among bluestem with neither road nor building in view. I am pre-approved 

for a free session with Nature's version of surround sound from the six direc

tions, with dials set to plenty, to silence, and to the eternal. 
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I know a place that permits my mind to slow and deepen, shift to a lower 

gear. Much like a lower transmission gear permits tire treads a more deliberate 

hold on bumps and dents in a slippery road this mental shift allows my brain 

a better grip on each blip of sensory data. I collect fine-tuned stimuli that 

shunt out the residual chaos of alarm clocks, street sounds, commerce, and 

human strife. Even with dusk around me, and darkness on the horizon, my 

pulse is calm . 

I know a place that displays the extravagance of the natural and physical 

worlds-sometimes called "The First Book of God." Those of us who ponder 

the mysteries of evolutionary biology and evolutionary spirituality rejoice in 

the energy and exuberance occurring even beneath my feet. 

I know a place that might someday allow me-as Aldo Leopold, the great 

naturalist and conservationist, entreated us-to feel that throbbing flow of 

energy being pulled upward from the soil through plants, microbes, and 

animals. He spoke of that great crucible of chemical and physiological activity 

busily building the living stuff into astronomical numbers of forms, species, 

and individuals . 

I know a place that was replaced only superficially by those many times my 

wife and I left our boot prints on mountain trails or desert tracts, our sleeping 

bag imprints in mountain forests, and our footprints along many ocean surfs. 

My psyche admits such dramatic landforms only as uncles-albeit, rich un

cles- to my genealogy of belonging. 

I know a place that has experienced significant changes since my wander 

ing, pondering boyhood days. Are my Flint Hills becoming lost to me? Bea

ver sign, then scarce, now is found all along Flint Hill streams. The whitetail 

deer herd, then small, now is pushing the land's ecological carrying capacity. 

The wild turkey has been re-introduced and is doing well. Flocks of the 

greater prairie chicken are seen less frequently, and northern bobwhite quail 

numbers have fallen sharply. 

The acreage covered by trees and shrubs has increased significantly, the 

brushy understory (e.g., dogwood) in the linear forests has become more 

dense, and the clumps of brush and sumac that normally occur on hillsides 

have become both more numerous and more dense . Wildlife biologists say 

that this increase in woody plant foliage seems to be the primary cause of 

bobwhite decline . 

The red cedar, a natural member of Flint Hill flora, now is more obvious in 

many pastures and threatening to take over some. This aggressive species was 

kept more in check in decades past when a higher percentage of ranchers did 
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the "spring burn," a grass growth -stimulating practice that removed last year's 

dead foliage from pastures just before new grass sprouts began to burst forth 

from roots eternal . 

Beginning in the 1940s, the number of farm ponds increased dramatically, 

to a present average of some 1, 190 ponds for each of the 105 Kansas coun 

ties. The number of fields terraced to reduce runoff and retain water increases 

each year. The acreage of irrigated land has increased many -fold since my 

boyhood, with some of the water being pumped directly from streams . One 

result of water impoundment and irrigation is that most Kansas streams now 

are weak copies of my boyhood playmates, and they are laced with a more 

varied cocktail of chemicals borne in runoff from fields, lawns, factories, 

and homes . 

And yet, I know a place that once lured me to quick imprint, and that 

place, in turn, became eternal. My process of renewal still begins rapidly with 

each walk through the big bluestem, each sound of the grass-blade symphony, 

each serenade from bird or insect , each stop to smell a prairie wildflower , or 

with each attention to the green vibrancy of the place . I have been privileged 

to experience many of the prairie's moods and majesties . I have been permit

ted to, as the old proverb instructed, "just dig a hole deep enough." 
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We are working hard these 
days to expand and diversify 

our readership for the North Dakota 
Quarterly, reaching our to a wider 

range of readers regionally, nationally 
and internationally . In the spirit of 
these editorial commitments, we are 
also revitalizing our "Reviews" sec
tion, aiming to reclaim the artistic 
and intellectual energies possible in 
longer "essay-reviews ." 

NDQ will continue to review 
books and other projects which have 
special relationships to the Dakotas 
and the upper plains, but we want 
these essay-reviews to invite our read 
ers anywhere to see the links and rela
tionships between our region and the 
rest of the world . We also hope to 
increasingly review literature, creative 
and journalistic nonfiction, poetry, 
scholarship, essays, translations, and 
multi -media performance projects 
produced by writers and artists work
ing anywhere in the world . 

We invite reviewers to use these 
longer pieces to illuminate all kinds 
of artistic and intellectual intercon 
nections. We are working to make 
our interpretive lens more interna 
tional and transnational: we want 
NDQ to be a journal that contributes 
to both regional public humanities 
and international cultural dialogue . 

We invite reviewers to compose 
critique essays: we are looking for 
writ ing that is closely attent ive to 
the conceptual detail of the text un 
der review, but is also expansive be
yond the borders of the book/project 
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The Reviewing Arts 
Sharon Carson 

itself. We will be looking for essays 
that are themselves well -crafted liter 
ary performance pieces - work that 
is analytical and critical, sparked by 

the book under review but offering a 
clear interpretive point of view about 
broader questions and issues. 

We welcome queries for possible 
reviews. Please contact NDQ's book 
review editor Sharon Carson at sha
ron.carson@und .edu . 

(And also keep an eye on the NDQ 
blog at http ://ndquarterly .org/ for 
another new feature called "Book 
Notes," offering shorter online re
views which will pop up between reg
ular NDQ issues .) 



Why Did the Chicken Cross the World? 

This summer my partner Virgil 
Benoit and I hosted a flte du 

champagne in the new chicken house 
on our farm in northwestern Minne
sota. Like most of our renovations, 
constructions, assemblies and instal 
lations, the chicken house was a long 
time coming . And pleasurably so, 
since we could greet every stage of its 
burgeoning existence with some kind 
of impromptu, on-the-spot ritual. 

Most of the time, our rituals am
plify or comment on daily efforts to 
make the best of things . Animals die, 
machinery breaks down, bad weather 
kills crops or freezes waterlines and 
newborn livestock. But rituals can 
reshape these losses into recuperative 
performances, usually songs or sto 
ries, depending on our moods and 
the seasons. We make time for read 
ing, reciting, thinking, exploring, for 
celebrating what we can imagine life 

to be on its own finite terms . And, 
since both of us "work out," as farm
ers say, describing the ever-growing 
number of people holding off-farm 
jobs to pay the bills, we indulge our
selves at home. 

In a way, we embody some contra 
dictions that veteran science writer 
and intrepid traveler Andrew Law
ler pursues in his compelling book 
on chickens. The book's corny, retro 
title turns out to be utterly, uncom
fortably, suited to its subject. Why 
Did the Chicken Cross the World? 
Short answer : because it could . And 

Sheryl O'Donnell 

Andrew Lawler, Why Did the 
Chicken Cross the World? 7he Epic Saga 

of the Bird 7hat Powers Civilization. 
New York: Atria Books, 2014. 

Pp. 336, $26 hb. 

still does so, repeatedly, in greater 
and greater numbers. For more than 
10,000 years, people have kept chick
ens everywhere but Antarctica. They 
outnumber the combined total of all 
dogs, cats, rats, cattle, and hogs living 
today. They produce more than 100 
tons of meat and 1 trillion eggs per 
year. Pharmaceutical companies turn 
eggs, the major source of animal pro
tein, into vaccines, using three eggs 
per dose. 

The Epic Saga of the Bird That Pow
ers Civilization? Indeed . Epics and 
sagas need wide scope, universal pur 

pose, conflict, and, most of all, suffer
ing and sacrifice rendered with serious 
intent . Consider Claude Levi-Straus, 
who famously spotted anthropologi
cal contradictions between "the raw" 
and "the cooked." He traced human 
behavior through kinship networks 
of foodways and ceremonies which 
solved the unsolvable questions that 
all humans ask : Who are we? Why 
are we here? Almost single -handed 
ly, Levi-Strauss turned exceptionalist 
notions of "primitive" back on them 
selves, exposing mythologies created 
by so-called "civilized" societies as 
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necessary rationalizations. Likewise, 
Lawler illuminates the prevailing 
concept of chickens as ubiquitous, 
mundane, and intrinsically comic by 
exploring their past noble histories. 
He pulls them from their current sor
ry status as food -only entities - the 

United States Department of Agri 
culture provides them with no legal 
status as animals-to explore their 
crucial connection to human history, 
theology, politics, neuroscience, med 
icine, evolutionary biology, folkways, 
and, most importantly, to economic 
systems built upon their thoroughly 
commodified bodies. He explains 
how the cock, who actually has no 
penis, became one of the most endur 
ing symbols of male virility all over 
the world for all time. He shows how 
West African slaves in South Caro
lina, barred from owning any other 
livestock and responsible for feeding 
themselves, cooked what later be
came Southern fried chicken, lucra 
tive enough to be seized by prow -in 
dustrialists of th e nineteenth century 
and seized again by Colonel Sanders, 
who was no colonel and no cook. He 
explores the story of how American 
politicians, legislators, scientists, and 
businessmen, fearful that the return 
to beef and pork after WWII ended 
would eclipse the growing chicken 
market, created a full -scale effort to 
make chickens the national food, 
important enough to be an indus 
try, not a backyard enterprise run 
by housewives. Lawler's chapters are 
part travelogues and part detective 
stories, where more chick en parts 
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turn out to serve as genetic links to 
histories of human evolution. Like 
fish, reptiles, and humans, chicken 
embryos have gills. Lawler's visits 
to evolutionary biologists in labora 
tories and research centers explore 
how DNA coding enables genetic 

modification to correct cleft pal 
ates and other fetal deformities 
in humans. 

According to Lawler , chickens were 
first domesticated in Indonesia, grad 
ually spreading throughout Asia, In 
dia, Africa, the Middle East, and the 
Americas as people travelled by boat, 
caravan, or cart, chickens in tow. 
They were too important to be eaten. 
They served religious or ceremonial 
purposes, including cock fighting, 
prophecy, healing, carrying messages 
back and forth between earth, sky, 
and the underworld. 

Inadvertently, our first chicken 
house party echoed this travel theme 
when we called the contractors down 
from their scaffolds to toast the new 
weather vane they had just mounted. 
Eight year-old Gretchen, the littlest 
hardhat, had ridden the scaffold up 
to the roofline, where she solemnly 
helped her grandpa bolt a huge met 
al rooster in place . The big bird had 
ridden over a thousand miles from 
his maker's Quebec blacksmith shop 
to spend the winter indoors at our 
house, propped up near the chimney 
so we could see him every day. Now 
he glistens in the sun, swinging as the 
wind aligns him with the three iron 
weather cocks posted along the roof 
line of our Quonset. Black, gold, and 



red feathers make him a coq qui chant, 
the New World version of tenth-cen 
tury weather cocks who, Lawler re
minds us, topped every church roof 
in Christendom by papal decree . 

I knew nothing of chicken divini
ties on Egyptian pottery or Greek ar
cades or Polynesian drums when we 
looked up and drank to the weather 
vane on that day a year ago. My mem 
ories of raising chickens in the 50s on 
our hardscrabble Iowa farm were nas
ty, brutal, and way too long: scrub
bing down the chicken house walls 
with strong disinfectant which might 
rid them of lice; burning acrid piles 
of wet feathers on slaughtering day; 
washing manure -covered eggs to be 
hauled into town each week. So this 
summer, when we staged our second 
chicken fete with family and friends, 
my sisters and I agreed that our long
dead parents would laugh and point 
and laugh again at a few ridiculous 
facts about this new chicken house 
and those who dwell within it: 1. It 

is bigger than our own small house, 
with wallboard heaters, full -length 
counters, and windows, a fridge, a 
microwave, three comfortable chairs 
and wooden nests which can be 
opened from the back so that eggs 
under a setting hen may be removed 
sans injuries to hand, arms, or eyes. 2 . 
It represents our membership in the 
latest "backyard poultry movement," 
which I have open ly mocked since its 
inception 15 years ago, when Mar 
tha Stewart's own chicken portraits 
were regularly featured in her Mar
tha Stewart Living magazine. (Wri ter 

Susan Orlean was thrilled to bring 
two of her six chickens for a TV in 
terview with Martha in 2008. She at 
least acknowledged that chickens are 
unpredictably aggressive with each 
other and with their keepers .) I had 
no inkling that our vaguely ceremo
nial gestures echoed ancient chick 
en rites . I was just happy to have 50 
little fluffballs peeping and clucking 
and scratching away in the chicken 
house . I liken their steady cheeping 
to BBC Radio Overnight reports of 
the sounds that storm kestrels make. 
These tiny birds leave South America 
each year to fly thousands of miles to 
the North Sea islands of the Atlantic . 
Each season they nest in abandoned 
stone huts used by sixth-century Irish 
monks, finding cracks in the stones to 
rest and lay their eggs. Human trav 
elers can book passage on a barge or 
a cargo boat headed north from the 
Hebrides to find an island, squeeze 
themselves into a hut, and listen m 
the dark. 

Roughly half of the chickens at 
our party were commercial -grade 
layers and meat birds; the rest were 
exotics who will lay colored eggs 
and sport pillowy feathers on their 
legs or splashes of black and white 
"lace" on their necks and wings, just 
as they did in Victorian times, Law
ler reports, when London socialites 
paraded their imported Chinese co
chins on bejeweled leashes in Hyde 
Park. We drank Sapphire mojitos to 
commemorate the blue medicated 
chicken water my sister had loved as 
a litt le girl on our Iowa farm. But we 
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followed the CDC's warning not to 
"cuddle or kiss" the chickens, since 
salmonella is easily transferred from 
chickens to humans. Thirty -six U.S. 
citizens had been hospitalized with 
the disease in the first week of July, 
victims of salmonella spread by pack
aged raw chicken bought in grocery 
stores. Compared to the millions of 
turkeys and laying hens destroyed by 
the avian flu in Iowa and Minneso 
ta this spring, the salmonella alarm 
seemed unnecessarily amplified. This 
flu has disappeared for now, but, 
since 90 percent of the turkeys and 
most of the liquid eggs produced in 
these factories are exported to Chi 
na, its impact has been global. Glen 
Taylor-Minnesota's celebrated bil
lionaire entrepreneur-is owner of 
the Minnesota Timberwolves, the 
Minnesota Lynx, the Star Tribune, 
City Pages, and 80 global companies 
including the vertically-integrated 
poultry mega-industry Rembrandt, 
Inc. Big investors can take advantage 
of small producers whose flocks are 
decimated and cannot afford to re
stock their barns. Taylor's company 
may have lost more than four million 
laying hens and turkeys these past 
few months, but he's ready to grow 
even larger. 

Back at the party, we admired our 
five tiny red jungle jowl, the evolu
tionary origin of all domesticated 
chickens. They darted and flew inces
santly, staging larger and higher trips 
to the ceiling. Shipped by air freight 
from a Lubbock, Texas, hatchery at 
one -day old, they were ready for a 

50 

fight. They leaped from their card 
board box, no larger than a fami 
ly-sized Kleenex dispenser, ahead of 
their 20 mates-Partridge Cochins, 
Buff Orpingtons, New Hampshires, 
Blue Wyandottes, and Red Broilers. 
Now that John Stewart has retired 

from Comedy Central and can de
vote more time to the farm sanctuary 
he bought in 2008, growing credence 
will be given to the clarion claim that 
postal travel for day-old chicks, a 
standard U.S. shipping procedure for 
more than five decades, is inhumane. 
"The chick business is not an aterna
tive to the factory farming industry; it 
is part of it. It treats animals as mere 
inputs and outputs in a mass -pro
duction model," says farmsanctuary. 
org. Lawler's description of factory 
chickens with breasts too large to 
walk or spread their wings, the cyn 
ical use of a"free-range" label and a 
"hormone -free" sticker used by large 
producers who place a single ramp 
outside huge sheds holding 5,000 
birds, and haven't used hormones in 
chicken feed for 50 years, the chlo
rinated killing of 200 million baby 
rooster chicks every year, is far more 
concerning. Lawler was denied ad
mission to every factory chicken barn 
he tried to visit, but he was welcomed 
into research laboratories, chicken 
rescue operations, and upscale chick
en fights. 

I grabbed another blue mojito, 
sank into a rocking chair, and looked 
at my Stromberg's chicken catalogue 
again. Dozens of rare breeds and en
dangered chickens and game birds 



were just a mouse-dick or phone call 
away. Catalogue photos are attributed 
to various photographers who capture 
heroic poses. These rare chickens are 

noted for proud, upright car
riage and gameness (liveliness and 
courage) . The males pictured as 
dubbed-trimmed wattles, comb 
and earlobes-a show requirement 
by the APA (American Poultry 
Association). Males are territorial. 
Separate males of 6 months of age 
and older from each other. (11) 

Code for cockfighting? It is now il
legal in all of the United States, in
cluding Louisiana, the last state to 
bar this blood sport in 2008. But a 
cockpit headquarters in southeastern 
Minnesota was broken up in March 
of this year. No doubt more rings 
and networks are thriving in the 
Midwest, now that immigrant Thais, 
Hmong, Somalis, and Filipinos have 
been in Minnesota for two and three 

generations, along with longer lived 
communities linked to traditionally 
oriented cultural practices from Mex
ico and Central America. Lawler's 
chapter on cockfighting in Manilla is 
thrilling, yet unwavering in its inves
tigation of corporate takeovers of this 
ancient sacred rite. Now the whole 
enterprise is an industry, with com
mercial chicken feed, amphitheaters, 
high-end entertainment, and reserved 
seats for wealthy patrons and celeb 
rities. The cockfight I saw in Juarez, 
Mexico, some three decades ago, 
was managed by Chinese men who 

held their birds close, stroked their 
feathers, and yes, kissed them . De
cidedly low-rent entertainment, bur 
seriously cock-sure . Defeated roosters 
were distributed among onlookers 
who carried them away, presumably 
to butcher and dress. Lawler wasn't 
sure what happened to the corporate 
gamecocks, but no one claimed the 
losers right away. 

Deeply human questions of our 
relationships with other living crea
tures were not discussed at either of 
our chicken parties, but reading Law
ler's book makes some interesting, 
unexpected connections . Like other 
contemporary investigators of hu
man-animal relations, Lawler refuses 
linear narrative and simple cause -ef
fect arguments. Instead, he lets the 
past inhabit the present and predict 
the future. Chickens cross and re
cross the world, as he travels to Ven
ezuela, the Philippines, France, Indo
nesia, Switzerland, Kenya, and Viet
nam. Driving past the dozens upon 

dozens of poultry barns near his home 
in North Carolina, where no chick
en is in sight, Lawler raises the most 
unsettling questions about industrial 
production of cheaply produced meat 
and eggs. If chickens have been re
duced to food, then people have been 
reduced to consumers. Lawler clearly 
shows the tragic dimensions of this 
diminishment which human greed 
and ignorance has caused : 

The Romans took chickens with 
them into battle, where their pro
phetic powers could be consulted . 
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In Cicero's day, people still recalled 
what took place on the morning of 
a crucial naval battle two centuries 
before. The sacred chickens kept 
on a Roman warship refused to eat 
the grain, which wasn't the omen 
desired by that arrogant consul, 

who had the offending birds tossed 
overboard, allegedly saying, "Let 
them drink, since they don't wish 
to eat." The enemy defeated the Ro 
mans. His blasphemy against the 
sacred creatures was not forgiven 
or forgotten. (188) 

Perhaps the latest outbreak of avi
an virus in the United States will 
produce such catastrophic effects 
that systematic changes will replace 
cosmetic tinkerings and corporate 
public relations campaigns which 
usually pass for action. Consum 
ers may demand chickens and eggs 
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which actually taste like poultry rath 
er than cardboard mush. They may 
demand that chickens be treated like 
the animals they are, with room to 
spread their wings, take dust baths , 
and enjoy privacy when they lay their 
eggs. Of course the epic question still 

remains "Which is better, a long bor 
ing life in a chicken pen (nowadays in 
a factory cage) or a pampered short 
life ending in a 30-second blaze of 
blood and glory?" 

Almost unwittingly, and for entire 
ly unmetaphysical reasons, we gave 
praise to the chickens in their new 
coop, topped by the coq qui chant 
and furnished with rocking chairs . 
We took their pictures, imagined 
their fates. And, thanks to Andrew 
Lawler, I am left to wonder if the 
best of all revolutions-those which 
happen when no one is noticing 
may be underway. 



'\V Ti~h a regional focus on Na 
W tlve North America, twelve 

distinguished scholars contribute es
says here that are anthropologically 
grounded and pivotal to the discus
sion of "ethnohistory ." As articulated 
on the cover: "Anthropologists need 
history to understand how the past 
has shaped the present . Historians 
need anthropology to help them in 
terpret the past . Where anthropolo 
gists' and historians' needs intersect is 
ethnohistory." 

The methodology of "how to con 
duct" ethnohistorical analysis is an 
elusive conceptual schema that this 
volume attempts to depict by utiliz
ing the influential career and schol 
arship of Raymond J. DeMallie, a 
renowned anthropologist and scholar 
noted for his work with the Lakota . 
Most of the contributors to this vol

ume are either DeMallie 's colleagues 
from the University of Chicago, In 
diana University, or former graduate 
students-all sharing an intellectual 
connection to ethnohistory and Na
tive cultures. As is often the case with 
any phenomenon, to truly compre 
hend the historicity and trajectory of 
an event it is wise to trace the geneal 
ogies of ideas, people, and networks. 
Academic genealogies are wonderful 
ways of tracking intellectual influ 
ences and paradigms of thought. 
This text embodies the intellectual 
school of th ought associated with 

Formulating Intersections 
Richard Meyers 

Transforming Ethnohistories: 

Narrative, Meaning, and Community. 

Ed . Sebastian Felix Braun . Afterword 

by Raymond J. DeMa llie. Norman: 

Un iversity of Ok lahoma Press, 2013. 

Pp. 30, $24 .99 pb . 

Raymond DeMallie, explore its im 
pact on the field of ethnohistory, and 
also illustrates the anthropolog ical 
underpinnings he developed during 
his time in the Anthropology Depart 
ment at the University of Chicago . 

Cultural collision occurred in a 
drastically acute fashion for Natives 
and Non -Natives around the time of 
contact and the frontier Indian wars . 
Collision often cont inues today, in
cluding within American classrooms. 
Because I currently teach a class ti
tled Indians of North America-re 
quired for certification for future 
teachers in the state of South Dako
ta-I found this text to be of partic 
ular interest. The class is cross-listed 
in both Anthropology and American 
Indian Studies . The majority of stu 
dents are Non-Natives who are , for 
the most part, from the Dakotas or 
Minnesota or the Midwest region of 
the country. Their exposure or, more 
accurately, lack of exposure, to the 
populations of American Indians 
and tribal nations in the surround
ing areas is appalling . Perhaps this is 
a symptom of America at large and 
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its anti -intellectualism, or perhaps it 
is an indictment of the relationships 
between Native and Non -Native 
peoples that have been stymied by 
the nation's inability to adequately 
resolve its internal conudrum known 
commonly as Manifest Destiny. 

Taking seriously the junctures of 
continuous cultural collision and 
grappling with the avoidance of his 
torical dialogue remain an essential 
tenet of the newly minted American 
Indian Studies major here at South 
Dakota State University (SDSU). 
Be it Indians of the past or Indians of 
the present, "Indians" in general re
main an incredibly political topic to 
explore, fraught as it is with cultur 
al misunderstanding and disparate 
power differentials in terms of who 
is allowed to define reality. This text 
approaches the subject-matter of In 
dians with a respect and intellectual 
engagement that affords all people an 
entry point. 

Sometimes engagement with 
American Indian subject -matter is 
difficult for Non -Native academics 
in the contemporary climate of aca
demic research and American Indi 
ans. There are Native academics op 
erating from the explicit position that 
they are "Decolonizing" scholars who 
seek to remedy the historical wrongs 
and previous perspectives that have 
helped to keep Native peoples' nar 
rative control and autonomy of their 
respective cultures subordinated to a 
singular concept of History as defined 
by old White Men. This stance inevi 
tably intimates the binary existence 
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of a counterbalance of scholars who 
do not utilize the nomenclature of 
"Decolonizing." A pressure exists in 
academic work that often tries to pit 
Native versus Non -Native academics 
against one another in the contem 
porary research world by positioning 

the two vantage points of identity as 
the key issue in judging scholarship. 
This text is an example of solid aca
demic scholarship that should exist 
outside of the conflicted terrain of 
"Decolonizing" literatures. 

Braun opens the text with a cul 
turally grounded interaction in the 
introduction describing "Rez Dogs ," 
and his engagement with a Native 
man - it depicts a benign cultural 
collision: 

They followed the dog silently for 
a while. 
Then LaVerne asked John, "What 
kind of dog is that?" 
John thought about it and said, 
"That's a good dog." 

Braun writes, "The cultural misun 
derstanding evident above makes a 
point that rests at the heart of ethno
history and any attempt to investigate 
cross-cultural meaning: common 
sense ceases to be common at cultur
al boundaries" (3). The example is be
nign, meaning that it does not render 
the Native perspective as subordinate 
or belittled. The interaction shows 
the vantage point of the author, who 
is Non -Native and who is articulat 
ing the complexities of cross-cultural 
communication in the anthropolog -



ical paradigm. The key take-away is 
that this is not an omniscient narra 
tor exerting dominant cultural power 
over another person hailing from a 
subordinate position. It is the iden
tification of the cultural complexity 
involved in cross-cultural exchange. 

The overarching structure of the 
·text consists of a preface and an in
troduction written and framed by 
the editor Sebastian Braun, ten chap 
ters written by the contributors, an 
epilogue by Raymond Folgeson, an 
afterword by Raymond DeMallie, 
references, and a section on all of 
the contributors. The volume itself 
is a wonderful piece of scholarship 
with copious citations and notes for 
researchers interested in digging fur 
ther into the topics discussed and 
presented. As a text, it is written for 
scho lars and anthropologists famil 
iar with the intertextual references to 
seminal thinkers within the field of 
anthropology. In addition, the text is 
both beneficial and crucial to practi
tioners of American Indian Studies, 
cultural studies, or any work that in
terfaces with Native peoples. The title 
of the text, Transforming Ethnohisto
ries: Narrative, Meaning, and Com
munity, grounds the analytics to the 
terms "Narrative," "Meaning," and 
"Community." All of these respective 
terms are in relation to the gerund 
"transforming," the noun "ethnohis 
tories," and should be understood as 
shifting continuously throughout the 
text. While reading the text, readers 
would be well served by maintaining 
a critical perspective that poses the 

following questions: Whose narra
tive is this? Who is the intended audi 
ence-a Native audience, a Non-Na
tive audience, or both? Is the reader a 
part of the community at the nexus 
of those who discuss culture, or those 
who live what is being written about 
but may not be a part of the textual 
discussion? 

Editor Sebastian Braun opens with 
an organizing discussion and tribute 
to the profound influence of Ray
mond DeMallie upon ethnohistorical 
interpretation of narratives. Braun's 
hope is that this work will force a 
discussion of ethnohistorical theory, 
truly interrogating methods across 
the different academic disciplines. 

Sometimes text or data represents 
itself better on its own rather than 
being described by another narrator; 
the following passage from the pref 
ace embodies this concept: 

Understanding the tropes and 
tropiques of other cultures is always 
limited by real and metaphorical 
distances, yet paying attention to 

that which is close to ourselves will 
lead to potential understanding of 
cultural structures . It is through 
such a dialogue that we reach a 
measure of community and mutu
al agreement. The more real (and 
therefore complex) relations are, 
the less they can be explained. (xii) 

As a statement, the above passage is 
rich with analytical assertions. It begs 
the question of placing the pronouns 
in the passage under some scrutiny -
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in order to identify "other cultures," 
it assumes the home culture will be 
self-evident; hence, "ourselves" as
sumes a certain vantage point with 
regards to community and the Oth 
er. The complicated idea following 
the notion of identifying cultural 

structures asserts that the more real 
relations are, the less identifiable they 
are . I take this particular commen 
tary to be analogous to explaining a 
joke to someone who does not see the 
humor, or understand the joke . Basi
cally, those who "get" the joke are of 
the cultural code, whereas those who 
require an explanation are outside of 
the frequency and culture that com 
prehends the joke. In other words, 
the stronger the cultural reality is for 
actors within the group, the less visi
ble the contours of it are until one has 
to explain the joke to an outsider. It 
appears that to ground what is inher 
ently elusive is a paradox that evokes 
questions about what it means to cap 
ture lived experience in text versus to 
capture text within lived experience . 
The philosophical interpretive impli 
cations of the text are numerous. 

The contributions within the vol
ume are based loosely on a panel 
discussion in honor of Raymond J. 
DeMallie at the American Society for 
Ethnohistory meetings in New Orle
ans in 2009. Two key issues stand out 
in Braun's introduction and the entire 
edited volume: 1) the act of writing 
down through ethnological methods 
(Braun credits and cites Boas) renders 
a society/culture to appear to lose sta
bility which makes for a difficult ana 
lytic because you see a certain people 
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only at a certain given time. This con 
cept or phenomenon can also be de
scribed as depicting culture through 
a synchronic discourse; 2) Under 
standing that humans and societies 
are always existing in a diachronic 
manner (in constant states of flux) re

quires the difficult tussling with how 
to best document or engage in eth 
nohistori cal methods. Braun writes: 
''Accepting and understanding-not 
simply tolerating-different theories 
and meanings, different epistemol 
ogies and hermeneutics, means to 
accept and understand that there are 
different perspectives" (9). 

The irony of Braun's statement cir
cumvents Identity politics and strug 
gles of engagement with terms like 
"Decolonizing Epistemologies." The 
agenda of doing good scholarship 
entails quality theoretical approaches 
wed to an understanding of the po 
litical reality in which research is to 
be revealed . The text does a decent 
job of contextualizing DeMallie's 
academic biography and the anthro 
pological underpinnings that set the 
backdrop for the ensuing chapters. It 
explicates the role that performance 
takes in ethnohistory by showing 
that the notions of meaning and 
context are pivotal to interpretations 
of performance. Implicitly, all the 
chapters touch upon the complexity 
and malleability of understanding 
issues that invoke text, human dia 
logue, and history. The very concept 
of interpretation and complicated 
narratives is devoid of the "Decolo 
nizing" critique. 



To try and insert a decolonizing 
agenda into these chapters seems fu
tile. By the very nature of the theoret 
ical foundations posited by the con 
tributors in this text, their arguments 
suggest that all people are products 
of their respective cultural influences 
and language rules. Working between 
different languages requires different 
approaches to and assumptions about 
readership and the interpretive value 
of text versus lived culture. 

I enjoyed the sections and data per
taining in the afterword on "Oga!a
!a," and the etymology and story 
DeMallie noted (238). My identity 
as an Og!a!a descended from a par 
ticular tiyospaye wedded to the disci 
pline of anthropology , but not having 
been a student of DeMallie, makes 
my engagement with this text and 
the concept of ethnohistory an en
joyable read. I am particularly chal 
lenged by how to achieve what one 
of the authors articulates as a dialog
ic relationship. By this, I mean that 

a work such as this can truly enter 
into the realm of American Indian 
Studies, if that's what it is actually 

calling for, first by trying to engage 
Historians in a dialogue with An 
thropo logists-i.e., Ethnohistory. 

How do we-Academics-truly 
engage in crossing our discip linary 
boundaries to achieve a more holistic 
methodologically diverse approach 
to subject-matter, like American In 
dians, if we are endemically restrict
ed by our respective disciplines? If 
disciplinary distinctions are a major 
obstruction to achieving truly collab 
orative scholarship regarding Ameri 
can Indians, then Identity politics are 
an equal, if not a more horrendous, 
hurdle to overcome. 

.... ---- ... 
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I'm told the universe is full of hadrons 

and Higgs bosons so charmingly shy 

they could show up with wide little eyes 

On the Nature of Things 
Chris Bullard 

under the foliage of a PBS wildlife special 

except they're faster zipping in and out 

of existence before your disinterest can 

capture them in your own personal cloud 

chamber where they slow down and don't 

ever seem as fascinating as they would 

if you caught them somewhere important 

in time and place like the Big Bang which 

has historical context though no back story. 

They just pop up before you know it 

like words . Did you see that one go by? 
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Stars : Sky = Fish : Sea 
Anna Leahy 

-after Dr. Seuss 

Some are red, and some are blue . Some are old, and 
some are new. The new are fast; the old are slow. 
Some are high, and some are low. The stellar clock 
ticks time's rotation . The map of sky charts stars' 
migration. Shifting, swimming, to and fro, from there 
to here, from here to there, yet they are always 
everywhere. 

Why, we ask, and from where? The act of 
asking is the answer. Funny things, there and here, 
that and this . Give me some latitude; tell me a story . 
Setting, sequence, tale in the dark. Something's near, 
and something's far. 0, how blue and very rare. Giant 
red . White dwarf, a scrap . Brown dwarf, kaput. What 
a lot of stars there are! Each aflame , to each its own, 
none the same . Look up, look out, plot it all. 
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Uranium in the Body 
Anna Leahy 

We have come so far it is over.-Sylvia Plath, "Edge" 

My father carried his own death: 

a speck on the wind, a flower in the liver. 

Or cast off, let loose, kicked out, leaked 
from a cave into a deep soldier's sigh he took. 

Alpha is the beginning, the skin its barrier. 
We carry on, carry out life 

like a casket on our shoulders . 
We shoulder burdens, nobly 

frittering time with this and that . 
To divide is to multiply: 

the tissues' math problem . More is less. 
Tumors and metastasis are the end, a squandering . 

The body harbors its own demise. 
We are spent. Penny for those thoughts. 
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Contributors 

Nathan J. Bolls, long-retired emeritus professor of biology at Wittenberg 
University in Ohio, again lives in the land of his roots. In addition to his 
research on mammals and reptiles and essays on the dangers of pollution, 
published in scientific journals, his essays have appeared in North Dakota 
Quarterly and Big Muddy. 

Chris Bullard received an MFA from Wilkes University in 2010. His work 
has appeared in Green Mountaim Review, Tar River Review, Pleiades, Rattle, 
and other literary reviews. His third chapbook was published by Kattywum 
pus Press in 2014, and his second full-length book of poetry was released by 
WordTech this year. 

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

Robin Chapman, poet, painter, and retired developmental psycholinguist, is 
author of nine books of poetry, including Images of a Complex World: lhe Art 

and Poetry of Chaos (with physicist J.C. Sprott), lhe Dreamer Who Counted 
the Dead, the eelgrass meadow, and One Hundred White Pelicam. She is recipi
ent of Appalachia's 2010 Poetry Prize. 

Charlotte Innes has published two chapbooks of poems, Licking the Serpent 
(2011) and Reading Ruskin in Los Angeles (2009), both with Finishing Line 
Press. Her poetry has also appeared in the anthology Wide Awake: Poets of 
Los Angeles and Beyond (Beyond Baroque Books, 2015), lhe Best American 
Spiritual Writing 2006 (Houghton Miffiin), and other anthologies, as well 
as many journals, including lhe Hudson Review, lhe Sewanee Review, lhe 
Raintown Review, and Rattle. She tutors and teaches creative writing and 
English at schools in and around Los Angeles, including a fiction course at 
the Summer Institute for the Gifted at UCLA. 
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Sara Eliza Johnson's first book, Bone Map (2014), was selected for the 2013 
National Poetry Series. Her poetry has appeared or is forthcoming in the Bos
ton Review, Ninth Letter, Pleiades, Meridian, the Best New Poets series, Salt 
Hill, and elsewhere. She is the recipient of a National Endowment for the 
Arts Fellowship, a Rona Jaffe Foundation Writers' Award, two Winter Fel
lowships from the Fine Arts Work Center in Provincetown, a scholarship to 
the Bread Loaf Writers' Conference, and an Academy of American Poets Prize 

from the University of Utah, where she is currently a PhD student in the 
Literature and Creative Writing program. 

Kenneth King is the author of Writing in Motion: Body- Language-Tech
nology (Wesleyan University Press), the novel Bring on the Phantoms, as well as 
two new novels The Secret Invention, and Red Fog (Club Lighthouse Publish 
ing). His writings have appeared in The Paris Review, The Chicago Review, The 
Antioch Review, HotelAmerika, /nor (New Ohio Review), Topoi: An Interna
tional Review of Philosophy, Shantih: The Literature of Soho, Semiotext(e), PA]/ 
Performing Arts journal, Film Culture, Movement Research Performance journal, 
and in the anthologies Merce Cunningham: Dancing in Space and Time and 
Further Steps 2: Fourteen Choreographers on What's the R.A. G.E. in Modern 
Dance. He has received fellowships from the John Simon Guggenheim Me
morial Foundation and National Endowment for the Arts, graduated from 
Antioch College with a degree in philosophy, and lives in New York City. For 
further info visit www.kennethkingmedia.com. 

Anna Leahy's book Constituents of Matter won the Wick Poetry Prize. Her 
poems and essays appear in The Southern Review, Crab Orchard Review, The 
Pinch, Gravel, and more. She teaches in the MFA and BFA programs at 
Chapman University, where she edits the journal TAB and curates the Tabula 
Poetica reading series. She also co-writes the Lofty Ambitions blog at http:// 
lofryambitions.wordpress.com. 

Richard Meyers is a member of the Oglala Sioux Tribe and is Tribal Rela
tions Director and Coordinator of the American Indian Studies Program at 
South Dakota State University. He was a writer in the Office of the Assistant 
Secretary- Indian Affairs at the U.S. Department of the Interior from 2008 -
2012, as well as an adjunct professor at American University in Washington, 
D .C. He is an officer in the Association oflndigenous Anthropologists (AIA), 
and a board member to the American Indian Studies Association (AISA). He 
serves on the American Anthropological Association (AAA) Task Force 
on Cultural Heritage that produces recommendations to build a stronger, 
durable, and multifaceted approach to issues of cultural heritage . AAA is the 
world's largest organization of individuals interested in anthropology. 
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Sheryl O'Donnell is a professor of English at UND, where she teaches eigh
teenth -century literature and literary theory. She lives on Beau Pre Farm near 
Red Lake Falls, Minnesota, and works for sustainable agriculture. She tends 
a flock of natural-colored wool sheep, selling breeding stock, butcher lambs, 
and wool for spinning and weaving. Her Party of Hens, Local 38D of the 
Third Internationale, markets non -medicated eggs in various shades 
of brown. 

Nuri Oneel received his BSc in Physics from Bilkent University (Turkey) and 
earned a PhD in Applied Physics from the University ofTwente (the Neth
erlands). He was a post-doctoral research associate at Princeton University 
before joining UND as a faculty member in 2009 . H e is an associate pro
fessor in the Department of Physics and Astrophysics. His research interests 
are mainly focused on physical and electronic properties of self-assembled 
nanostructures, especially the low-dimensional novel structures formed on 
various semiconductor surfaces and on graphene. 

Ezel Kural Shaw is Professor Emeritus of History. She received her BA from 
Vassar College and her PhD from Harvard University . She taught at Califor
nia State University, Northridge and at Bilkent University, Ankara, Turkey. 
She prefers an interdisciplinary probing approach to topics, one that is 
informed by associative thinking that generates variety of interpretations . Re
tired, and missing interaction with students, she gives voice to her thoughts 
in essays which can be reached at GevEZELIK@blogspot.com. 

Betsy Thaden attended the University of North Dakota, earning a bache 
lor of science degree in Visual Arts Education, a master of science degree in 
Instructional Design and Technology, and a doctorate of philosophy with 
a concentration in Higher Education. She is currently employed with the 
Grand Forks Public Schools as a high school Visual Arts instructor at Red 

River High School. 
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Dan Shanahan is professor of Humanities at Charles University in Prague. 
His work has appeared in NDQ for more than three decades . His book, 
Towards a Genealogy of Individualism, first published by the University of 
Massachusetts Press in 1992, will be published shortly in a Czech translation 
by Togga Press in Prague. 

William Schwalm received his PhD from Montana State University in 

1978 in condensed matter theory. He held a postdoctoral position at the 
University of Utah before coming to UND in 1980. He belongs to the 
American Physical Society and has recieved awards for teaching from both 
UND and the University of Utah. 

Kate Sweney is managing editor of NDQ . 
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Deborah Elliott Deutschman has had poems and stories in a number of 
places including Carolina Quarterly, Gargoyle, New Criterion, New York 
Quarterly, lhe New Yorker, and Poet Lore. Her novel, Signals, was published 
by Seaview Books/Simon and Schuster and PEI paperbacks. She has written 
several original feature-length screenplays and collaborated on a number of 
screenplays and film adaptations. She has just finished a novel. Her work 
has been translated into French and currently appears in two French online 
publications: wwww.sarrazine .com (no.15) and www .revueruesaintambroise. 
com (new issue on American writers) . 

Tom Leskiw, his wife Sue, and their dog Zevon live near Eureka, Califor
nia. He retired in 2009 following a thirty-one year career as a hydrologic/ 
biologic technician for Six Rivers National Forest. His writing has appeared 
in more than three dozen literary and scientific journals that include Bird
ing, Blue Lyra Review, Kudzu House Quarterly, Mandala journal, Pilgrimage, 
Snowy Egret, Under the Sun, Western Birds, and Terrain.org. 
www.tomleskiw .com 

Kimberly Miller's poems have appeared in literary journals including lhe 
Cream City Review, Alaska Quarterly Review, Southern Poetry journal, Revo
lution House, and others. Poems are forthcoming in Clade Song. A native of 
Appalachia , she is an adjunct instructor of English and Humanities at Blue
grass Community and Technical College in Lexington, Kentucky . 

Cindy Hunter Morgan teaches creative writing at Michigan State Univer
sity. She is the author of two chapbooks . lhe Sultan , lhe Skater, lhe Bicycle 

Maker won the Ledge Press 2011 Poetry Chapbook Competition ; Apple Sea
son won the Midwest Writing Center's 2012 Chapbook Contest, judged by 
Shane McCrae. Her poems have appeared in a variety of journals, including 
West Branch, Salamander, Bateau, and Sugar House Review. 

Paisley Rekdal is the author of a book of essays, lhe Night My Mother Met 
Bruce Lee; a hybrid-genre photo-text memoir that combines poetry, fiction , 
nonfiction, and photography entitled Intimate; and four books of poetry : A 
Crash of Rhinos, Six Girls Without Pants, lhe Invention of the Kaleidoscope, 
and Animal Eye, which was a finalist for the 2013 Kingsley Tufts Prize, the 
Balcones Prize, and winner of the UNT Rilke Prize . Her work has received 
the Amy Lowell Poetry Traveling Fellowship, a Guggenheim Fellowship , a 
NEA Fellowship, two Pushcart Prizes, a Fulbright Fellowship, and various 
state arts council awards . 

62 



Contributors 

Michael Anderegg is professor emeritus of English at the University of 
North Dakota . His books include Orson Welles, Shakespeare, and Popular 
Culture, Cinematic Shakespeare, and, most recently, Lincoln and Shakespeare. 

Kim (Larson) Baird graduated from UNO in 1975. Three years later she 

began to make quilts which led to a career as a fabric retailer and quilting 
teacher. She helped establish the Quilter's Guild of North Dakota and was 
in charge of the North Dakota Quilt Project during the state's centennial. 
Since earning a master's degree in Textile History/Quilt Studies from the 
University of Nebraska, she has consulted with area museums and collectors 
as a textile historian. She lives in Fargo with husband John and two 
adult children. 

Michael Bazzett's work has appeared in Ploughshares, Massachusetts Review, 
Pleiades, Oxford Poetry, 32 Poems, and Poetry Northwest. His debut collec 
tion, You Must Remember This (Milkweed Editions, 2014), won the Lind 
quist and Vennum Prize for Poetry, and his verse translation of the Mayan 
creation epic, The Popol Vuh, is forthcoming from Milkweed in 2016. 

Katharine Coles' fifth poetry collection, The Earth Is Not Flat (Red Hen 
2013), was written under the auspices of the National Science Foundation's 
Antarctic Artists and Writers Program. Her poems have been or are being 
translated into German, Spanish, and Chinese. Her scholarly work is fo
cused on close reading and the development of digital close reading tools. 
Recent poems and prose have appeared in Western Humanities Review, 
Seneca Review, Virginia Quarterly Review, Image, Crazyhorse, and Poetry. A 
professor at the University of Utah, in 2009-2010 she served as the inaugural 
director of the Poetry Foundation's Harriet Monroe Poetry Institute. She 
has received grams and awards from the NEH, the NEA, and, in 2012, the 
Guggenheim Foundation . 

Virginia Dambach has been quilting since 1982; she specializes in applique 
and collage . Although she was able to successfully avoid taking algebra by 
taking wide-ranging lab science courses in college, the Elements project was 
her first deep foray into the periodic table. While quilting keeps her off the 
street at night, by day she is a fundraising consultant and technical writer. 

Gayatri Devi is associate professor of English at Lock Haven University 
of Pennsylvania. 
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Nabokov narrates the fascinating 
story of Hunt's life within a mul 
ticultural and historical context. 
Chronicling Pueblo Indian life and 
Anglo/Indian relations over the last 
century and a half, he explores how 
this entrepreneurial family capi 
talized on the nation's passion for 
Indian culture. In this rich book, 
Nabokov dramatizes how the Hunts, 
like immigrants throughout history, 
faced anguishing decisions over stay
ing put or striking out for economic 
independence, and experienced the 
pivotal passage from tradition to 
modernity. 

1he Origin Myth of Acoma Pueblo 
(Penguin Classics, 2015) is a com 
panion book prepared for publi 
cation by Nabokov. It is a Native 
American epic describing the cre
ation of the world and the migration 
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history of the Acoma Pueblo of New 
Mexico. Nabokov rendered this 
important document into a clear 

sequence, adding excerpted material 
from the original storytelling ses
sions, and exploring the creation and 
roles of such myths in Pueblo Indian 
cultures . 

Nabokov is professor of American 
Indian Studies and World Arts and 
Cultures at UCLA. His previous 
books include A Forest of Time, 
Native American Testimony, Native 
American Architecture (with Robert 
Easton), Indian Running, Two Leg
gings: 1he Making of a Crow Warrior, 
and Architecture of Acoma Pueblo. 



Publication Notes 
Two NDQ contributing editors re
cently released books. 

Thomas Van Nortwick's Late 
Sophocles (University of Michigan 
Press, 2015) follows the evolution of 
the "Sophoclean hero" through the 
examination of his final three plays, 
Electra, Philoctetes, and Oedipus at 
Colonus. The book argues, through a 
close-reading of the plays, that Soph 
ocles somehow reimagined the hero 
in his last three plays. Van Nortwick 
brings to light many questions about 
the issues that were taking place in 
the Athenian and Periclean age and 
provides guidance for readers who 
are less familiar with Sophocles' 
writing while still delving deeper 
than just a general description of 
the plot of each play. Van Nortwick 
recently retired . He was Nathan A. 
Greenberg Professor of Classics at 
Oberlin College . 

--------~---------

Peter Nabokov's How the World Moves (Penguin Random House, 2015) is 
described by the publisher as "a compelling portrait of cultural transition 
and assimilation via the saga of one Acoma Pueblo Indian family. 
"Born in 1861 in New Mexico's Acoma Pueblo, Edward Proctor Hunt lived 
a tribal life almost unchanged for centuries. But after attending government 
schools he broke with his people's ancient codes to become a shopkeeper and 
controversial broker between Indian and white worlds. As a Wild West Show 
Indian he travelled in Europ e with his family, and saw his sons become 
silversmiths, painters, and consultants on Indian Lore . In 1928, in a life-cul 
minating experience, he recited his version of the origin myth of Acoma 
Pueblo to Smithsonian Institution scholars . 
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New Website: ndquarterly.org . 

Dana Schumann, a graphic intern in Spring 2015, designed our new website. 
We are still transitioning from the "old" website, and we welcome comments 
and suggestions for the new one . 

Digital Archive Now Available 
In early October, NDQy working with the HathiTrust, released the first 74 
volumes of North Dakota Quarterly to the Open Access University under a 
CC -BY-ND license. 

By releasing these back issues, the Quarterly makes a world of content that 
once could only be read at libraries available to anyone with an internet con
nection . This represents an important resource for teachers, for researchers 
and faculty across the country, and for mindful readers everywhere . 

Bill Caraher, who managed the release of NDQ's digital archive, noted 
that "The back issues reveal the tremendous vitality of the publication as 
a place for thoughtful comment on the history of the state, the university, 
and the world." Prairie reveries shared pages with scientific writing, political 
commentary, history, literature, and poetry. The archive includes thousands 
of contributions touching on issues as diverse as the state's natural resources, 
the political and social culture of the region, American Indian history and 
literature, the history of the university, its faculty, and administrators, and 
the various ways that the world intersects with life in North Dakota. 

The back volumes of the Quarterly were digitized as part of the larger 
Google Books project and are made available through an agreement between 
UND and the HathiTrust, which maintains parts of the Google Books 
archive. The back issues can be accessed on the ndquarterly.org website and 
can be downloaded and shared under open access license. 
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Editor's Notes 

This issue of NDQ marks a number of milestones . Among them, it is the 
first issue in many years where, as Dr. Lewis always wished, the "years 

on the cover match our calendars." Sometimes the response to wishes mani 
fests in strange ways, as with this issue which we shaped to focus on Art and 

Science . One of us wished for a wormhole, and lo, it appeared in the format 
of this wonderful issue. In response to that wish, Art Editor Lucy Ganje 
conceived the wormhole image for the cover, and also created its reverse, 
to represent going in one issue (Fall 2013) and coming out the other (Fall 
2015). Digital Editor Bill Caraher's "Welcome to the Wormhole" explains 
why we needed one . 

Some original science fiction books were printed in this format, two issues 
together, not only back to back but also one upside down from the other. 
So the format seemed appropriate for this Through the Wormhole edition. 
Although we believe this format to be unique in the NDQ archives, two 
former interns claim to have seen a similar printed edition in the store room, 
which makes us think there might have been an earlier wormhole, or per 
haps a future one. They are notoriously unstable . 

In the mad rush through the wormhole, we have made sure to take along 
subscribers and the end dates for all subscriptions. Your subscriptions have 
been extended to account for the "wormhole years," and you will receive 
your paid -for number of issues . 

Fiction Editors 
This issue also marks a change in Fiction Editors. We say goodbye to Liz 
Harris with warm gratitude for 10 years of reading and selecting fiction 
forNDQ. 

And we welcome Gilad Elbom, who is already busy reading stories. For more 
on Gilad and his background, take a look at our website. 
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William Schwalm, Entrophy of an Ideal Gas 
The pattern in the background is crisp, while the letters in the overlapping 
text are somewhat blurred. That is accurate. The latter is fading into the 
former. The concept is that information is being lost. 

56 



Derail ofIFF's Crochet Coral Reef at the Minneapolis Institute of Art . 
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Notes 

1Wertheim has written a number of 
science books including Pythagoras' 
Trousers, 1he Pearly Gates of Cyber
space: A History of Space from Dante 
to the Internet, and Physics on the 
Fringe: Smoke Rings, and Circlons and 
Alternative Theories of Everything. 

2Two sources for those techniques 
are: Margaret Wertheim's A Field 
Guide to Hyperbolic Space: An Ex
ploration of the Intersection of Higher 
Geometry and Feminine Handicraft 
(available from the Institute For Fig
uring) and http :/ /www.math .cornell. 
edu/ ~dwh/ papers/ crochet/ crochet. 
html 
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The Institute For Figuring's Crochet Coral Reef on display at the Minneapolis 
Institute of Art, 2015 . Photo© Institute For Figuring by Ana Taylor. 
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variety of related topics including 
connections between art and science, 
craft, the history of coral in myth and 
culture, and the use of trash in art. 
Biographies and stories from satellite 

reefers add to the rich mixture. The 
book will require many hours to read , 
enjoy, and ponder. Here is one small 
sample from "Matter and Form," by 
Christine Wertheim: 

Brought into being by a play of 
nimble fingers, crochet reefs are 
products of a digital technolo 
gy. Originally meaning "of or 
pertaining to fingers," the term 
digital was appropriated to its 
more common usage in the 
1930s, when work by mathe 
maticians and engineers led to 
the development of a new kind 
of computational device based 
not on a continuous scale (as on 
a slide rule) but on discrete dig 
its. Digits, of course, had been 
numbers in the classic decimal 
system, a nomenclature cued 
from our hands-10 fingers, 10 
numerals . Now in the computer 
age, the term was reimagined in 
the binary context of zeros and 
ones, causing a kind of erasure 
about its roots in the human 
body . (90) 

Along with other Institute For Figur 
ing projects, CCR offers an invitation 
to play with physical objects and 
experience abstract ideas in concrete, 
embodied ways. Our society values 
symbolic ways of knowing-alge 
braic representations, equations, 
codes-and teaching in that way, but 

there is another way to learn . Instead 
of think tanks, we need play tanks, or 
"kindergarten for grownups," Wert 
heim said ( Ted Talk). In CCR and 
various satellite reefs, the hundreds 
and thousands of creators played 

with the basic code for creating cren 
ulated surfaces. Deviating from the 
code produced more natural -looking 
elements and formed an ever-evolv
ing taxonomy of crochet life, similar 
to the evolution of biological life. 

After hearing about crocheting a 
hyperbolic plane in 2007, I decided 
to give it a try. The instructions on 
the Internet were of little help. But 
knowing that the basic idea was to 
increase in a set pattern, I knitted 
something that might be called a 
hyperbolic plane, a curly yarn snake 
that, although a lot smaller, looked 
similar to one of the hangings in the 
CCR exhibit at MIA. I thought it 
might be one of several that would 
be attached to another art object, but 
other projects came along, and I left 
the curly knitted snake in drawer. 
Now I'm thinking it could be part of 
my very own satellite reef, and I have 
the perfect spot for it: a glass-topped 
coffee table in my living room. 
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The first small representation of 

CCR was displayed at the Andy War
hol Museum in Pittsburgh , PA. CCR 
has since grown and evolved to mam
moth proportions. A display later 
that year in Chicago filled a 3,000 
square foot gallery. Since then CCR 
has been exhibited at museums such 
as the Smithsonian National Muse 
um of Natural History in Washing 
ton, D.C., the Denver Art Museum, 
and the Science Gallery at Trinity 
College, Dublin, Ireland. And the 
techniques have been taught to thou
sands of crafters 2 • In areas where CCR 
is exhibited, the local community is 
invited to create their own satellite 
reef, and more than thirty have been 
created around the world . 

Last summer Crochet Coral Reef 
was on display at the Minneapolis In 
stitute of Arts (MIA), part of an ex
hibit dedicated to Leonardo da Vin
ci's Codex Leicester and the Creative 
Mind. The Minneapolis Satellite Reef 
was coordinated by Krista Pearson, 
Manager for Community Arts for 
MIA . She synchronized the work of 
183 crocheters in the Minneapolis 
area who created 1300 pieces. Pear
son also worked with the Mississippi 
Watershed Management Organiza 
tion (MWMO), and when the MIA 
show closed, the satellite reef moved 
to MWMO to raise public awareness 
about keeping the Mississippi River 
water clean for local and global eco
systems. The display proved so popu 
lar that the deadline was extended by 
eight weeks. 

Before the CCR exhibition at MIA, 
Krista Tippett, the host of the Na-
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tional Public Radio program On Be
ing, interviewed Martha Wertheim, 
who explained its significance: 

The Crochet Coral Reef project 
is a metaphor, and it goes like 
this: if you look at real corals, a 
head of coral is built by thou 
sands of individual coral polyps 
working together. Each coral 
polyp is a tiny insignificant little 
critter with almost no power 
of its own. But when billions 
of coral polyps come together, 
they can build the Great Barrier 
Reef, the largest living thing on 
earth and the first living thing 
that you can see from outer 
space. 

The Crochet Coral Reef is a 
human analog of that . These 
huge coral reef installations 
that we build with communi
ties are built by hundreds and 
sometimes thousands of people 
working together. So the project 
capitulates, in human action, 
the power and greatness of what 
corals themselves are doing . 
And I think the metaphor of 
the project is, look what we 
can do together. We humans, 
each of us are like a coral polyp. 
Individually, we're insignificant 
and probably powerless. But 
together, I believe we can do 
things. And I think the meta 
phor of the project is we are all 
corals now. We are all at risk. 

Complementing the book's impres
sive photos are ten essays exploring a 



The Institute For Figuring, a 
nonprofit education organi 

zation, was established by Martha 

Wertheim and Christine Wertheim 
to develop creative ways to engage 
the public with science, mathemat 
ics, and the technical arts. Crochet 
Coral Reef, the book, is filled with 
page after page of beautiful groups 
of fantastical crocheted coral forms . 

The Crochet Coral Reef, the art in 
stallation, appeared at the Minneapo 
lis Institute of Arts last summer. It is 
stunningly beautiful. It is also a call 
to action and the embodiment of an 
important mathematical principle . 

Martha Wertheim 1, a science writ 
er, and Christine Wertheim, an art 
ist, started the project in 2005 when 
there was a lot of talk in the scientific 
press about global warming and its 
effects, particularly on coral reefs . 
Rising ocean temperatures cause cor
als to bleach. If these effects are not 
reversed, reefs eventually die and col
lapse. In that one year, 2005, the U.S. 
lost half of its coral reefs in the Carib 
bean due to a massive bleaching event 
(NOAA). In October 2015, NOAA 

scientists released a report warning 
that 2015 and 2016 might have the 
worst coral bleaching and die -off in 
history ("NOAA") . There is a real 

possibility that coral reefs might 
go extinct. 

The CCR exhibit has its roots in 
feminine handicraft, mathematics, 
marine biology, and environmen
tal activism (Ted Talk). It turns out 

We Are All Coral Now 
Kate Sweney 

Margaret Wertheim and Christine 
Wertheim, Crochet Coral Reef 
A Project by the lmtitute For 

Figuring. Los Angeles : Institute 
For Figur ing (P. 0 . Box 50346, 
90050), 2015. Pp. 208, $50 pb. 

that crochet is the best, perhaps the 
only way, to model or represent the 
principle of hyperbolic geometry. For 
two thousand years, mathematicians 
believed that there were only two 
types of space: flat planes (or Euclide 
an space), and spherical space . About 

200 years ago, a third type, hypber 
bolic, was theorized, but most mathe 
maticians believed that the very con 
cept of hyperbolic geometry was im 
possible and no one could figure out 
how to model it if it did exist. That 
was because they weren't looking at 
sea slugs, which have been around 
since the Silurian Period, said Wert
heim in a Ted Talk. Sea slugs are the 
perfect embodiment of a hyperbolic 
plane . Apparently mathematicians 
also weren't looking at the lettuce on 

their plates because that frilly edge is 
hyperbolic as well. 

In 1997, Daina Taimina, a math 
ematician at Cornell University, de
veloped a representation of a hyper 
bolic plane with crochet. When you 
start making objects with frills or 
crenulations, what you get looks a lot 
like corals . 
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Matter pressed 
in folds so dense 
that iron seemed as air, 

still as glass though 
glass not yet coined
sand not yet melted 
into something clear and hard, 

still as glass though 
stillness not yet coined
things not yet moved 
to leave a stillness in their wake, 

time not yet passing 
because time was not . 
Even so that dust held thought. 
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Before the Bang 
Michael Bazzett 



Me? 

I'm just a chain reaction trying to perpetuate 
itself through time . You 
too are a chain reaction trying to perpetuate itself 

through time. Notice the mild pleasure 
repetition provides 
when discussing replication and the sharper 

more muscular pleasure 
replication provides when standard issue reproduction 
launches another 

body into existence . At one point nothing 
but dust I gas I water I rock. 
Then somehow maybe lightning married 

two into one 
which formed link one in that chain 
reaction trying to 

perpetuate itself through time . If we'd been there 
to witness the electrical 
shudder and jolt we might or might not 

have been moved 

to erect a stone monument with carefully chosen 
words etched in granite 

because like our cousins the stars we are briefly 
luminous then gone . 

The Monument 
Michael Bazzett 
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Digital 
Cindy Hunter Morgan 

Rothko's Harvard Murals Jaded while on display in the 1960s and '70s. 
Considered unsuitable for exhibition, the murals were removed in 1979 and 
stored for decades. In 2014, an exhibition at the Fogg Museum returned them to 
a public space. The exhibit uses digital projection to restore the appearance of the 
original rich colors. 

Somewhere, a curator sits in a booth 
cranking a dial until Rothko's murals weep. 

I almost believe it-this science 
of calculated healing or calibrated 

bleeding, this world as hologram, 
my own body as pixels and light, 

modulated ecstasy . Still, I spin 
my own dial. Rothko mixed his own 

pigments, watched Lithol Red 
stain his fingers. And when I touch 

the sleeve of a friend, it's flannel I think 
I feel, not an idea of flannel. 

Touch me. Tell me this world 
is more than what we fix. 
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dence for this is to be found. Lacking 
in this otherwise admirable collection 
is any detailed ana lysis of reception . 
This, of course, is a particularly tricky 
matter where audiences live in re
pressive regimes: Kiarostami's films, 
for examp le, are officially banned in 

Iran, as was Tere Bin Laden in Paki 
stan, though in both cases, bootleg 
DVDs and internet downloads can 
get around the censors . Even if we 
consider one measurement of recep 
tion-the number of tickets a film 
sells-it is not always clear what to 
conclude from that evidence . Somy 
Kim , in a discussion of the popular 
Iranian comedic melodrama, The 
Outcasts, which makes fun of the 
clergy whi le at the same time valoriz 
ing the Iraq -Iran war, concludes that 
"while the melodramatic martyr nar
rative allowed [the film's] government 
approved release, the comedy and its 
attendant social critique are what ap
pealed to an Iranian audience strug
gling to accept the strictures of an 
increasingly restrictive government" 
(159). But that conclusion cannot be 
assumed without some tangible evi
dence to back it up. Apropos of this 
problem, Cyrus Ali Zargar, discuss
ing Iranian television, quotes Anatoly 
Lunacharsky's description of satire 

as "a moral victory, lacking a mate
rial victory" (80). And sometimes, 
not a victory at all : comedy can be 
supportive of the status quo as well 
as in opposition to it. One hopes that 
further research into these questions 
will be encouraged by the publica 
tion of the en lightening essays in this 
useful collection . 

'' Theories of comedy, 
one might think, 
are the high brow 

equivalent of 
explaining a joke: 
if you have to say 

why or how 
something is funny, 

it probably isn't. 

'' 

47 



that Tere Bin Laden, despite its main 
actor being a Pakistani, is an Indian 
production shot and edited by an In
dian crew working in the Mumbai 
Film Studios deeply affects the image 
of Pakistan portrayed therein" (218). 
The film was banned in Pakistan, not 
primarily because it satirizes such is
sues as America's war on terror, but 
because, ultimately, it was believed 
to make Pakistanis look ridiculous. 
The political and social commentary 
one might be tempted to find in Tere 
Bin Laden, turns out to have more 
to do with the fraught relations be
tween India and Pakistan than with 
the geopolitical issues the filmmakers 
appear to foreground. 

The one film that at first sight ap 
pears to stand apart from the usual 
political kinds of questions that in 
form the others discussed so far is 
Abbas Kiarostami's The Wind Will 
Carry Us. Kiarostami, an internation
ally acclaimed film maker, is quoted 
in Gayatri Devi's essay on the film 

as saying that art should be timeless: 
"In a country like Iran, where social 
and political issues are constantly 
shifting, the artist should focus be
yond these mundane issues, on more 
fundamental realities like human 
ity itself , which is more universal" 
(169). Nevertheless , Devi finds that 
The Wind Will Carry Us encourages a 
political reading which emerges from 
an aesthetic that combines both the 
sublime and the comic, or, rather, as 
Devi terms it, the comic sublime. In 
the course of the narrative, the cen
tral character, Behzad, a filmmaker 
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from the city, visits a Kurdish village 
in order to document the mourning 
rituals for a one hundred year old dy
ing woman. By the end of the film, 
Behzad, "a ridiculous character in 
the Aristotelian sense," has under 
gone a spiritual growth such that "he 
is ready to confront the sublime and 
be transformed by it rather than one 
who simply deserves to be laughed at" 
(183). There is very little overt come 
dy here, though there are comic sit
uations such as increasingly frequent 
trips Behzad takes to a high point 
in the landscape in order to get cell 
phone reception and to answer to his 
bosses who want to know when the 
old woman is going to die. For the 
most part, what laughter this film 
elicits is, in Devi's formulation, "qui 
et" laughter, a laughter that "does not 
create aggression, violence, or hostil
ity, even if one laughs alone" (166). 
The Wind Will Carry Us, like many 
of Kiarostami's films, is often subtle 
and mysterious, not easy to compre

hend, one suspects, even for an Ira
nian viewer. The politics and social 
commentary of the film are both in
ternal to the culture where it was cre
ated even as it touches on and at the 
same time transcends the universally 
understood values of urban vs. rural 
life, western style sophistication con
trasted to the rituals and habits of an 
ancient culture. 

Although these essays at times sug
gest something of the political and 
social effects of cinematic humor in 
a variety of Middle Eastern cultures, 
one might want to ask where the evi-



one day during which the events of 
this film develop, while it includes 
bombs and explosives, mostly pres 
ents the protagonist with absurdist 
moments that have no culturally 
specific significance-life in any 
city can be frustrating, a continuous 
cacophony of noise and confusion, 

of bureaucratic stupidity and official 
intolerance, of misunderstandings 
caused by a breakdown of the social 
structure. The fact that this city is 
Ramalah, and not New York or Lon 
don, of course, inflects every event 
with its own meaning and signifi
cance that may not necessarily be un
derstood, or even noticed, by an out 
sider. But at least part of the humor in 
Laila's Birthday stems from the way 
the characters, like the audience, are 
unable to read the events taking place 
around them correctly: for instance, 
are exploding shells coming from Is
raeli helicopters or from the factional 
internal fighting going on all around 
the city? Nobody seems to know. 

If Laila's Birthday depends for its 
comic effect on deadpan humor and 
absurdist but recognizably real situ 
ations, Divine Intervention is absurd 
in a different fashion, employing fan 
tastic images "eclectically borrowed 
from video games and films, seeming 
ly escaping the confines of Palestin
ian national identity only to reaffirm 
them" (44). Much of the film's action 
take place at a checkpoint separating 
Jerusalem from the West Bank, and 
the climax of the film shows a female 
flying Ninja destroying a squad of Is
raeli soldiers. As Rahman reads this 

scene, "it is this incongruity of a fly
ing ninja in this typical West Bank 
landscape juxtaposed with the fa
miliar militarized figures that elicits 
the laughter and is emblematic of the 
absurd" (45). One wonders. Though 
perhaps satisfying to a Palestinian 
viewer living under the daily large 
and small indignities of the occupa
tion-and we see a number of these 
throughout the film, some presented 
in a comic mode-one cannot help 
but interpret this final scene as wish 
fulfillment fantasy, and the humor, 
such as it is, seems finally inadequate 
to the issues at stake. 

Perhaps the most obviously "com 
ic" of these four films is the Bol
lywood produced Tere Bin Laden, 
which in some ways resembles Hol 
lywood films aimed at youthful, hip 
ster American males-Judd Apatow 
without sex, bad language, or bath 
room jokes. The main character is 
played by a famous young Pakistani 
singer, which allows for several inter 
ruptions of the narrative for a variety 
of musical interludes. The comedy, 
at times more than a bit lame, is de 
scribed by Mara Matta, in "Laughter 
Across Borders: The Case of the Bol
lywood Film Tere Bin Laden," as an 
example of"spoof" humor and "mad" 

comedy. The plot, which involves the 
making of a "fake" video featuring 
an Osama Bin Laden look-alike, is 
not really worth detailing. The real 
question Matta wants to address is 
one that might be easily missed by 
a viewer not from the Asian subcon
tinent or the Middle East, "the fact 
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plete theory of comedy: even Berg
son's essay, titled "Le Rire," is primar
ily concerned with why we laugh . The 
best discussion of comedy, no doubt, 
is Aristotle's-unfortunately, his 
treatise doesn't exist. Nevertheless, 
some attempt to categorize the why 
and how of comic effect is a necessary 
precondition to the investigation of 
such a wide range of texts and comic 
modes, especially when, as in Middle 
Eastern films, "a merry disruption 
of norms seems to uncover repressed 
content of a serious nature that goes 
to the heart of structural and repre
sentational questions regarding indi
vidual and cultural identity" (4). 

For the western reader/filmgoer, 
many of the films and, in particu 
lar, television programs discussed in 
this volume are not easy to find and 
when found pose problems of acces
sibility. Not only do Middle Eastern 
films present cultural and linguistic 
barriers to outsiders, but even when 
such barriers have been ostensibly 
removed, difficulties remain. To 
pick an obvious but crucial prob
lem, subtitles are often insufficient 
and/or misleading. In her essay, "Ste
reotypes and Cultural Power in Israe
li Cinema," Elise Burton notes that 
an important comic line in Halfon 
Hill Doesn't Answer, "What, have you 
become Ashkenazim?" is mistrans
lated in the official English subtitles 
into the contextually meaningless 
"What are you?" (which, let's face 
it, isn't very funny). Even titles can 
be problematic : Tere Bin Laden, for 
instance, can mean both "Without 
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you, Laden" and "Your Bin Laden ." 
Keeping these problems in mind, it 
is nevertheless fortunate that several 
of the films discussed at some length 
in these essays can easily be found 
on Netflix and other on- and offiine 
sources : Abbas Kiarostami's The 
Wind Will Carry Us (1999), Elia Su
leiman's Divine Intervention (2005), 
Rashid Mashrawi's Laila's Birthday 
(2008), and the Bollywood Tere Bin 
Laden (2010). Unsurprisingly, given 
the vagaries of international film dis
tribution, these are relatively recent 
productions and thus cannot said to 
be representative of the full range of 
Middle Eastern cinema. As there is 
no space to discuss each of the nine 
essays in this collection, I will limit 
my remarks for the most part to com
mentaries on these four films. 

Najat Rahman discusses both Lai 
la's Birthday and Divine Intervention 
(together with a third film, Paradise 
Now), films produced under Israeli 
occupation, in her essay "The Possi
bility for Politics in Recent Palestin
ian Cinema ." Laila's Birthday and Di
vine Intervention can be seen as films 
that "consciously reflect on the act or 
representation, on its aesthetic and 
political dimensions." "In represent
ing what seems to defy representa 
tion, humor plays a key role, pointing 
the way to the possibilities and lim
its of cinematic representation" (32), 
Rahman writes. 

In Laila's Birthday, we follow the 
perambulations of Abu Laila, Laila's 
father, formerly an important lawyer 
now working as a taxi driver. The 



Humor in Middle Eastern Cinema 
Michael Anderegg 

The title of this collection of es
says, Humor in Middle Eastern 

Cinema, appears to limit the scope of 
what is in fact a wide-ranging intro
duction to a rich and complex body of 
work by filmmakers from a variety of 
cinematic traditions. Focusing on hu 
mor, it turns out, in no way narrows 
the range of discussion. Given the 
very looseness of the term "humor," 
and, in general, of what constitutes 
the "comic" and the other cognate 
and ancillary terms associated with 
it-comedy, satire, farce, burlesque, 
together with words like "funny ," 
"droll," "amusing," "laughable," and 
"absurd," to list a few-one might 
suggest that no film or television se
ries can be entirely without humor 
of one kind or another. Nor, as the 
editors point out in their introducto 
ry remarks, is the term "Middle East 
ern" limiting, including as it does, at 
least in their formulation, "multiple 
countries that are home to the ancient 
civilizations of Mesopotamia, Sume
ria, Babylon, the Persians, the Otto 
mans, and the Nile Valley; multiple 
races and ethnicities; at least four ma

jor languages, Arabic, Persian, Turk 
ish, and Hebrew, along with many 
languages and dialects; and three 
major religions, Islam, Christianity, 
and Judaism, and a minor one, Zo 
roastrianism" (2). The essays included 
in this collection discuss films and 
forms of comic expression not only 
from Egypt, Tunisia, Palestine, Israel, 

Gayatri Devi and Najar Rahman, eds., 
Humor in Middle Eastern Cinema. 

Detroit: Wayne State University Press, 
2014 . Pp. 264. $29.99 Pb. 

Turkey, and Iran, but from India and 
Pakistan as well. 

If defining the term "Middle East" 
is problematic, so too, of course, is 
defining "humor." This is true even 
when we are dealing with a more or 
less homogenous culture; when we 
are dealing with cross-cultural en
gagements, including but not limited 
to questions of linguistic transfer
ence, the problem is magnified. Some 
comic ideas will resonate no matter 
what the cultural context; others will 
not. Some types of humor are entire 
ly physical, other types entirely ver
bal. In the cinema, comedy is often 
expressed physically and verbally at 
the same time. It may not be entirely 
ironic (another form of humor) that 
in attempting to theorize comedy, the 
editors and several of the individual 
contributors turn again and again to 
"western" writers and thinkers, from 

Aristotle and Plato to, especially, the 
Fren chman Henri Bergson, along 
with Kierkegarrd, Santanyana, and 
Freud. Theories of comedy, one might 
think, are the high brow equivalent of 
explaining a joke: if you have to say 
why or how something is funny, it 
probably isn't. Actually, few of these 
writers wrote anything like a com-

43 



subjective certainty of Jay Fitger, in 
the face of absolute precarity, about 
the rightness of his calling; that being 
an English professor, being a creative 
writer cannot and will not be blown 
away like dust from new construction 
sites. As long as human imagination 
is born, there will be art, there will 
be literature, and, as Fitger writes his 

2 See Kevin Kiley, "Tapping into che 
Well," Inside Higher Ed. 9 Jan. 2013. 
Web. 16 Sepe. 2015. hccps://www.in
sidehighered.com/news/2013/0 l /09/ 
o il-6 o om-an d-c rus c-co ns erva c i ve-1 aw-
makers-means-more-money-north-dako
ca-colleges 

old comrade Eleanor Acton, there will Works Cited 

be voices of resistance rising against 
the silencing of "believing in, and 
promoting, things that don't yet ex
ist" (179). Schumacher's novel joins 
all the voices that believe in the Hu
manities as the on ly discipline that 
has the power to offer an enduring 
rebuttal to the garish offers of short
term marketability. Fitger's conclud
ing thoughts describe the stuff of this 
hard-pressed critique: "I can already 
envision the moment when I open 
Troy's new book and find within it, 
among the acknowledgments, your 
name and mine; and we both know 

how beautiful the book will be, how 
clearly it will speak to something 
within us-some previously unar
ticulated thought or reflect ion that, 
once recognized, we will never want 
to be without again" (179). Worthy 
thoughts, for disheartened times, as 
we begin each new academic year. 

Notes 
1 See Robert Hiltonsmith and Tamara 

Draut, "The Great Cost Shift Contin
ues: State Educat ion Funding After the 
Recession." Demos. 21 March 2014. 
Web. 5 Sept. 2015. http://www.demos. 
org/ pu 61 ica t ion/ great-cost-shift-con
ti n ues-sca ce-higher-educa tion-fu nd i ng
after-recession 
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nical support, lack of tenure lines 
-"seven defections/retirements in 

three years and not one replaced; 

two graduate programs no longer 
permitted to accept new students" 
(43)-and most urgently, lack of 

morale, and lack of opportunities for 

students . The various recommenda 
tion letters Fitger meticulously writes 
and catalogs might sound wacky and 
unreal, but it is no laughing matter. 
Schumacher voices the popular (mis?) 
perceptions of the "usefulness" of the 
English degree, but she also uses the 

letters to chart a course through the 
whole raison d'etre of the English ma 

jor, the types of students who sign up 
for it as their chosen discipline, little 

insights into their core personalities, 
their foibles, their aggression or ti 

midity as the case may be, and the 

miniscule few for whom it really is 
the vocation, in the absence of which 

their lives will become unmoored . 
Darren Browles is one such charac 

ter and his tragic ending as charted 

through Fitger's increasingly urgent 
letters to literary residency programs 

around the country asking for finan 
cial support for Browles strike at the 

core of the complex web of factors 
that make a career in the Humanities 

and the Arts a truly precarious enter
prise in the current academic climate. 

Schumacher deftly satirizes the 

egotistical grudges that are renowned 
amongst and between established 
writers through the unavoidable 
asides that surface in Fitger's letters 

to his own classmates-most of them 
now comfortably ensconced in var 

ious writing programs around the 

country-in what was known as the 

infamous "Seminar" with H . Regi 

nald Hanf, a towering ghostly patri

archal figure with whom all students 
have maintained an incestuous, con 

voluted, and contentious relationship 

even into their professional adulthood: 

Eleanor has been stonewalling an 

advisee I've recommended to Ben
tham, and I wonder if she's talked 

to you . Good god, it's been twen
ty-two years since the Seminar. 

Yes, Reg admired my work. Yes, 
he helped me publish Stain and 

threw His Royal Weight behind 
the book. I didn't ask him to pre 

fer my writing to yours or Troy's or 

Eleanor's or Ken's or even MTV's. 

(Who'd have thunk MTV would 

marry a vet and turn into a shrink?) 

But Eleanor is still carving voodoo 

dolls in my likeness. Are we going 

to spend the rest of our days in the 
shadow of H. Reginald Hanf and 
the Seminar, those few (admittedly 

powerful) years ever dogging our 

steps? (33) 

In addition to this professional and 
academic cold war, there is a marvel

ous subplot involving Fitger, his ex
wife Janet, Director of Admissions at 

Payne Law School, and his recently 
defected girlfriend Carole Samarkind 

of the Student Affairs office, and a 
"Reply All" university email commu 

nications mishap. One might as well 
accept the university as an extended 

family with several dysfunctional 
networks stretching in all directions, 

out into eternity. 
Above all, what makes Dear Com

mittee Members a timely novel is the 

41 



market forces from the outside invade 

it in an attempt to destroy the public 
fabric. 

This slim novel of 180 pages con
tains about 90 letters Jay Fitger writes 
to a varied group of addressees that 
range from university colleagues such 
as Deans, Provosts, Chairs, and fel
low department members to recom
mendation letters for students-En
glish majors-seeking employment 
in non -English professions such as 
Catfish Catering and paintball in
dustries, as well as graduate school 
admissions in law, public policy and 
medicine. Fitger also writes several 
letters to the prestigious Bentham 
Literary Residency Program on be
half of one specific graduate stu
dent, Darren Browles . Under Fitger, 
Browles has completed a manuscript 
entitled Accountant in a Bordello, a re
telling of Melville's Bart!eby the Scriv
ener set in a legal brothel in Nevada, 
where the main character, Herman 
Crown, spends "his days tallying ex
penses, passing up opportunities at 
wealth and advancement, eschewing 
friendships, and generally maintain
ing, amidst the titillating hubbub of 
his surrounding, a dispassionate iso
lation, an existential solitude" (23). If 
we may ascribe a broad plot to Dear 
Committee Members, Browles is the 
protagonist of this plot. 

Fitger's voice is alternately sar
donic, bilious, raging, ranting, and 
always sadly humorous. While it is 
inevitable that some comparisons 
might be made between Saul Bel
low's Moses E. Herzog and Jay Fitger, 
these should immediately stop at the 
common epistolary style. Fitger's let-
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ters are always sent and they are let

ters with a purpose . Jay Fitger writes 
not for himself but for others. This 
is a crucial difference. Here is Fitger 
describing the English department's 
provenance to Associate Vice Provost 
Samuel Millhouse, who should al
ready know this: 

Have you entered Willard Hall 
lately? In case, over there among the 
functional radiators and other ame
nities left in Lefferts, you've forgot
ten that English faculty members 
are living in a construction zone, 
allow me to give you a virtual tour. 
The front and back doors of our 
building are blocked-sealed and 
crisscrossed with yellow tape as if 
to indicate a crime scene-so you 
must enter through the basement . 
But don't use the elevator, a night
marish herk-and-jerk contraption 
known to hijack its occupants and 
leave them stranded midfloor. You 
can't access the second (ECON) 
floor in any case: a silken banner 
advises you to PARDON OUR 
MESS!-a euphemistic reference 
to the fact that workers equipped 
with respirators are spilling toxins 
onto our heads in the servants' 
quarters, where, once you overlook 
the chipped and ancient linoleum 
and the cracks in the wallboard, 
you will find a sign that welcomes 
visitors, eloquently, to the Depart
ment of ENGLI_H. (42) 

The missing letter in ENGLI_H 
is emblematic of everything English 
does not have at Payne University. 
The privation extends to lack of tech-



rent devaluation of the humanities is 
symptomatic of the broader down 
grading of public education itself . 
Thus it is perhaps only those of us 
in the humanities who have already 
faced the bulk of funding cuts who 
can clearly see the framework of our 
destruction, and seeing through our 
destruction, perceive the dismantling 
of the public good enshrined in the 
public university. In other words, as 
the noted cognitive linguist George 
Lakoff has said, "Know your values 
and frame the debate ." The abjection 
of the humanities is not about lack 
of funding. It would be a costly mis 
take to accept this explanation. It is 
also about the erosion of public good, 
and a betrayal of the common peo 
ple by a government now largely in 
the grips of neoliberal market forces. 
It is about changing the experience, 
meaning, and value of public educa 
tion. Dear Committee Members joins 
all of us who asks this question: why 
are the humanities/liberal arts in 
higher education undervalued, un 
derfunded, and underappreciated in 
the current cultural context? 

In "Humanists and the Public 
University," Colleen Lye and her col
leagues at UC Berkeley argue that 
while the intellectual genealogies 
of neoliberalism stretch back to the 
1940s, its political mobilization by 
the new right may be traced to the 
1980s. I would add that neoliberalism 
is no longer the exclusive weapon the 
new right; in the twenty -first century, 
it has crossed boundaries across party 
lines nationally. Couched falsely and 
duplicitously in the register of "enti 
tlement" and "privilege," neoliberal 

policies have divided person against 
person and drained the public collec 
tive of our will to work towards the 
public good. Every institution that 
keeps as its aim the augmentation of 
the public good is its casualty. Rob 
Homing's summation of the casual

ties of neoliberal policies in "Precarity 
and 'affective resistance,"' could have 
been custom -made for the human 
ities, particularly, the liberal arts in 
the age of neoliberalism: 

The state tries to offioad as much of 
the responsibility for maintaining 
a minimum standard of well -being 
for its citizens, while corporations 
simultaneously shift as much of the 
economic risk to their workers, of
fering little in the way of benefits, 
pensions, and security. Individuals 
are expected to bear the burdens 
imposed by recession and fend for 
themselves as much as possible in 
the economy, even as the destruc 
tured work sphere that results from 
post -Fordist reforms demands an 
intensified cooperation among 
workers. The stress of having to 
constantly cooperate and compete 
with coworkers at the same time is 
just another of the emotional bur 
dens that constitute precarity. 

Payne University and Jay Fitger in 
Dear Committee Members, as well as 
many of us who work in the human 
ities/liberal arts, carry this "emotion 
al burden of precarity." Schumach 
er's novel is a detailed exploration of 
the collapse of secure selfhood - the 
creation and nurturance of which is 
the only aim of the Humanities-as 
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dictated by those who do not teach, 
who do not learn, who are outside ac
ademe, and whose only business with 
education is education as business, as 
an economic exchange. Jay Fitger's 
question is right on the mark. 

Schumacher, a professor of Cre 
ative Writing and Eng lish at the 
University of Minnesota, Twin Cities 
campus, has set this delightful romp 
of a novel in the Midwestern campus 
of Payne University, whose motto, ac
cording to Fitger should be "Teach 'til 
it Hurts" (22) in the years 2009 -2010. 
The timing of this epistolary novel is 
crucial in appreciating its matter. The 
troubles faced by Fitger and the En 
glish department are framed against 
the aftermath of the recession of 
2008 when the government bailed 
out the banks and bankrupted higher 
education and social and human ser
vices in the process. A brief digression 
on the 2008 recession and its after 
math for higher education is apropos 
of the novel here. 

A 2014 study of funding cuts to 
public higher education by Demos 
entitled "The Great Cost Shift Con 
tinues" indicates that nationwide, all 
states, with the exception of the oil 
boom state of North Dakota, re
sponded to the deleterious effects of 
the 2008 financial downturn by cut 
ting state appropriations for higher 
education budgets with an average 
of 25 percent decline in per student 
funding between 2006 -07 and 2011-
12.1 As reported in Demos, there is an 
element of human will and a para
digm change invoked in these cuts to 
higher education funding. The reces
sion acted as a catalyst to redefine the 
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relationship between the people and 
the government, perhaps irrevers 
ibly now . The recession sanctioned 
states to disinvest in higher education 
during economic downturns, but it 
also made it possible for states to af
firm their inability or unwillingness 
to restore funding levels during times 
of economic expansion (Hiltonsmith 
and Draut) . Average tuition at 4-year 
public schools now consumes more 
than 15 percent of the median house 
hold income in most states, while av
erage total cost including room and 
board consumes more than one third 
of the median household income. 
The average student tuition rates have 
increased by 20 percent in the years 
since the recession, while Arizona and 
California have raised it by more than 
66 percent (Hiltonsmith and Draut). 
Pub lic higher education can bank 
rupt you. 

Neoliberalism, with its soft mis 
leading inclusion of the word "liber
al" in it, is the ideological and epis

temological scaffolding that holds 
up the abandonment of the common 
people by the government, leaving 
them to fight for survival at the mer
cy of unfiltered market processes . The 
neoliberal whitewashing of public 
higher education has come with its 
own terminology; for instance, the 
previous chancellor of the affluent 
North Dakota University system 
was referred to as "a true CEO" by 
his colleagues in the legislature. 2 A 
Fall 2011 specia l issue of Representa

tions indeed devoted an entire issue 
of the journal to assess the present 
and future of the public university, 
while making the case that the cur-



"Let the Academic Year Begin!" The Work of 
Humanities in the Age ofNeoliberalism 

Gayatri Devi 

"Under whose aegis was it decided chat 
Economics and English should share a 
building? Were criteria ocher than the 

alphabet considered?" 
-Professor Jay Fitger, 

Dear Committee Members 

"There is no such thing as a self-made 
man. Every businessman has used the 

vast American infrastructure, which the 
taxpayers paid for, to make his money." 

-George Lakoff, The All New Don't 

Think of an Elephant: Know Your Values 

and Frame the Debate 

It is, admittedly, a bit of a bilious 
hyperbole for Jay Fitger, Professor 

of Creative Writing and English in 
Julie Schumacher's crisp new novel 
Dear Committee Members to ascribe 
nothing but the alphabet in common 
between the disciplines of Econom 
ics and English . Not to begrudge 
our colleagues in the pecuniary sci
ences their comfortable quarters in 
academe, but there is some truth 
to Fitger's allusion to the role mon
ey plays in the ultimate aims of the 
two disciplines. After all, the gener
al public, whose voices our elected 
representatives purport to adhere to 
in making their higher education ap
propriations, is less skeptical of Eco 
nomics than they are of the uses of 
an English degree. English, the Fine 
Arts, and Foreign Languages are par
ticularly maligned in popular imagi-

Julie Schumacher, Dear 

Committee Members. New York: 
Doubleday, 2014. Pp. 180, $22.95 hb. 

nation as a waste of time and money. 
On academic fairs days and majors 
days on most university campuses 
across the nation, faculty representa 
tives are encouraged to speak of the 
afterlife of an English degree, which 
always boils down to only one ques 
tion, really : how much money can 
you make with a degree in English? 
What kind of jobs can you get with a 
degree in English? Is it a meal ticket? 

At the institution where I teach, for 
instance, I answer this question from 
skeptical parents and the dwindling 
numbers of freshmen interested in the 
English major. I tell them about all the 
usual harbors we English majors vis
it: graduate school and the doctorate, 
teaching, technical writing, business 
writing, creative writing, publishing 
and the editing industry, law school, 
journalism etc. Lately, I have begun 
to hear myself say these things to my 
watchful audience, and it has struck 
me with renewed conviction that I 
and my discipline, English, are not 
evaluated for our merits by my peers, 
or my students, or any intellectual, or 
aesthetic criteria anymore. Our worth 
is assessed by another set of metrics 
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Not erased. Equations painted 

The Archimedes Palimpsest 
Katharine Coles 

Over. Curious mathematics. A leaf 

A spiral a ghost fluttering 
The edge of vision, a style of inquiry all there is 

To find out. So 
Give it up: evangelists here live in 

Color, mouths popped around 
(Leaves disappear in flight) 

New truth. Beneath, behind, 
A set of pieces can be 

Arranged in the farm of a square. What did 
Archimedes draw? Straight lines 

Off-kilter floating bodies 
(Old -time preachers again) more like 

Examples than proofs turn instead to 
A radical idealization. If time is not a river 

Maybe one mind absorbs 
Into another then bleeds out accumulated 

Catastrophes, not every advance 
Improvement. The past 

As it will be, hints 
And layers recoverable: 

Interpreted 
Not known. 

the diagram shows 

The Archimedes Palimpsest. This poem is a manipulated erasure of Edward Rothscein's 

"Finding Arch imedes in the Shadows," New York Times, October 17, 2011. 
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The Body is No Scientist 
Katharine Coles 

1. It wants to live or die without regard to medical evidence. 

2. It takes its elixir or spits it out, craves touch and shies away. 

3. It won't examine reasons . 

4. It loves the slick of butter on its tongue, will suck the marrow in until it 
pukes, stretches its skin out at noon, and stares at the sun until its sight blaz
es into dark. 

5. Didn't it fall in love with the boy packing his fingers around in a fist? 

6 . Didn't it lick its wounds into raw meat, then forget? 

7. My body runs itself to euphoria and beyond, will run until its knees fray 
and buckle and its muscles feed on themselves . 

8 . The clock ticks as if the body attended . 

9. Oh, it's petulant, and spoiled, and full of joy, a dumb, petted animal go
ing grey. 

10. Even drifting away from itself, lovely, it's no philosopher. 

11. It never could count . 
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Fiber Artists Interpret the Elements 
Kim Baird and Virginia Dambach 

A rt quilters are on a constant 
£"\.s earch for inspiration. In 2013, 
we were more than a little shocked 
to discover one of our most fulfilling 
projects drew inspiration from the 
unfamiliar world of chemistry . The 
project we produced is a collaborative 
effort of 22 area fiber artists. (See list 
at end.) When displayed in the classic 
Periodic Table format , the "quilt"
one hundred and eighteen 11 x 11 
inch square artistic interpretations of 
the Elements of the Periodic Table
is 16.5 feet wide by 8.25 feet tall. 

To represent Radium, Virginia 
Dambach used what she learned in 
her research: that young women em
ployed in European watch factories 
wou ld paint the radium onto clock 
faces by hand ; to keep the brush 
points sharp, they would smooth 
them with their lips. All of them were 
dead within two years. A political 

cartoon from a Hearst newspaper 
showed wholesome "Gibson girl" 
lovel ies dipping their paint brushes 
into saucers of radium held out by 
skeletons with macabre grins . The 
element features that cartoon trans
ferred to silk , along with clock faces, 
radiation symbols, and red rhinestone 
lips. The piece is quilted with glow
in -the-dark thread . 

Kim Stenehjem was inspired by 
reading about the relationship be
tween Tantalum and Niobium : so 
closely intertwined in nature and so 
difficult to separate that they were 
named for a father and daughter in 
Greek myth. Her pieces used the 

same fabrics to tie them together vi
sually and portrayed the story of the 
curse laid on them by the gods that 
tied them to their tragic fates . 

Lona Daly Getz interpreted Car
bon by quilting footprints onto hand 
dyed fabric along with suggestions for 
reducing our carbon footprint quilt 
ed in cursive-bike, turn down heat, 
plant a garden, buy used, insulate, 
compost, drink tap water , and more . 

Ryn Pitt, Lead 

The biggest puzzler and the most 
humorous when people finally "get it" 
is Ryn Pitt's Lead . There are clues ev
erywhere-a scene with the curtain 
drawn open to reveal the library book 
background with the easy chair, the 
bright yellow accent, and the piece of 
pipe ... all leading viewers to realize 
it must be Colonel Mustard, in the 
Library with the LEAD pipe . 

Meitnerium gives almost everyone 
pause . Lise Meitner partnered with 
Otto Hahn in the discovery of nu
clear fission. The Nobel Prize com -
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Virginia Darnbrach, Radium 

Jean Back, Meitnerium 
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Caron Lage, Phosphorous 

" ... represents the four colors of 
phosphorous-red, black, blue, 
and white. Phosphorus is often 
used to make matches, and was 
first discovered from some crazy 
person boiling urine .... " 



mittee overlooked Meitner when they Most of us had heard of the Pe

awarded the 1949 Nobel Prize for riodic Table and even remembered 
Chemistry to Hahn. The element, 

created by Jean Back, shows a photo 

of Meitner beneath a glass ceiling. 

What was it that inspired us to create 
our own version of the Periodic Ta

ble of Elements? Designing Quilters, 

founded 30 years ago in the Red Riv
er Valley , formed as a group of tra
ditional quilters who wanted to chal

lenge themselves to go beyond their 
own comfort zones and to explore the 

possibilities of original design. We 've 

done that through the years with var
ious challenges-using shades of a 

single color to create a composition, 

interpreting a piece of music, and 

more. However, by far the most suc
cessful of our efforts was the Elements 

project. The combination of science , 

art , learning, and working together 

was a fascinating and absorbing pro

cess. We have yet to identify a theme 
or topic that comes anywhere near 

re-kindling the momentum and focus 
we found through the Periodic Table 
of Elements . 

We were searching for a theme 

for the year-something we could 

really get into-defined but not too 
defined-structured but not too 
st ructured. A number of "arty" topics 

were proposed over several months 

but nothing really that we could grab 
on to . During our brainstorming ses
sion someone threw out the idea of 
"elements ." We first talked about the 

classic idea of earth, air, wind , and 

fire but kept exploring . When the 
Periodic Table of Elements was men

tioned it struck a chord . 

some of the most common-copper, 

uranium, silver-but none of us were 
scientists or science teachers-or had 
reason to think of the Elements in an 

active way since enduring high school 

and college classes and the required 
rote memorization of virtually in
comprehensive names and numbers. 
Searching for inspiration, we im
mersed ourselves in research to find 

out everything we could about the 

Elements . We read books, searched 
on web sites, and listened to Tom 
Lehrer's hysterical Elements song. We 

made notes regarding colors, prop
erties, uses and abuses, and learned 
about the lives and trials and tragic 

deaths of the scientists who discov
ered the various elements . We dis
cussed our discoveries and shared our 

interpretations. If classroom assign
ments provided a place for science to 
inform art, and art to inspire science 

through an integration of learning 
styles, more than one of the English 
and History majors among us may 

have ended up in the sciences ... or 
at the very least it wouldn't have been 

something we avoided at all costs . 
Excitement built as we refined 

the concept. To give us the maxi

mum amount of freedom to interpret 
the elements we chose, there were 
no rules about format or technique 
other than that each element would 
be a contained 11" x 11" square . We 

could, if we wished, include the 2 let

ter name and/or the atomic number 

but it wasn 't required . Those inter

ested each signed up for two or three 
elements : at least one chosen by the 
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artist, one assigned by the project 
leader. In those early discussions, we 
had absolutely no intention or de
sire to complete the entire Periodic 
Table of Elements. The initial plan 
was to have our two elements com 

pleted in time for a show in eight 
months. At the next month's meeting 
our newest member, Julie Richard 
son, brought her completed element, 
Tungsten . THAT got our attention . 
The newbie had finished first! Julie 
confessed that after our meeting she 
had gone home to find out exactly 
what we were talking about. Having 
attended an art high school, she had 
never heard of the Periodic Table of 
Elements. Although many of us had 
favorites-gold, silver, iron, calci 
um-we weren't far ahead of Julie in 
the broader knowledge department. 
One member wondered if the project 
would be boring since most of the el
ements were gray. 

What had started as a focused effort 
primarily among familiar, comfort
able elements became an 18-month 
obsession for the group . We were on 
fire with inspiration. We were com
pleting our assignment far in ad
vance of the deadline (unusual for 
us) and signing up for new elements 
that caught our fancy . Not too many 
months had passed before we had 50 
completed elements and realized we 
wanted to make all 118 elements and 
exhibit a complete Periodic Table. 
The size of the undertaking was a bit 
daunting: could we really make so 
many 11-inch quilts without becom 
ing repetitive? The answer was "yes." 
And in the process most of us learned 
and remembered more than we ever 

8 

had in high school or college . When 
various Elements were mentioned in 
news stories, our ears perked up and 
we were more than a little smug to 
realize we actually knew what they 
were talking about! 

At each meeting, we began to share 

bits of information we gleaned from 
our research . Each new quilt expand
ed the ways we interpreted our ele
ments-not just the chemical proper 
ties but the history of the science, the 
lives of the scientists, and the social 
impact of the discoveries. 

Project Curator Kim Baird said, 
"We didn 't realize what an adven 
ture this project would become . We 
started reading about the table and 
the elements to get inspiration for 
our designs. What we found were 
wonderful stories about people, cul 
tures, history, art, and politics. Oh, 
and science. With each new element 
we made, we became more creative 
in our interpretations. At our month 
ly meetings, we shared our progress 
and amazed each other with scientific 
knowledge and creative and colorful 
ways to represent yet another sil
very-white metallic element." 

As a group, we were rather de
spondent when the last element was 
completed. We wanted more. We de
cided to create as yet undiscovered el
ements, not only interpreting them as 
11-inch quilts, but also naming and 
describing them in scientific terms 
Martinium (a necessary element for 
civilized life, shaken, not stirred ), 
Menopausium (exists in nature only 
in the female gender), Jargonium (an 
ignoble gas prevalent in nearly every 
profession), and Senilium (an element 



that accumulates in the brain over 
time causing holes to appear in the 
memory) were among the nine creat
ed from dozens of ideas . 

Five of the most recently discov 
ered elements had not been named 
when we comp leted the project. Kim 
Baird created a place holder for each 
one. Since then, Livermorium and 
Flerovium have been named and 
interpretations have been added to 

the placeholder blocks. And we wish 
they'd hurry up and name the rest so 
we can interpret a few more elements! 

The project extended far longer 
than our original 8-month timeline 
but we don't regret the time we de
voted to the learning experience. At 
monthly gatherings, recently com 
pleted elements were shown and 
discussed. Each artist explained her 
process of research, discovery, inspi 
ration, and execution . The more we 
learned, the more we wanted to know. 
Reading the stories of those who dis
covered the elements, we found that 

as artists we had much in common 
with scientists. In both disciplines, 
our individual work builds on that of 
others. We share a love of speculation, 
experimentation, and exploration of 
possibilities. We take incremental 
steps that sometimes lead to exciting 
discoveries. 

Our project has been shown at the 
Indian Summer Quilt Show and the 
Heritage Hjemkomst Center. A book 
of artist statements available at the dis
play explains the inspiration for each 
element quilt block . The project has 
been enjoyed by people of all ages, but 
we are especially thrilled by the excite
ment of the science classes and other 
school groups who came to see the 
Periodic Table. The 135-square foot 
artistic interpretation of the building 
blocks of chemistry appeals to the sci
entist and the artist in all of us. Each 
time we share our Periodic Table with 
the public, we discover an important 
phenomenon: people learn more and 
remember longer when science and art 

are combined. As Lona 
Daley Getz, one of the 
artists, put it, "Science 
provided a framework 
for the creative process. 
Art added interest to the 
scientific principles we 
were learning." 

Julie Richardson, Tungsten 

"My nephew Sean's wedding 
ring is made from tungsten. 
I loved the design carved 
into the ring and decided to 
use it to represent 
this element." 
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Participating Artists 

Rebecca Albright, Alexandria, MN 
Jean Back, Alexandria, MN 
Kim Baird, Fargo, ND 
Vicky Jo Bogart, Fargo, ND 
Tricia Coulson, Moline, IL 
Pamela Davis, Grand Forks, ND 
Clare Degerness, Moorhead, MN 
Lona Daley Getz, Fargo, ND 
Virginia Dambach, Fargo, ND 
Jan Flack, Moorhead, MN 
Karla Rose Hanson, Fargo ND 

Janet Houle, Alexandria, MN 
Joan Huseth, Alexandria, MN 
Caron Lage, St. Cloud, MN 
Jane Lillestol, Alexandria, MN 
Sue Mertz, Fargo, ND 
Debra Mohr, Alexandria, MN 
Ryn Pitts, Fargo, ND 
Julie Richardson, Fargo ND 
Diane Siekaniec, Fargo, ND 
Kim Stenehjem, Fargo, ND 
Mary Ann Waxler, Mapleton, ND 

Mary Ann Waxler, Technetium 

"Technetium is employed in over half of all nuclear medicine procedures. Techne
tium-99m is used to image the skeleton and organs, the heart muscle in particular. 
Myocardial Perfusion Imaging (MPI) uses technetium for detection and prognosis of 
coronary artery disease. 

"Isolated in 1937, Technetium was the first man-made element. It's produced by bom
barding molybdenum-98 with neutrons." 



"Being a word lover, I'm always interested 
in where the names come from. Nickel 
(licde Nick) was the name of a mountain 
spirit in Germany. He lived in the copper 
mines, and sometimes played tricks on 
the miners. For instance, some copper ore 
would not yield any copper, so the miners 
blamed chat on the spirit and called it 
'nickel copper.' 

"Eventually, another metal was found 
in chat ore, and of course, it became 
nickel. It's used in stainless steel. Nickel is 
pictured on some faux stainless steel, and a 
nickel coin has been attached like a sish 
a mirror." 
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Kim Baird, Nickel 
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Oliver Sacks: A Portrait of the Artist 
as Neuroscientist (1933-2015) 

Dan Shanahan 

Though the exchanges were brief 
and spaced far apart, I had the 

good fortune to have corresponded 
several times with Oliver Sacks over 
the years. Tellingly, they were always 
by what we today call "snail mail": I 
would write a letter, he would reply 
by mail. Somehow, it seemed ap
propriate to the man whom Robin 
Williams would only superficially 
capture in the 1990 film, Awakenings . 

On two of those occasions, I was 
sending Sacks copies of my books (I'd 
mentioned him as an influence in the 
first, thought of him as having been 
part of the inspiration to writing the 
second), and his replies were, for a 
man already as famous as he was, re
markably cordial - even humble. Af
ter I'd sent him the second book, an 
attempt to address the imbalance in 
neuroscience's attitude toward emo 
tion with respect to language and the 
brain , he complemented my effort to 
take on such a sweeping topic, char 
acterizing his own work as "narrow." 

I chuckled heartily when I read 
those words . The last word appropri
ate to the work of Oliver Sacks, the 
man who opened our eyes to how the 
pathological neurological condition 
could be a window-indeed, a sweep
ing vista-into the way in which the 
brain and the body work, would be 
"narrow," unless it were to under 
score how unique that work was. 

But it was not simply the topics 
of study that made Sacks' work re
markable; it was the method. For, 
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unbeknownst to many, the man who 
looked at subjects who suffered from 
some kind of neurological "lack," be 

it color blindness or the inability to 
hear, suffered himself from arguably 
one of the most baffiing of those mal 
adies, at least to those of us who don't 
suffer from it, agnosia . Sacks could 
not remember the face as an attribute 
of someone he encountered-or even 
knew well. One or more of the re
gions of the brain which allow facial 
recognition, and there are many, suf
fers from some kind of deficit in a case 
like Sacks', making it impossible for 
him to distinguish me, had we ever 
met, from Richard Nixon or Rob 
ert Redford, had he ever met them. 
Sacks' strategy for dealing with what 
would seem to be an unimaginably 
disabling malady was to memorize 
a feature of a person's face: a mole, 
a scar, perhaps a mustache or beard. 
(He might still have confused me with 
Redford: he and I have prominent, 
non -malignant "bumps" on about 
the same region of our upper chins 
that would normally be prime candi 
dates for Sacks ' strategy .) Moreover, 
one could argue that his malady con 
tributed powerfully, if indirectly, to 
the element of his methodology that 
made Sacks' work so inspirational. 

For whether he was looking at what 
he called "The Last Hippie," a young 
man whom a brain tumor had left 
blind and without memory beyond 
a certain year in the progress of the 
tumor and its damage to his brain, 



or the famous "man who mistook his 
wife for a hat," a case of visual agnosia, 
Sacks' great gift was his ability to step 
inside the rea lity of those he studied, 
not simply cerebrally, but emotion 
ally as well. No doubt he felt him
self as "one of them," to paraphrase 
Conrad, and could thus truly enter 
their world. As someone who trod a 
similar path throughout his own life, 
he was equipped to understand more 
fully what it meant to travel in theirs. 

In this sense, Sacks was most truly 
an artist first, a scientist ... let's say 
"next." For, above all, an artist must 
enter the world of his "subject," em
brace it, submerge him or herself in 
it, and then bring its deeper truth to 
the portrait he or she creates, whether 
in music, in painting or sculpture, in 
narrative-or in neuroscience-lest 

he forget he is dealing with real hu 
man beings. He himself said as much 
in a critique of modern psychology 
which I quoted from 1he Man Who 
Mistook His Wife for a Hat in my 
first book: "Modern case histories," 
he said, "allude to the subject in a 
cursory phrase which could as well 
apply to a rat as a human being." 

We might bemoan the fact that 
more researchers - indeed, more prac
titioners of the healing art - don't 
bring this attitude to their work, to 

their subjects, and to those they treat. 
But let's celebrate the fact that one 
of their number left us such a richly 
arrayed set of examples of how that 
attitude illuminates our personal 
understanding, our humility, and 
our humanity. 

Photo by Adam Scourfield. Courtesy of Oliversacks.com 
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We work in shifts. Scientists 
send down their burlap bowls of bone 
from the warehouse: plastered jackets 

of dinosaur haunch or skull shards hacked out 
from the desert which we, 

volunteer retirees , or 50-year old lay offs like me 
drill into, hunched in a lab breathing in 
180 million year-old dust. We 'd choke 

on the crusts of ancient lake beds 
but for the ventilators : purple nozzles thick as trunks 
of mastadon. Paleo, they call me 

at the cafeteria where I while away 
my breaks archiving Help Wanteds and polishing 

my CV, savings dissolved , the house 
reverse-mortgaged. While each Sunday, 
families gather behind bullet-proof glass 
to watch me whittle away 

rocks with scribe and magnifier, bottom 
to top. I chisel out shapes I barely see 
from the field notes we've been given . Here 

are bones ' regions, era, harvest date: facts 
too general and specific at once for me to puzzle out 
whatever mysteries I'm meant to deliver, enriching 

other reputations with my work, hours 
harnessed to the pistol grip of 
"American Dream": my nickname 

for the red, white, and blue airscribe pump 
whose air bursts can crack stone. The backbone 
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Paleo 
Paisley Rekdal 



of our museum, our head curator called it 
in passing, watching me wield its tungsten needle. 

Or did he mean me? I must admit: I lose myself 
in this: scribing away silt and shrouds 
of root fiber, worrying the box 

of shredded museum receipts 
at my feet: jacket stuffing 

for my finished products. If this 
is what clothes science, I like to joke, maybe the IRS 
should start funding me! At home, I fantasize 

of taking parts from every table and, 
in private, marrying 

the blackened hips of an allosaurus 
to the needle nose of plytosaur, its petrified skin 
pebbled as the practice block on which I chipped 

my first drill bit. What a fabulous creature 
I could make, if given the opportunity: like the fabled 

brontosaurus, whose head I heard a volunteer say 
never belonged to its body. A classic 

field mistake that still persists, preserved 
in our imaginations by its shape 
of misread menace and the childish crowds 
it still gathers. Who is to say 

this job is solely about accuracy? Perhaps mistake 
is science's most profitable 
asset, along with the museum's 
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inherent sense of theater, proved by these lines 
near our model tar pits where skeletons 

still tear each other to bits 

in mock war; the glassy, saw-toothed jaw 
of our ticket counter's T-Rex 

snapping the back of a minor scavenger. 
If our true labor is to construct a repository 

of dreams, perhaps my creature might make 
my name; at least our museum's future . 

And who would find the evidence of my scheme 
till years later, my fraud swaddled 
in its soft new jacket, stacked and shelved in the warehouse 

to be unearthed after my death? Lost 
among these rows of other bones, windfall 
for some paid researcher to dig out from layers 

of burlap , toilet paper, and shredded credit cards. 
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Title: Missing 
(Conversations With My Father) 

Deborah Elliott Deutschman 

" I t's as if we're making harnesses 
for horses for fire trucks and the 

rest of the world is going up in rock 
ets to other planets," my father says 
to me. 

We always end up talking about 
writing-coming back to our favorite 
subject . 

My father calls from the country. We 
talk about two of his writer -friends' 
latest reviews-or, rather, for one 
friend her interview-in 1he New York 
Times he hasn't seen yet, and the oth 
er the good review he got in 1he Wall 
Street journal. My father's wife- my 
stepmother-told him. "She's coming 
back in a little while," he adds. 

"You must feel kind of isolated up 
there?" I ask, picturing my father in 
his study, a converted shack, next to 
their house off a dead -end road in the 
middle of the woods in Connecticut. 

"No, it's kind of nice and quiet," 
my father says. My stepmother drove 
into the city this week and he's been 
left without a car; the newspaper 
hasn 't been delivered for the last two 
days because their road hasn't been 
cleared yet from the snowstorm. ''I've 
been working pretty well, and you 
know, time just goes by. It's like she 
just left this morning instead of
what is it, Thursday, right? Instead of 
three days ago . It gets kind of lonely 
at night-you know, in the evenings, 
when I stop working . Otherwise, it's 
as if she just left this morning. It's 
really strange. You realize a who le 

other dimension of time," he starts 
ruminating. "It's Thursday and she's 
coming back up tonight, and it was 
just last Thursday two seconds ago. 
It's like being on a spinning board. 
Put it in a book," he says, summing 
up, "when you write something 
about time." 

His birthday is tomorrow. I men 
tion something about it, celebrat 
ing when he comes into the city 
next week. 

He gives his usual disparaging com 
ment about his birthday, what's -there 
to -celebrate -he's-just -getting -older. 

"It's a big number," he says. "Un
equivocally into the seventies." And 
this sets him off onto another varia
tion: "You can't kid yourself. I wake 
up in the morning and I lose my bal
ance . You try to kid yourself, say it's 
temporary ." 

"What do you mean you lose your 
balance?" I ask, thrown . 

"Oh, my legs. I've got problems 
with my circulation." 

"Are you doing enough exercises?" 
"Yes, but I stopped going to the 

gym since I've really come to grips 
with the book. I lose the whole morn
ing . It's eleven o'clock before I can get 
to work." 

"It's your health," I say. "Nothing's 
more important . You got to get your 
heart racing." 

"I know all about that," he says, im
patiently. "I go for long walks." 

"It's not the same thing. You've got 
to get your heart-" 
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"I do," he cuts me off. "I know all 
about it . I'm fine. I'm just depressed 
about time, getting older . And I just 
get so tired all the time." 

These are all things I certainly don't 
want to hear. "You're the advance 
guard," I try to bring a lighter tone. 

"You're supposed to tell me all the 
benefits, you're supposed to tell me 
all the good things. How you've got 
more perspective-" I say the first 
thing that comes to mind, realizing it 
sounds rather lame. 

"My mind is good," he goes on re
ally more talking to himself. "I've got 
all kinds of things I want to work on, 
when I finish this book - but it's the 
body, it's really strange. It's as if it's 
happening to someone else." 

"How's the book coming along?" 
I ask, changing to a more positive sub 
ject. 

We talk about his book, the nov
el he has been working on for some 
time. In the middle of a sentence, he 
says, "It's going to snow here," clear
ly thinking aloud, having looked 
out the windows of his study . "Why 
don't you come up next weekend?" 
he asks, winding down the conversa 
tion. We've been on the phone quite 
a while . And I say, as I usually do, 
"Maybe I will. One of these days I 
will. I just have to finish this story I'm 
on now- and also some poems ." 

"There aren't any answers," my father 
says to me one afternoon in New York 
City, "only questions. That sounds 
like a quote, doesn't it?" 

"Yes," I say, trying to remem
ber who said that. Gertrude Stein? 
Henry James? But the time between 
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us is long past clever exchanges . 
"It's not just mine?" he asks, sud 

denly uncertain . 
"Maybe it is," I say. 
We are seated at one of the few re

maining coffee shops on Broadway, 
to get out of the cold. He is waiting 

to pick up the Xerox of his manu 
script at the small Xerox place he 
always goes to around the corne r on 
Amsterdam Avenue, so that it can be 
sent out again . He has a bulky wool 
scarf around his neck he brought back 
from Colombia years ago when he 
was down there working on a series of 
magazine articles. 

"I don't know," he says, clearly 
somewhere else. "Do you think I 
should cut out that whole first part of 
the book?" 

And we go over all the reasons 
whether he should or not. 

Then he asks me if I remember the 
novel he wrote about the French-Al
gerian war, a novel he never really fin
ished. Of course I do; he has brought 
it up, over the years. 

"Well, I found it the other day in 
one of my old army trunks with some 
of my old papers, up in the attic in 
Sherman . I was going through some 
stuff. And, you know, I started to read 
it. It's really not bad ." 

"No, I know, it was really good," I 

say. "You remember, you gave it to me 
to read years ago?" 

"Yeah, you're right ." He has an 
intake of breath, bites his lower lip, 
doesn't say what he is probably think
ing, how maybe he should go back 
and try to revise it . "God ," he shakes 
his head . "Remember what crazy 
times those were?" 



My father and I often talk about 
the past-that is, it always, some 
how, comes up-when we're together 
alone or even with other people; if my 
mother is present, it's a given. We talk 
about the past, "The crazy years," as 
my father and I call them. After he 
and my mother separated, when I was 
a child. When we lived in France . And 
everything unraveled.All the crazy 
events. Crazy stories, characters. 

"Where was I during those years?" 
he asks. "Tuned out," he answers 
himself 

"Tuned out-what about that for 
the title of those years?" I say, on cue. 
One of our favorite exchanges: Titles, 
for stories or books or poems. 

I go over to see my father with 
my mother. 

My father has a stiff neck and is in 
such pain he can hard ly move. He is 
in his pajamas and bathrobe, in his 
leather wing chair in the living room . 
Behind him, on the lit, white alcove 

display shelves, the various carved 
wood figures he brought back from 
Gabon when he was with AID and 
also doing a story on Albert Sch
weitzer; wood figures from the Phil 
ippines when he was doing a series of 
articles there; and the small brass and 
clay figures from India when he was 
with Newsweek. 

We sit in the living room of the 
apartment off Central Park West
my father, my mother and I. My 
stepmother is at a symposium on 
Contemporary Landscape Design at 
Columbia. (My stepmother, an editor, 
has edited a big book on landscapes.) 
A Sunday afternoon in the winter, 

waiting for my stepmother, in order 
to exchange Christmas presents-two 
months late. An eccentric extend
ed family in a play (my father, the 
evolved Jewish citizen-of-the -world, 
with his Catholic wife and WASP ex
wife, and hybrid daughter). 

"Well, you look pretty good," my 
father says, with a questioning inflec
tion-his usual double-entendres, to 
my mother. They have an old, com 
plex exchange: he sort of goads her 
and, in true WASP form, she remains 
oblivious. "What's new? Give me 
some news from the outside world." 

My mother tells us about the new 
Mondrian show at the gallery. (My 
mother is with a prestigious contem
porary art gallery.) 

"Look at this," my father inter 
rupts my mother in the middle of a 
sentence, as he gingerly tries to get up 
out of his chair. "What if I never get 
better?" he sits back down. 

"Of course you're going to get bet 
ter," my mother says. 

"Now I know what it's like to real
ly be old," he goes on, the writer who 
has his lines to deliver. "This is what 
it's going to be like?" he pauses, for ef
fect. "Here's The 900 Year Old Man," 
he says, bemoaning his invalid state. 
"Sick people ought to be shot." 

"Well, I don't know anyone who 
hasn't been sick at one time or anoth
er," my mother says, looking at my 
father in a way that it is clear she is re
lieved she's no longer with him-and 
that it is good he is married to some 
one younger . 

"I hate sick people, sick people took 
my parents away," he says, in a little 
boy voice, regressing in full to this 
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part he's playing. (Both his parents 
were doctors .) 

"Is that what you really fe lt?" I ask, 
struck by the revelation. "You never 
said anything about that before." 

"Of course , that's the way I felt. Sick 

people took my parents away. They al
ways had time for sick people and not 
much time for me, or my brother. You 
don't know what it was like. My father 
couldn 't take part in father -son days at 
school-" 

"You're serious?" I'm not sure if he's 
not putting us on. 

"I think you've been cooped 
up in the apartment too long," my 
mother says. "Maybe you need to get 
some air." 

"Or he'd suddenly have to leave," 
my father goes on, not really listen 
ing, reminiscing, embellishing this 
new version of his childhood. 

My stepmother returns from 
her symposium at Columbia, and 
we have our exchange of Christmas 
presents . 

Message on the answering machine 
from my father : "Oh, hello? Just want 
to talk to my daughter - nobody's 
there?" In a tone of both puzzlement 
and disappointment-almost some 
one not accustomed to answering ma
chines, even though he has lived with 
one for well over a decade . 

"I guess you're asleep, are you? Is 
she asleep?" he asks, more as if who 
knows what other people might also 
have access to my answering machine: 
ex-husband or not so-ex, or "friend"? 
The befuddled parent -role of not tak-
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ing anything for granted with your 
adult children : who knows what their 
lives are really like . 

"Well, hmm . .. "(Pause)" ... I'm in 
New York. I'm going to leave in about 
half -an -hour. I just thought I'd report 
to you-about the ... " (Another series 

of pauses .) " . . . party yesterday. Saw 
all kinds of people-" (And he goes 
on, naming his writer friends and 
mine that he saw, and also my agent) 
" ... a lot of other people . Call me in 
the country-or in New York if you 
get up in the next few minutes O.K.? 
'Bye."' 

My father says to me, "What can I tell 
you?" We've been talking-about his 
new book and a poem of mine I'd just 
given him, and the last books we've 
read . We're seated at the long dining 
table in his living room. I'd come for 
a few minutes; the afternoon is going 
by. 

He nods, mock -seriously. "What 
I've learned from my time on earth: 
tight shoes hurt, time passes, coffee 
wakes you up," he ticks off in a sing
song, "computers can drive you crazy, 
time can be wasted, cast not pearls 
before swine unless you're prepared to 
grovel in the mud with them. What 
else can I tell you?" 

"Write?" I ask. "Start on something 
else?" (I'd just finished what I thought 
was the last draft of my novel.) 

"Right," he says, "c'mon, get started 
on something else." 



NOTES FROM AN OLD NOTE - father, always the altruist, would say. 
BOOK OF MINE "We had to survive." 

On my father-

It was as if he had imperceptibly 
entered another country, the country 
of old age. 

THE LAST TRAIN 
(notes for a novel) 

And the rest is history. He would 
leave-my father would leave the 
terrible place, the small old city in 
the north with its damp foggy win
ters that his family had thought of as 
home, and join his brother in the un
derground. 

But my father would always say, "It 
was an accident. By chance, one day 
I got into a conversation with a boy 
about my age at a trolley stop near 
the train station, where there were no 
trains anymore. But there had been 
rumors, perhaps one last train might 
be allowed out that night and that 

if you had enough money to bribe 
someone you might be able to get 
a ticket-and the necessary forged 
papers. 

"And that is how it all began. The 
years in hiding, in flight, and the invis
ible underground network," he would 
motion with his hands, as if conjur
ing nebulous forms through the air, 
as if relaying proof of higher mysteri 
ous powers. "But it's all part of some 
imaginary fiction now," he would add. 
"The stories have now been so exag
gerated, no one knows anymore what 
the truth is. There was a war. It was 
simply about survival, that's all," my 

(Notes for a novel-that would re
main only notes.) 

AUTUMN SUNLIGHT 

My father and I sit at a cafe terrace 
on Columbus Avenue. In the autumn 
sunlight. My father has on his Paki
stani Patan gray wool cap he brought 
back from when he was covering the 
Pakistani-Indian war in the North 
West Frontier-Kipling Country, as 
he calls it. 

Act II in a two -act play, the final 
scenes: the two characters try to talk, 
but it's all in ellipses and fragments of 
monologues; codes; dredging up the 
past and rifling through all kinds of 
explosive material. And then, they're 
back, pulling into a harbor, on solid 
ground again. In the known world, 
in the controlled environment-the 
only refuge: writing. They talk about 
writing, what they are "working on." 

In the autumn sunlight. One of 
our exchanges on the run. At a coffee 
place, a pit stop in the midst of city 
travels. 

And then I would often walk back 
with my father to his building, as I 
was worried about his falling-and 
also just to spend a few more minutes 
with him. 

MUTE POET 

"The tide is the Mute Poet," my fa
ther tells me-instructs me, "when 
you write about me," as he sits in a 
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padded medical chair by his bed, in 
the hospital. 

His eyes are half-closed, as if he's al
ready stepping out beyond time, as if 
he's already wherever he will no longer 
be himself but whatever he will be. 

"One thing you're not is mute," 

I say. But he doesn't really hear me 
and goes on, "That's what I am, a 
mute poet." 

ANOTHER CRUSADE 

I stand next to him, holding his hand, 
touching his smooth forehead. He 
is gaunt, unshaven, white and gray 
stubble of beard on his cheeks, the 
lower part of his face hidden in the 
neck brace he's had on for the last 
weeks, since the surgery. He looks like 
a wounded ancient knight from the 
time of the Crusades. 

He is the captive knight: the pu
rity of higher holy orders is appar
ent, the mythical aura of a great 
voyager and his Grail, and the dry 
compressed crystalline air of the des
ert, here, in the enclosed atmosphere 
of the hospital. 

TITLE 

"I have a new title for you," my father 

says to me from his hospital bed, when 
we speak on the phone, one morning 
that winter. '"Accourrements.' The 
accoutrements of living-I'll tell you 
what I mean when I see you. About 
some of the pretty basic functions of 
life I'm having to deal with - and all 
the accoutrements thereof. It's like it 
was in the army ." 
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CIVILIANS 

"Get out of here!" he says, from his 
hospital bed, raising his voice, visibly 
agitated - throwing off all his covers, 
as my stepmother and I are saying 
goodnight to him. 

A nurse and an aide are trying to 

take some blood, to find out why he 
is having such an adverse reaction to 
the new medication. Shaken, I go wait 
outside the room. 

"Get out of here!" I hear him 
screaming at my stepmother, who is 
still in the room with him. "You're just 
a civilian ." 

Harking back to his War Days, 
when he was in an army hospital for 
more than six months, after his acci
dent. 

OLD 

"It was the first time I didn't say, I'm 
not old, who are you talking about?" 
my father tells me about the dentist, at 
the VA hospital, who said something 
about this is what happens when you 
get old . 

"It's the first time I didn't respond, 
who me? Because I guess I am . Is 
it strange to think of me as old?" 
he asks. 

"It is," I say. "It's very abstract." 

"Tuned Our/Tuned In is a good 
title," he says. "Listen to me about ti
tles. That's the title." 

He looks at me to convey he is im
parting important information. My 
Final/Master Title Consultant, the 
One who knows, the Great Jeweler 
of Words. The Master Wordsmith, 



whose small invisible scales weigh and 
calibrate the precise and exact tex
tures and values of nebulous worlds 
of words . 

"I go to The Club," he says. 
"What club?" I ask, suspiciously. 
"You know that place," he says, 

specifying that it is indeed that place 
on Amsterdam Avenue, the funeral 
home. "Every few weeks someone I 
know dies." 

"I hate that place," I say. 
"Well, put it in something," he 

says. But then he looks at me. "Why 
should I give you material? You have 
enough material," he says-with his 
ironic smile. 

"Did you see this?" he indicates 
the headlines about Iraq in The New 
York Times on the coffee table, across 
from him in his wheelchair, in the liv
ing room. "The latest? It's just anoth
er political ploy." And we talk about 
Iraq. Then, there's a pause. "How's the 
book going?" he asks. 

And we're back to talking about 
writing. Again. 

IN THE WORLD OF THE SNOW 

It is snowing as my father and I head 
out across the tundra in the snow, 
through the shrouds of the world of 
snow- the mourning, pale white loss 
of sorrow that is also a blessing, mis
guided white flowers of spring scatter
ing everywhere in the sudden gusts of 
wind, piecemeal bits of petals/flakes. 
Across the world of snow we go, head
ing out into the unknown, for the 
hunt-The Great Hunt of Words, my 

father and I, warrior dreamers. From 
the tribe of Dreamers, who dream 
only of words. 

We go out into the storm, the snow 
lashing away in all directions . Into 
this unleashed white desert, howl
ing wind and snow, gripped in the 
throes of this sandstorm of snow. 
Two bundled, goggled forms. Com
municating telepathically-linked to 
gether, bound in this great search. We 
could be astronauts out in alien space, 
underwater divers in heavy, leaden 
antique suits and helmets, voyagers in 
another world. 

Within seconds, we are lost, unable 
to see, having no idea where we are, if 
we are even moving . Somnambulists. 
In this nether world. But we keep 
on, half-blind, groping our way
wherever it is that we are-in this 
imaginary country . 

"What is that?" my father says, 
wordlessly. He has made no sound, 
but I can hear his voice. "Listen." 

I listen. But all I hear is silence. "It's 
only the snow," I convey to him, also 
wordlessly. 

And we go on, out into the great 
white wilderness . "It's all about 
dreams," I tell him, without speaking, 
as in a dream. 

"Yes, it's all about dreaming," he re
plies, again wordlessly. 

And so we keep going, feeling our 
way, in the invisible world of the snow. 
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In your watercolor of ancient days, they battle: lips lift 
from sharp teeth. Venomous tongues 

Duria Antiquior 
Kimberly Miller 

make ready. The guarded cells inside the bones opened 
under my hands, my pick, the scratch 

of paring knife that nicked away matrix . Their limbs grew 
muscle beneath these hands. Coursed again 

with the naked taste of flesh, the slide of skin on skin . A volition 
and compulsion like my own: touch, taste, take. 

What we know is a glove. We put it on, 
we remove it, we fold it again into its drawer. 

Necks snake and ess, curl backward 
into mortality . You've painted my saurians' throes, 

Dabbed stolid life onto bones. Should I touch 
your painting, the reddened sea will spray 

my hands . Should I-like all who hunger - grow so reckless . 

Duria Antiquior: "Duria antiquior - A More Ancient Dorset," a painting 
by Henry De La Beche, portrays Mary Anning's major fossil finds as living 
creatures. De La Beche, Anning's friend from youth, generously created the 
painting as an original from which reproductions could be sold. His inten 
tion was to provide the often destitute Anning with additional, dependable 
income . Some Anning biographers speculate that De la Beche may have 
been the object of Anning's unrequited affection. 
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The Subtraction Artist 
Kimberly Miller 

One day, the gentleman tourists will bring their picks, their tedious 
need to keep. They'll chip away and find a never-seen form . Unearth 

a woman made of shell and stone, her hair coiled into a sugary 
cone, one wide hand wrapped around the horn 

of a conch held to her ear, her other hand reigning hard the jaw 
of a monster coaxed from time. See how she listens, monument 

to her own secrets! Observe: the sand-crusted hem of her skirt 
swirled, arrested into a rough tail, scale-scattered shape 

she used to steer this tossed world . Each day she turned a little more 
mineral, a little less flesh, till she had nothing to want, nothing 

to miss, her memory solid against the salted wind, cast 
in what she loved well and without end . 

Note: The finds of early fossilise Mary Anning (1799-1847) laid the material 
foundation on which some of her male contemporaries were able to build 
theories and publish papers that bolstered their careers, while Anning con

tinued to live in poverty . 
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Art and Science: Symbiotic Twin Siblings 
Tom Leskiw 

'~s a writer, Rachel Carson used words to reveal 

the poetry-which is to say the essential truth 

and meaning-at the core of any scientific fact. 

She sought the knowledge that is essential to ap

preciate the extent of the unknown. " 

-Paul Brooks, Carson's friend and editor 

at Houghton Miffiin 

A rt and science, at their core, are 
.1""1.about discovery. Both paths can 
be circuitous; it's not unusual for ei
ther artists or scientists to uncover 
something vital that they weren't even 
seeking. Their voyage of discovery 
can be solitary or an act of collabora
tion . Often, this is followed by a de
sire to share what they've found with 
others . Then their focus shifts from 
studio, rehearsal hall, or laboratory 
to gallery, conference presentation, 
or the arduous process of writing and 
publishing a peer-reviewed paper. 
So, as disparate as their methods and 
venues might appear, both the artist 
and scientist are, in fact, storytellers . 

The goals of scientific writing vary 
from literary works, as do their tech
niques. The goal of scientific writing 
is to inform and educate; as a result, 
the presence of an author's voice is 
frowned upon and the paper usually 
conforms to an established template : 
Introduction, Materials and Meth
ods , Results, Discussion. Although 
the goal of literary writing also can 
be to educate, its core goals often are 

to entertain and inspire, and, on oc
casion, incite and inflame. The chief 
techniques of literary works favor 
character development and trans
formation, narrative arc, and in the 
case of the essay, a strong, compel
ling voice is encouraged-one that, 
by arguing persuasively, is allowed to 
serve as an advocate for a particular 
position. 

Oral storytelling is an art as old as 
language itself. During the Middle 

Ages, storytellers that traveled widely 
were known as troubadours or min
strels. Their ability to entertain with 
news and stories from afar rendered 
them fixtures, from marketplaces to 
honored members of royal courts. 
Although raconteurs aren't as nu
merous or esteemed as highly as they 
once were, we still encounter them: 
a grandfather passing along bits of 
wisdom he's gleaned along the way or 
an aunt relaying word of how things 
were during her youth. 

Despite the obvious differences be
tween oral and written storytelling, 
the audience is eager to engage by 
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listening to or reading the concoction of a master storyteller. Whereas, we're 
quick to shy away from the inept writer or storyteller that-akin to the onset 
of a post-Thanksgiving shot of tryptophan-sees us nodding out long before 
the tale's climax . 

Stories that engage the audience-as opposed to those that turn us away
beg the question: what are the elements that make a good story? Characters 
that embody a universal experience; a narrative arc that includes revelation or 

transformation; and elements of pathos, dramatic tension, even suspense, all 
contribute to a superior story. As do lyrical language: strong, evocative adjec
tives, verbs, and dialogue that places the reader or listener at the center of the 
action . Also, a story's voice-even if subtle, especially if subtle-that conveys 
that the characters and events matter. 
In this respect, it strikes me that stories 
of pure , peer-reviewed science are at a 
disadvantage for writers of this genre 
are encouraged to purge poetics, voice, 
and wonder from their writing. 

Science lies at the core of much of 
my writing and of those writers I most 
admire . On the surface, art and sci
ence appear to be siblings who've cho 
sen separate paths . However, a closer, 
more -detailed inspection reveals a 
kind of symbiosis : science seeks an
swers to questions deemed important 
to humanity . Meanwhile , the layper
son is a more enthusiastic supporter 
of scientific inquiry when the story of 
these discoveries-the interpretation 
and contextualization of the results
engages not only our intelligence, 
but also our imagination and sense 
of wonder. In accepting the National 
Book Award for nonfiction in 1952 
for The Sea Around Us, Rachel Carson 
said, "There is no such thing as a sepa
rate literature of science, since the aim 
of science is to discover and illuminate 
the truth, which is also the aim of all 
true literature." 
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Here's a recent illustration of art and science working in harmony: About 
1,500 pairs each of Laysan and Black-footed Albatrosses nest at Tern Island, 
a remote coral atoll that is part of the Hawaiian Islands National Wildlife 
Refuge . These large seabirds-the wingspan of a Black-footed Albatross can 
be up to 8 feet-lay only one egg per year. 

Scientists have known for years that adult albatrosses often leave their new
ly hatched nestlings-capable of going ten days without a meal-and vanish 
for a week or two at a time . Although adult Laysan and Black-footed Alba

~ 
science 
ha, a double 

trosses have long been sighted within 40 miles 
of the West Coast of the United States during 
their breeding season, researchers believed that 
these wanderers must have been non-breed
ers. Where Tern Island's breeding birds went 
to during their sabbatical from their nests re
mained a mystery . 

That is, until January 1998, when researchers 
at The Albatross Project, based at Wake Forest 
University in North Carolina, fastened radio 
transmitters to 26 albatrosses nesting on Tern 
Island . Using radio telemetry, the transmitters 
began to beam data to satellites stationed over 
the Pacific that noted the latitude and longi
tude of each bird . 

The discovery of where these breeding birds 
went stunned even seasoned biologists: one 
Laysan Albatross flew more than 2,000 miles 

to a specific place on a small island in the 
Aleutians, flew back to Tern Island, stayed for 
only one day, then flew straight back to the 
same place on the same Aleutian island . Other 
tagged albatrosses flew across the Pacific to just 
offshore of San Francisco. 

Why would these birds make a trans-oceanic 
voyage when their chicks were still in the nest? 
The answer is food . The warmer, sub-tropical 
waters that surround the Hawaiian Islands are 
actually less productive than those along the 
West Coast, where strong winds jump-start the 
food chain via upwelling, the process of nutri
ent transport from deeper water to the surface. 
These productive waters are a boon for squid, 
the albatross's primary food . After squid mate, 
they usually die-thousands and thousands 
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of individuals, which simplifies the 
bird's search for food . Albatross di
gest the squid, later regurgitating the 
oily, fat-rich slurry for its young back 
on Tern Island . 

During the life of The Albatross 
Project, more than 1,000 schoolchil

dren received updates in real time 
and helped track the location of the 
tagged birds. One Laysan Albatross 
was dubbed "Al" by the schoolchil
dren. The adults' temporary aban
donment of their chick during their 
quest for food contains many of the 
elements necessary for a compelling 
story: danger, suspense, conflict re
quiring resolution, and characters 
that we care about . But the tale would 
never have come to light without the 
project's grounding in science and 
technology: the placement of a radio 
transmitter onto adult albatrosses . It 
was our ability to follow their prog
ress in real time as they made their 
way across the Pacific that gave us a 
front row seat to miracle and wonder. 

The tale's poignancy and geograph
ical scope allowed young students 
and others to transfer the empathy 
they felt for Al onto the species as a 
whole. What child or adult can fail 
to be captivated by the knowledge 
that-despite the vastness of the Pa
cific Ocean-we know with certainty 
that, just yesterday, the bird known 
as Al had been 200 miles offshore of 
southern Oregon? 

Despite the political firestorm that 
accompanied Silent Spring, Carson 
never wavered in her belief that scien-
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tists must play a key role in educating 
ordinary citizens. Regarding pesti
cides, she wrote, "The public must 
decide whether it wishes to continue 
on the present road, and it can do so 
only when in full possession of the 
facts." Carson's vision of an engaged 
public has borne abundant fruit in 
the Internet age. An array of pro
grams use citizen-scientists-eBird, 
Wirness for Wildlife, Project Feed
erwatch-to track the movements 
of wildlife. New programs seem to 
sprout daily, tracking not only the 
movements of butterflies, dragon
flies, and bats, but also the timing of 
blooming flowers . 

In September 2013, while taking 
the pulse of fall migration in my 
northwestern California neighbor
hood, I spied a Willow Flycatcher. 
This neotropical migrant bird win
ters in Mexico and migrates north 
to breed in the U.S . starting in late 
April. The eBird online checklist 
program, launched in 2002 by the 
Cornell Lab of Ornithology and Na
tional Audubon Society, enables bird
ers and ornithologists to report their 
sightings in real time to a readily 
accessible database . Logging onto 
eBird, I was able to consult an ani
mated migration map created from 
2012 data that-using a series of 

lights, color-keyed to species abun
dance-displayed the flycatcher's 
arrival in spring from Mexico and 
subsequent movement into breeding 
habitat, as far north as the Alaskan 
panhandle. 



The map-officially known as 
STEM, for Spatio-Temporal Ex
ploratory Model-then depicted the 
Willow Flycatcher's autumn exodus 
southward. Spellbound, I replayed 
the map, noting the dendritic pattern 
of the flycatchers' southward flight : 
rivulets of birds conjoining into 
streams, later swelling to mighty riv
ers flowing toward Mexico . 

Watching this varied-hue light
show, it occurred to me that, through 
the alchemical magic of computer 
simulation, I was seeing a vast data
set-autumn sightings of the Wil
low Flycatcher-turned into art . By 
late September, the concentration of 
birds was heaviest in southern Cali
fornia and Arizona, before the lights 
winked out altogether in mid-Octo
ber. The story told by this map was 
riveting and only made possible via 
vast amounts of data recorded by cit
izen-scientists. 

One of the great paradoxes of to
day's world is that the increasing rate 
of species extinction is occurring con
current with our expanded capabili
ties to unlock the secrets about those 
species. In an essay about Clandeboye 
Marsh in Manitoba, writer and con
servationist Aldo Leopold once wrote 
that "education, I fear, is learning to 
see one thing while going blind to 

another" (158). 
One antidote for this condition 

is to foster and promote those sto
ries that meld science-sometimes 
thought of as insignificant or impen
etrable to the layperson-with stories 
that deliver the wonder and drama of 
everyday life, which prompt us to re-

frame our sense of the world. As Ken 
Lamberton writes in Chasing Arizo
na, "Like great art, one of the pur
poses of nature is to disturb, to jar us 
out of our complacency in the world" 
(Lamberton 213). 

We often hear the maxim "Ev
erything is connected." Science has 
now shed light on the complex and 
fascinating link between the remote 
Hawaiian archipelago and the West 
Coast. And the tale of neotropical 
birds that include the Willow Fly
catcher illustrates the interconnected
ness-and need for preservation-of 
habitats used by migrant birds that 
range from British Columbia to Mex
ico. The storylines that have emerged 
in the wake of these scientific discov
eries are epic, awe-inspiring . 

These stories have been instrumen
tal in prompting increased self-exam
ination of our own roles as consum
ers and the part each of us plays in 
environmental degradation. Science 
has introduced us to terms such as 

carrying capacity and sustainability ; 
philosophy and environmental ethics 
are examples of disciplines that have 
incorporated concepts of sustainabil
ity into their curricula. The consider
ation of how and why ethics should 
also inform our relationship with the 
non-human world has influenced dis
ciplines ranging from ecotheology, to 
environmental sociology and geogra
phy, to environmental law. 

Leopold and Carson, both highly 
educated scientists, identified a way 
forward for us when they champi
oned the idea that equal measures of 
art and science are necessary for us 
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to make sense of the world around 
us. They urged us to never forget the 
wonder and mystery inherent in sci
entific discovery . 

Advances in science continue to 
pull back the veil of the unknown, 
illuminating behaviors and phenom

ena that had previously lain just be
yond our grasp to observe . But per
haps the greatest value of stories like 
these might be the part they play in 
awakening us to the quotidian, the 
day-to-day. For once a person's curi
osity has been piqued, his or her eyes 
opened to wonder, the realization 
comes that seemingly mundane plac
es are worthy of exploration: one's 
own backyard or the territory that 
lies slightly further afield, accessible 
to most everyone on foot or bicycle . 
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Subtraction 
Katharine Coles 

"The black art of 'borrowing' ... is only a little more baroque than that of 
'carrying ."' 

Steven Stogatz, The New York Times 

Hard to keep track. Easy to get in trouble . Take 
One hand and give to the other, knuckling out 
A pocket, snugging a rabbit 
Or bauble back into a purse frogged 
And glitzed with plastic sequins . One way 

You get from whole to hal£ from promise 
To solution, by theft or loss. Drop nothing. Don't 
You miss me? Your burden bows your back 
Then suddenly lifts. Honest, you only borrow 

To stay positive, to keep yourself above 
That horizon below which you mustn't 
Sink, though at some point you will 

Lower yourself. Open your fingers 
And give them a flutter, clever filchers, flighty 

Little birds you can make light of. 
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The Body is No Scientist 
Katharine Coles 

1. It wants to live or die without regard to medical evidence. 

2 . It takes its elixir or spits it out, craves touch and shies away. 

3. It won't examine reasons . 

4 . It loves the slick of butter on its tongue, will suck the marrow in until it 
pukes, stretches its skin out at noon, and stares at the sun until its sight blaz

es into dark. 

5. Didn't it fall in love with the boy packing his fingers around in a fist? 

6. Didn't it lick its wounds into raw meat, then forget? 

7. My body runs itself to euphoria and beyond, will run until its knees fray 

and buckle and its muscles feed on themselves. 

8. The clock ticks as if the body attended. 

9. Oh, it's petulant, and spoiled, and full of joy, a dumb, petted animal go

ing grey. 

10. Even drifting away from itself, lovely, it's no philosopher. 

11. It never could count . 
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Not erased . Equations painted 

The Archimedes Palimpsest 
Katharine Coles 

Over. Curious mathematics. A leaf 

A spiral a ghost fluttering 

The edge of vision, a style of inquiry all there is 

To find out. So 
Give it up: evangelists here live in 

Color, mouths popped around 
(Leaves disappear in flight) 

New truth . Beneath, behind, 
A set of pieces can be 

Arranged in the form of a square. What did 
Archimedes draw? Straight lines 

Off kilter floating bodies 
(Old -time preachers again) more like 

Examples than proofs turn instead to 
A radical idealization. If time is not a river 

Maybe one mind absorbs 
Into another then bleeds out accumulated 

Catastrophes, not every advance 
Improvement. The past 

As it will be, hints 
And layers recoverable : 

Interpreted 
Not known. 

the diagram shows 

The Archimedes Palimpsest. This poem is a manipulated erasure of Edward Rothstein's 

"Finding Archimedes in the Shadows," New York Times, October 17, 2011. 
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"Let the Academic Year Begin!" The Work of 
Humanities in the Age ofNeoliheralism 

"Under whose aegis was it decided chat 

Economics and English should share a 

building? Were criteria ocher than the 

alphabet considered?" 

-Professor Jay Ficger, 

Dear Committee Members 

"There is no such thing as a self-made 

man. Every businessman has used che 

vase American infrastructure, which che 

taxpayers paid for, to make his money." 

-George Lakoff, The All New Don't 

Think of an Elephant: Know Your Values 

and Frame the Debate 

It is, admitted ly, a bit of a bilious 
hyperbole for Jay Fitger, Professor 

of Creative Writing and English in 
Julie Schumacher's crisp new novel 

Dear Committee Members to ascribe 
nothing but the alphabet in common 
between the disciplines of Econom
ics and English. Not to begrudge 
our colleagues in the pecuniary sci
ences their comfortable quarters in 
academe, but there is some truth 
to Fitger's allusion to the role mon
ey plays in the ultimate aims of the 
two disciplines. After all, the gener
al public, whose voices our elected 
representatives purport to adhere to 
in making their higher education ap
propriations, is less skeptical of Eco
nomics than they are of the uses of 
an English degree. English, the Fine 
Arts, and Foreign Languages are par
ticularly maligned in popular imagi-

Gayatri Devi 

Julie Schumacher, Dear 

Committee Members. New York: 

Doubleday, 2014. Pp . 180, $22.95 hb. 

nation as a waste of time and money. 
On academic fairs days and majors 
days on most university campuses 
across the nation, faculty representa
tives are encouraged to speak of the 
afterlife of an English degree, which 
always boils down to only one ques
tion, really: how much money can 
you make with a degree in English? 
What kind of jobs can you get with a 
degree in English? Is it a meal ticket? 

At the institution where I teach, for 

instance, I answer this question from 
skeptical parents and the dwindling 
numbers of freshmen interested in the 
English major. I tell them about all the 
usual harbors we English majors vis
it: graduate school and the doctorate, 
teaching, technical writing, business 
writing, creative writing, publishing 
and the editing industry, law school, 
journalism etc. Lately, I have begun 
to hear myself say these things to my 
watchful audience, and it has struck 
me with renewed conviction that I 
and my discipline, English, are not 
evaluated for our merits by my peers, 
or my students, or any intellectual, or 
aesthetic criteria anymore. Our worth 
is assessed by another set of metrics 
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dictated by those who do not teach, 
who do not learn, who are outside ac
ademe, and whose only business with 
education is education as business, as 
an economic exchange. Jay Fitger's 
question is right on the mark . 

Schumacher, a professor of Cre 

ative Writing and English at the 
University of Minnesota, Twin Cities 
campus, has set this delightful romp 
of a novel in the Midwestern campus 
of Payne University, whose motto, ac
cording to Fitger should be "Teach 'til 
it Hurts" (22) in the years 2009 -2010. 
The timing of this epistolary novel is 
crucial in appreciating its matter. The 
troubles faced by Fitger and the En 
glish department are framed against 
the aftermath of the recession of 
2008 when the government bailed 
out the banks and bankrupted higher 
education and social and human ser
vices in the process. A brief digression 
on the 2008 recession and its after
math for higher education is apropos 
of the novel here . 

A 2014 study of funding cuts to 
public higher education by Demos 
entitled "The Great Cost Shift Con 
tinues" indicates that nationwide, all 
states, with the exception of the oil 
boom state of North Dakota, re
sponded to the deleterious effects of 
the 2008 financial downturn by cut
ting state appropriations for higher 
education budgets with an average 
of 25 percent decline in per student 
funding between 2006 -07 and 2011-
12.1 As reported in Demos, there is an 
element of human will and a para 
digm change invoked in these cuts to 
higher education funding. The reces
sion acted as a catalyst to redefine the 
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relationship between the people and 
the government, perhaps irrevers 
ibly now. The recession sanctioned 
states to disinvest in higher education 
during economic downturns, but it 
also made it possible for states to af
firm their inability or unwillingness 

to restore funding levels during times 
of economic expansion (Hiltonsmith 
and Draut). Average tuition at 4-year 
public schools now consumes more 
than 15 percent of the median house
hold income in most states, while av
erage total cost including room and 
board consumes more than one third 
of the median household income . 
The average student tuition rates have 
increased by 20 percent in the years 
since the recession, while Arizona and 
California have raised it by more than 
66 percent (Hiltonsmith and Draut). 
Public higher education can bank 
rupt you . 

Neoliberalism, with its soft mis
leading inclusion of the word "liber
al" in it, is the ideological and epis
temological scaffolding that holds 
up the abandonment of the common 
people by the government, leaving 
them to fight for survival at the mer
cy of unfiltered market processes. The 
neoliberal whitewashing of public 
higher education has come with its 

own terminology; for instance, the 
previous chancellor of the affiuent 
North Dakota University system 
was referred to as "a true CEO" by 
his colleagues in the legislature . 2 A 
Fall 2011 special issue of Representa

tions indeed devoted an entire issue 
of the journal to assess the present 
and future of the public university, 
while making the case that the cur -



rent devaluation of the humanities is 
symptomatic of the broader down 
grading of public education itself. 
Thus it is perhaps only those of us 
in the humanities who have already 
faced the bulk of funding cuts who 
can clearly see the framework of our 
destruction, and seeing through our 
destruction, perceive the dismantling 
of the public good enshrined in the 
public university . In other words, as 
the noted cognitive linguist George 
Lakoff has said, "Know your values 
and frame the debate." The abjection 
of the humanities is not about lack 
of funding. It would be a costly mis 
take to accept this explanation. It is 
also about the erosion of public good, 
and a betrayal of the common peo 
ple by a government now largely in 
the grips of neoliberal market forces. 
It is about changing the experience, 
meaning, and value of public educa
tion. Dear Committee Members joins 
all of us who asks this question: why 
are the humanities/liberal arts in 

higher education undervalued, un 
derfunded, and underappreciated in 
the current cultural context? 

In "Humanists and the Public 
University," Colleen Lye and her col
leagues at UC Berkeley argue that 
while the intellectual genealogies 
of neoliberalism stretch back to the 
1940s, its political mobilization by 
the new right may be traced to the 
1980s. I would add that neoliberalism 
is no longer the exclusive weapon the 
new right; in the twenty -first century, 
it has crossed boundaries across party 
lines nationally. Couched falsely and 
duplicitously in the register of "enti
tlement" and "privilege," neoliberal 

policies have divided person against 
person and drained the public collec
tive of our will to work towards the 
public good. Every institution chat 
keeps as its aim the augmentation of 
the public good is its casualty. Rob 
Homing's summation of the casual
ties of neoliberal policies in "Precarity 
and 'affective resistance,"' could have 
been custom -made for the human 
ities, particularly, the liberal arts in 
the age of neoliberalism: 

The state tries to offioad as much of 
the responsibility for maintaining 
a minimum standard of well-being 
for its citizens, while corporations 
simultaneously shift as much of the 
economic risk to their workers, of
fering little in the way of benefits, 
pensions, and security. Individuals 
are expected to bear the burdens 
imposed by recession and fend for 
themselves as much as possible in 
the economy, even as the destruc 
tured work sphere that results from 
post-Fordist reforms demands an 
intensified cooperation among 
workers. The stress of having to 
constantly cooperate and compete 
with coworkers at the same time is 
just another of the emotional bur 
dens chat constitute precarity. 

Payne University and Jay Fitger in 
Dear Committee Members, as well as 
many of us who work in the human
ities/liberal arts, carry chis "emotion
al burden of precarity." Schumach
er's novel is a detailed exploration of 
the collapse of secure selfhood - the 
creation and nurturance of which is 
the only aim of the Humanities-as 
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market forces from the outside invade 
it in an attempt to destroy the public 
fabric. 

This slim novel of 180 pages con 
tains about 90 letters Jay Fitger writes 
to a varied group of addressees that 
range from university colleagues such 
as Deans, Provosts, Chairs, and fel

low department members to recom
mendation letters for students-En
glish majors-seeking employment 
in non -English professions such as 
Catfish Catering and paintball in 
dustries, as well as graduate school 
admissions in law, public policy and 
medicine . Fitger also writes several 
letters to the prestigious Bentham 
Literary Residency Program on be
half of one specific graduate stu 
dent, Darren Browles . Under Fitger, 
Browles has completed a manuscript 
entitled Accountant in a Bordello, a re
telling of Melville's Bartleby the Scriv
ener set in a legal brothel in Nevada, 
where the main character, Herman 
Crown, spends "his days tallying ex
penses, passing up opportunities at 
wealth and advancement, eschewing 
friendships, and generally maintain 
ing, amidst the titillating hubbub of 
his surrounding, a dispassionate iso
lation, an existential solitude" (23). If 
we may ascribe a broad plot to Dear 
Committee Members, Browles is the 

protagonist of this plot. 
Fitger's voice is alternately sar

donic, bilious, raging, ranting, and 
always sadly humorous. While it is 
inevitable that some comparisons 
might be made between Saul Bel
low's Moses E . Herzog and Jay Fitger, 
these should immediately stop at the 
common epistolary style. Fitger's let-
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ters are always sent and they are let
ters with a purpose . Jay Fitger writes 
not for himself but for others. This 
is a crucial difference. Here is Fitger 
describing the English department's 
provenance to Associate Vice Provost 
Samuel Millhouse, who should al
ready know this: 

Have you entered Willard Hall 
lately? In case, over there among the 
functional radiators and other ame 
nities left in Lefferts, you've forgot
ten that English faculty members 
are living in a construction zone, 
allow me to give you a virtual tour. 
The front and back doors of our 
building are blocked-sealed and 
crisscrossed with yellow tape as if 
to indicate a crime scene-so you 
must enter through the basement . 
But don't use the elevator, a night
marish herk -and -jerk contraption 
known to hijack its occupants and 
leave them stranded midfloor . You 
can't access the second (ECON) 
floor in any case: a silken banner 
advises you to PARDON OUR 
MESS!-a euphemistic reference 
to the fact that workers equipped 
with respirators are spilling toxins 
onto our heads in the servants' 
quarters, where, once you overlook 
the chipped and ancient linoleum 
and the cracks in the wallboard, 
you will find a sign that welcomes 
visitors, eloquently, to the Depart
ment ofENGLI _ H . (42) 

The missing letter in ENGLI _ H 
is emblematic of everything English 
does not have at Payne University. 
The privation extends to lack of tech -



nical support, lack of tenure lines 
-"seven defections/retirements in 
three years and not one replaced; 
two graduate programs no longer 
permitted to accept new students" 
(43)-and most urgently, lack of 
morale, and lack of opportunities for 
students. The various recommenda
tion letters Fitger meticulously writes 
and catalogs might sound wacky and 
unreal, but it is no laughing matter. 
Schumacher voices the popular (mis?) 
perceptions of the "usefulness" of the 
English degree, but she also uses the 
letters to chart a course through the 
whole raison d'etre of the English ma
jor, the types of students who sign up 
for it as their chosen discipline, little 
insights into their core personalities, 
their foibles, their aggression or ti
midity as the case may be, and the 
miniscule few for whom it really is 
the vocation, in the absence of which 
their lives will become unmoored. 
Darren Browles is one such charac
ter and his tragic ending as charted 
through Fitger's increasingly urgent 

letters to literary residency programs 
around the country asking for finan
cial support for Browles strike at the 
core of the complex web of factors 
that make a career in the Humanities 
and the Arts a truly precarious enter
prise in the current academic climate. 

Schumacher deftly satirizes the 
egotistical grudges that are renowned 
amongst and between established 
writers through the unavoidable 
asides that surface in Fitger's letters 
to his own classmates-most of them 
now comfortably ensconced in var
ious writing programs around the 
country-in what was known as the 

infamous "Seminar" with H. Regi
nald Hanf, a towering ghostly patri
archal figure with whom all students 
have maintained an incestuous, con
voluted, and contentious relationship 
even into their professional adulthood: 

Eleanor has been stonewalling an 
advisee I've recommended to Ben
tham, and I wonder if she's talked 
to you. Good god, it's been twen
ty-two years since the Seminar. 
Yes, Reg admired my work. Yes, 
he helped me publish Stain and 
threw His Royal Weight behind 
the book. I didn't ask him to pre
fer my writing to yours or Troy's or 
Eleanor's or Ken's or even MTV's. 
(Who'd have thunk MTV would 
marry a vet and turn into a shrink?) 
But Eleanor is still carving voodoo 
dolls in my likeness. Are we going 
to spend the rest of our days in the 
shadow of H. Reginald Hanf and 
the Seminar, those few (admittedly 
powerful) years ever dogging our 
steps? (33) 

In addition to this professional and 
academic cold war, there is a marvel
ous subplot involving Fitger, his ex
wife Janet, Director of Admissions at 
Payne Law School, and his recently 
defected girlfriend Carole Samarkind 
of the Student Affairs office, and a 
"Reply All" university email commu
nications mishap. One might as well 
accept the university as an extended 
family with several dysfunctional 
networks stretching in all directions, 
out into eternity. 

Above all, what makes Dear Com
mittee Members a timely novel is the 
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subjective certainty of Jay Fitger, in 
the face of absolute precarity, about 

the rightness of his calling; that being 
an English professor, being a creative 
writer cannot and will not be blown 

away like dust from new construction 

sites . As long as human imagination 
is born, there will be art, there will 

be literature, and, as Fitger writes his 

2 See Kevin Kiley, "Tapping into the 

Well," Inside Higher Ed . 9 Jan. 2013. 
Web. 16 Sept. 2015. https ://www.in

sidehighered.com/news/2013/0 l /09/ 
oil-boom -and -trust- cons e rva ti ve-la w

makers-means -more-money-north -dako

ta-colleges 

old comrade Eleanor Acton , there will Works Cited 

be voices of resistance rising against 
the silencing of "believing in, and 
promoting , things that don't yet ex
ist" (179). Schumacher's novel joins 

all the voices that believe in the Hu 
manities as the only discipline that 

has the power to offer an enduring 
rebuttal to the garish offers of short 
term marketability. Fitger's conclud

ing thoughts describe the stuff of this 

hard -pressed critique : "I can already 

envision the moment when I open 
Troy's new book and find within it, 

among the acknowledgments, your 
name and mine; and we both know 

how beaut iful the book will be, how 

clearly it will speak to something 
within us-some previously unar 

ticulated thought or reflection that, 
once recognized, we will never want 

to be without again" (179). Worthy 
thoughts, for disheartened times, as 

we begin each new academic year. 

N otes 
1 See Robert Hi ltonsmith and Tamara 

Draut, "The Great Cost Shift Contin

ues: State Educat ion Funding After the 
Recession." Demos. 21 March 2014. 

Web. 5 Sept. 2015. http://www .demos. 
or g/ pub Ii cation/great-cost-s h ifr-co n
tin ues-sta te-higher-educa tion-fundi ng
after-recession 
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Humor in Middle Eastern Cinema 
Michael Anderegg 

The title of this collection of es
says, Humor in Middle Eastern 

Cinema, appears to limit the scope of 
what is in fact a wide-ranging intro 
duction to a rich and complex body of 
work by filmmakers from a variety of 
cinematic traditions . Focusing on hu 
mor, it turns out, in no way narrows 
the range of discussion. Given the 
very looseness of the term "humor," 
and, in general, of what constitutes 
the "comic" and the other cognate 
and ancillary terms associated with 
it-comedy, satire, farce, burlesque , 
together with words like "funny," 
"droll," "amusing ," "laughable," and 
"absurd," to list a few-one might 
suggest that no film or television se
ries can be entirely without humor 
of one kind or another. Nor, as the 
editors point out in their introducto
ry remarks, is the term "Middle East

ern" limiting, including as it does , at 
least in their formulation , "multiple 
countries that are home to the ancient 
civilizations of Mesopotamia, Sume
ria, Babylon, the Persians, the Otto 
mans, and the Nile Valley; multiple 
races and ethnicities; at least four ma 
jor languages, Arabic, Persian, Turk
ish, and Hebrew, along with many 
languages and dialects; and three 
major religions, Islam, Christianity, 
and Judaism, and a minor one, Zo 
roastrianism" (2). The essays included 
in this collection discuss films and 
forms of comic expression not only 
from Egypt, Tunisia, Palestine, Israel, 

Gayatri Devi and Najac Rahman, eds., 
Humor in Middle Eastern Cinema. 

Detroit: Wayne Scace University Press, 
2014. Pp. 264. $29.99 Pb. 

Turkey, and Iran, but from India and 
Pakistan as well. 

If defining the term "Middle East" 
is problematic, so too, of course, is 
defining "humor." This is true even 
when we are dealing with a more or 
less homogenous culture; when we 
are dealing with cross-cultural en 
gagements, including but not limited 
to questions of linguistic transfer 
ence, the problem is magnified. Some 
comic ideas will resonate no matter 
what the cultural context; others will 
not . Some types of humor are entire
ly physical, other types entirely ver
bal. In the cinema , comedy is often 
expressed physically and verbally at 
the same time. It may not be enti rely 
ironic (another form of humor) that 
in attempting to theorize comedy, the 
editors and several of the individual 
contributors turn again and again to 
"western" writers and thinkers, from 
Aristotle and Plato to, especially , the 
Frenchman Henri Bergson, along 
with Kierkegarrd, Santanyana, and 
Freud. Theories of comedy, one might 
think , are the high brow equivalent of 
explaining a joke : if you have to say 
why or how something is funny, it 
probably isn't. Actually, few of these 
writers wrote anything like a com-
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plete theory of comedy : even Berg
son's essay, titled "Le Rire," is primar 
ily concerned with why we laugh. The 
best discussion of comedy, no doubt, 
is Aristotle's-unfortunately, his 

treatise doesn't exist. Nevertheless, 
some attempt to categorize the why 
and how of comic effect is a necessary 
precondition to the investigation of 
such a wide range of texts and comic 
modes, especially when, as in Middle 
Eastern films, "a merry disruption 
of norms seems to uncover repressed 
content of a serious nature that goes 
to the heart of structural and repre 
sentational questions regarding indi 
vidual and cultural identity" (4). 

For the western reader/filmgoer, 
many of the films and, in particu 
lar, television programs discussed in 
this volume are not easy to find and 
when found pose problems of acces
sibility . Not only do Middle Eastern 
films present cultural and linguistic 
barriers to outsiders, but even when 
such barriers have been ostensibly 
removed, difficulties remain . To 
pick an obvious but crucial prob 
lem, subtitles are often insufficient 
and/or misleading. In her essay, "Ste 
reotypes and Cultural Power in Israe 
li Cinema," Elise Burton notes that 
an important comic line in Halfon 
Hill Doesn't Answer, "What, have you 
become Ashkenazim?" is mistrans 
lated in the official English subtitles 
into the contextually meaningless 
"What are you?" (which, let's face 
it, isn't very funny). Even titles can 
be problematic: Tere Bin Laden, for 
instance, can mean both "Without 
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you, Laden" and "Your Bin Laden." 
Keeping these problems in mind, it 
is nevertheless fortunate that several 
of the films discussed at some length 
in these essays can easily be found 
on Netflix and other on - and offiine 
sources: Abbas Kiarostami's The 
Wind Will Carry Us (1999), Elia Su
leiman's Divine Intervention (2005), 
Rashid Mashrawi's Laila's Birthday 
(2008), and the Bollywood Tere Bin 
Laden (2010). Unsurprisingly, given 
the vagaries of international film dis 
tribution, these are relatively recent 
productions and thus cannot said to 
be representative of the full range of 
Middle Eastern cinema. As there is 
no space to discuss each of the nine 
essays in this collection, I will limit 
my remarks for the most part to com 
mentaries on these four films. 

Najat Rahman discusses both Lai
la's Birthday and Divine Intervention 
(together with a third film, Paradise 
Now), films produced under Israeli 
occupation, in her essay "The Possi
bility for Politics in Recent Palestin 
ian Cinema." Laila's Birthday and Di 
vine Intervention can be seen as films 
that "consciously reflect on the act or 
representation, on its aesthetic and 
political dimensions." "In represent 
ing what seems to defy representa 
tion, humor plays a key role, pointing 
the way to the possibilities and lim 
its of cinematic representation" (32), 
Rahman writes . 

In Laila's Birthday, we follow the 
perambulations of Abu Laila, Laila's 
father, formerly an important lawyer 
now working as a taxi driver. The 



one day during which the events of 
this film develop, while it includes 
bombs and explosives, mostly pres 
ents the protagonist with absurdist 
moments that have no culturally 
specific signific ance-life in any 
city can be frustrating, a continuous 
cacophony of noise and confusion, 
of bureaucratic stupidity and official 
intolerance, of misunderstandings 
caused by a breakdown of the social 
structure . The fact that this city is 
Ramalah, and not New York or Lon
don, of course, inflects every event 
with its own meaning and signifi
cance that may not necessarily be un
derstood , or even noticed, by an out 
sider. But at least part of the humor in 
Laila's Birthday stems from the way 
the characters, like the audience, are 
unable to read the events taking place 
around them correctly : for instance, 
are exploding shells coming from Is
raeli helicopters or from the factional 
internal fighting going on all around 
the city? Nobody seems to know . 

If Laila's Birthday depends for its 
comic effect on deadpan humor and 
absurdist but recognizably real situ
ations, Divine Intervention is absurd 
in a different fashion, employing fan 
tastic images "eclectically borrowed 
from video games and films, seeming 
ly escaping the confines of Palestin
ian national identity only to reaffirm 
them" (44) . Much of the film's action 
take place at a checkpoint separating 
Jerusalem from the West Bank, and 
the climax of the film shows a female 
flying Ninja destroying a squad of Is
raeli soldiers. As Rahman reads this 

scene, "it is this incongruity of a fly

ing ninja in this typical West Bank 
landscape juxtaposed with the fa
miliar militarized figures that elicits 
the laughter and is emblematic of the 
absurd" (45). One wonders . Though 
perhaps satisfying to a Palest inian 
viewer living under the daily large 
and small indignities of the occupa
tion-and we see a number of these 
throughout the film, some presented 
in a comic mode-one cannot help 
but interpret this final scene as wish 
fulfillment fantasy, and the humor, 
such as it is, seems finally inadequate 
to the issues at stake . 

Perhaps the most obviously "com
ic" of these four films is the Bol
lywood produced Tere Bin Laden, 
which in some ways resembles Hol
lywood films aimed at youthful, hip
ster American males-Judd Apatow 
without sex, bad language, or bath
room jokes . The main character is 
played by a famous young Pakistani 
singer , which allows for several inter 
ruptions of the narrative for a variety 

of musical interludes . The comedy, 
at times more than a bit lame, is de
scribed by Mara Matta, in "Laughter 
Across Borders : The Case of the Bol
lywood Film Tere Bin Laden," as an 
example of"spoof" humor and "mad" 
comedy . The plot, which involves the 
making of a "fake " video featuring 
an Osama Bin Laden look-alike, is 
not really worth detailing. The real 
question Matta wants to address is 
one that might be easily missed by 
a viewer not from the Asian subcon
tinent or the Middle East , "the fact 
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that Tere Bin Laden, despite its main from the city, visits a Kurdish village 
actor being a Pakistani, is an Indian in order to document the mourning 
production shot and edited by an In - rituals for a one hundred year old dy
dian crew working in the Mumbai ing woman . By the end of the film, 
Film Studios deeply affects the image Behzad, "a ridiculous character in 
of Pakistan portrayed therein" (218). the Aristotelian sense," has under
The film was banned in Pakistan, not gone a spiritual growth such that "he 

primarily because it satirizes such is- is ready to confront the sublime and 
sues as America's war on terror, but be transformed by it rather than one 
because, ultimately, it was believed who simply deserves to be laughed at" 
to make Pakistanis look ridiculous . (183). There is very little overt come 
The political and social commentary dy here, though there are comic sit
one might be tempted to find in Tere uations such as increasingly frequent 
Bin Laden, turns out to have more trips Behzad takes to a high point 
to do with the fraught relations be- in the landscape in order to get cell 
tween India and Pakistan than with phone reception and to answer to his 
the geopolitical issues the filmmakers bosses who want to know when the 
appear to foreground. old woman is going to die. For the 

The one film that at first sight ap - most part, what laughter this film 
pears to stand apart from the usual elicits is, in Devi's formulation, "qui
political kinds of questions that in - et" laughter, a laughter that "does not 
form the others discussed so far is create aggression, violence, or hostil 
Abbas Kiarostami's The Wind Will ity, even if one laughs alone" (166). 
Carry Us. Kiarostami, an internation - The Wind Will Carry Us, like many 
ally acclaimed film maker, is quoted of Kiarostami's films, is often subtle 
in Gayatri Devi's essay on the film and mysterious, not easy to compre 
as saying that art should be timeless: hend, one suspects, even for an Ira 
"In a country like Iran , where social nian viewer. The politics and social 
and political issues are constantly commentary of the film are both in 
shifting, the artist should focus be- ternal to the culture where it was cre
yond these mundane issues, on more ated even as it touches on and at the 
fundamental realities like human - same time transcends the universally 
ity itself, which is more universal" understood values of urban vs. rural 
(169). Nevertheless, Devi finds that life, western style sophistication con
The Wind Will Carry Us encourages a trasted to the rituals and habits of an 
political read ing which emerges from ancient culture . 
an aesthetic that combines both the Although these essays at times sug
sublime and the comic, or, rather, as gest something of the political and 
Devi terms it, the comic sublime . In social effects of cinematic humor in 
the course of the narrative, the cen- a variety of Middle Eastern cultures, 
tral character, Behzad, a filmmaker one might want to ask where the evi-
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dence for this is to be found . Lacking 
in this otherwise admirable collection 
is any detailed analysis of reception. 
This, of course, is a particularly tricky 
matter where audiences live in re
pressive regimes : Kiarostami's films, 
for example, are officially banned in 
Iran, as was Tere Bin Laden in Paki 
stan, though in both cases, bootleg 
DVDs and internet downloads can 
get around the censors. Even if we 
consider one measurement of recep 
tion-the number of tickets a film 
sells-it is not always clear what to 
conclude from that evidence. Somy 
Kim, in a discussion of the popular 
Iranian comedic melodrama, The 
Outcasts, which makes fun of the 
clergy while at the same time valoriz 
ing the Iraq-Iran war, concludes that 
"while the melodramatic martyr nar
rative allowed [the film's] government 
approved release, the comedy and its 
attendant social critique are what ap 
pealed to an Iranian audience strug
gling to accept the strictures of an 

increasingly restrictive government" 
(159). But that conclusion cannot be 
assumed without some tangible evi
dence to back it up. Apropos of this 
problem, Cyrus Ali Zargar, discuss 
ing Iranian television, quotes Anatoly 
Lunacharsky's description of satire 
as "a moral victory, lacking a mate
rial victory" (SO). And sometimes, 
not a victory at all : comedy can be 
supportive of the status quo as well 
as in opposition to it . One hopes that 
further research into these questions 
will be encouraged by the publica 
tion of the enlightening essays in this 
useful collection. 

'' Theories of comedy, 
one might think, 
are the high brow 

equivalent of 
explaining a joke: 
if you have to say 

why or how 
something is funny, 

it probably isn't. ,, 
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Digital 
Cindy Hunter Morgan 

Rothko's Harvard Murals faded while on display in the 1960s and '70s. 
Considered unsuitable for exhibition, the murals were removed in 1979 and 

stored for decades. In 2014, an exhibition at the Fogg Museum returned them to 
a public space. The exhibit uses digital projection to restore the appearance of the 
original rich colors. 

Somewhere, a curator sits in a booth 
cranking a dial until Rothko's murals weep. 

I almost believe it-this science 
of calculated healing or calibrated 

bleeding, this world as hologram, 
my own body as pixels and light, 

modulated ecstasy. Still, I spin 
my own dial. Rothko mixed his own 

pigments, watched Lithol Red 
stain his fingers . And when I touch 

the sleeve of a friend, it's flannel I think 
I feel, not an idea of flannel. 

Touch me. Tell me this world 
is more than what we fix. 
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Me? 

I'm just a chain reaction trying to perpetuate 
itself through time. You 
too are a chain reaction trying to perpetuate itself 

through time. Notice the mild pleasure 
repetition provides 
when discussing replication and the sharper 

more muscular pleasure 

The Monument 
Michael Bazzett 

replication provides when standard issue reproduction 
launches another 

body into existence. At one point nothing 

but dust \ gas \ water \ rock. 
Then somehow maybe lightning married 

two into one 
which formed link one in that chain 

reaction trying to 

perpetuate itself through time. If we'd been there 

to witness the electrical 
shudder and jolt we might or might not 

have been moved 
to erect a stone monument with carefully chosen 

words etched in granite 

because like our cousins the stars we are briefly 

luminous then gone. 
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Matter pressed 
in folds so dense 
that iron seemed as air, 

still as glass though 
glass not yet coined
sand not yet melted 
into something clear and hard, 

still as glass though 
stillness not yet coined 
things not yet moved 
to leave a stillness in their wake, 

time not yet passing 
because time was not. 
Even so that dust held thought. 
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Before the Bang 
Michael Bazzett 



The Institute For Figuring, a 
nonprofit education organi 

zation, was established by Martha 
Wertheim and Christine Wertheim 
to develop creative ways to engage 
the public with science, mathemat
ics, and the technical arts. Crochet 
Coral Reef, the book, is filled with 
page after page of beautiful groups 
of fantastical crocheted coral forms. 

The Crochet Coral Reef, the art in
stallation, appeared at the Minneapo
lis Institute of Arts last summer. It is 
stunningly beautiful. It is also a call 
to action and the embodiment of an 
important mathematical principle . 

Martha Wertheim 1, a science writ 
er, and Christine Wertheim, an art 
ist, started the project in 2005 when 
there was a lot of talk in the scientific 
press about global warming and its 
effects, particularly on coral reefs. 

Rising ocean temperatures cause cor
als to bleach . If these effects are not 
reversed, reefs eventually die and col
lapse. In that one year, 2005, the U.S. 
lost half of its coral reefs in the Carib
bean due to a massive bleaching event 
(NOAA). In October 2015, NOAA 
scientists released a report warning 
that 2015 and 2016 might have the 
worst coral bleaching and die-off in 
history ("NOAA''). There is a real 
possibility that coral reefs might 
go extinct. 

The CCR exhibit has its roots in 
feminine handicraft, mathematics, 
marine biology, and environmen
tal activism (Ted Talk). It turns out 

We Are All Coral Now 
Kate Sweney 

Margaret Wertheim and Christine 
Wertheim, Crochet Coral Reef: 

A Project by the Institute For 
Figuring. Los Angeles: Institute 
For Figuring (P. 0. Box 50346, 
90050), 2015. Pp. 208, $50 pb. 

that crochet is the best, perhaps the 
only way, to model or represent the 
principle of hyperbolic geometry . For 
two thousand years, mathematicians 
believed that there were only two 
types of space: flat planes (or Euclide
an space), and spherical space. About 
200 years ago, a third type, hypber
bolic, was theorized, but most mathe
maticians believed that the very con
cept of hyperbolic geometry was im
possible and no one could figure out 
how to model it if it did exist. That 
was because they weren't looking at 
sea slugs, which have been around 
since the Silurian Period, said Wert
heim in a Ted Talk. Sea slugs are the 
perfect embodiment of a hyperbolic 
plane. Apparently mathematicians 
also weren't looking at the lettuce on 
their plates because that frilly edge is 
hyperbolic as well. 

In 1997, Daina Taimina, a math
ematician at Cornell University, de
veloped a representation of a hyper
bolic plane with crochet. When you 
start making objects with frills or 
crenulations, what you get looks a lot 
like corals. 
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The first small representation of 
CCR was displayed at the Andy War
hol Museum in Pittsburgh, PA. CCR 
has since grown and evolved to mam 
moth proportions. A display later 
that year in Chicago filled a 3,000 
square foot gallery. Since then CCR 
has been exhibited at museums such 

as the Smithsonian National Muse 
um of Natural History in Washing 
ton, D.C., the Denver Art Museum, 
and the Science Gallery at Trinity 
College, Dublin, Ireland . And the 
techniques have been taught to thou
sands of crafters 2 • In areas where CCR 
is exhibited, the local community is 
invited to create their own satellite 
reef, and more than thirty have been 
created around the world. 

Last summer Crochet Coral Reef 
was on display at the Minneapolis In 
stitute of Arts (MIA), part of an ex
hibit dedicated to Leonardo da Vin 
ci's Codex Leicester and the Creative 
Mind . The Minneapolis Satellite Reef 
was coordinated by Krista Pearson, 
Manager for Community Arts for 
MIA. She synchronized the work of 
183 crocheters in the Minneapolis 
area who created 1300 pieces . Pear
son also worked with the Mississippi 
Watershed Management Organiza
tion (MWMO), and when the MIA 
show closed, the satellite reef moved 
to MWMO to raise public awareness 
about keeping the Mississippi River 
water clean for local and global eco
systems. The display proved so popu 
lar that the deadline was extended by 
eight weeks. 

Before the CCR exhibition at MIA, 
Krista Tippett, the host of the Na -
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tional Public Radio program On Be
ing, interviewed Martha Wertheim, 
who explained its significance: 

The Crochet Coral Reef project 
is a metaphor, and it goes like 
this : if you look at real corals, a 
head of coral is built by thou 
sands of individual coral polyps 

working together. Each coral 
polyp is a tiny insignificant little 
critter with almost no power 
of its own. But when billions 
of coral polyps come together, 
they can build the Great Barrier 
Reef, the largest living thing on 
earth and the first living thing 
that you can see from outer 
space . 

The Crochet Coral Reefis a 
human analog of that. These 
huge coral reef installations 
that we build with communi 
ties are built by hundreds and 
sometimes thousands of people 
working together. So the project 
capitulates, in human action, 
the power and greatness of what 
corals themselves are doing. 
And I think the metaphor of 
the project is, look what we 
can do together. We humans, 
each of us are like a coral polyp. 
Individually, we're insignificant 
and probably powerless. But 
together, I believe we can do 
things. And I think the meta
phor of the project is we are all 
corals now. We are all at risk. 

Complementing the book's impres 
sive photos are ten essays exploring a 



variety of related topics including 
connections between art and science, 
craft, the history of coral in myth and 
culture, and the use of trash in art. 
Biographies and stor ies from sate llite 
reefers add to the rich mixture. The 
book will require many hours to read, 
enjoy, and ponder. Here is one small 
sample from "Matter and Form," by 
Christine Wertheim: 

Brought into being by a play of 
nimble fingers, crochet reefs are 
products of a digital technolo 
gy. Originally meaning "of or 
pertaining to fingers," the term 
digital was appropriated to its 
more common usage in the 
1930s, when work by mathe 
maticians and engineers led to 
the development of a new kind 
of computational device based 
not on a continuous scale (as on 
a slide rule) but on discrete dig
its. Digits, of course, had been 

numbers in the classic decimal 
system, a nomenclature cued 
from our hands- IO fingers, 10 
numerals. Now in the computer 
age, the term was reimagined in 
the binary context of zeros and 
ones, causing a kind of erasure 
about its roots in the human 
body. (90) 

Along with other Institute For Figur 
ing projects, CCR offers an invitation 
to play with physical objects and 
experience abstract ideas in concrete, 
embodied ways. Our society values 
symbolic ways of knowing-a lge
braic representations , equations, 
codes-and teaching in that way, but 

there is another way to learn. Instead 
of think tanks, we need play tanks, or 
"kindergarten for grownups," Wert 
heim said (Ted Talk). In CCR and 
various satellite reefs, the hundreds 
and thousands of creators played 
with the basic code for creating cren
ulated surfaces. Deviating from the 
code produced more natural -looking 
elements and formed an ever-evolv 
ing taxonomy of crochet life, simi lar 
to the evolution of biological life. 

After hearing about crocheting a 
hyperbolic plane in 2007, I decided 
to give it a try. The instructions on 
the Internet were of little help. But 
knowing that the basic idea was to 
increase in a set pattern, I knitted 
something that might be called a 
hyperbolic plane, a curly yarn snake 
that, although a lot smaller, looked 
similar to one of the hangings in the 
CCR exhibit at MIA. I thought it 
might be one of several that would 
be attached to another art object, but 
other projects came along, and I left 
the curly knitted snake in drawer. 
Now I'm thinking it could be part of 
my very own satellite reef, and I have 
the perfect spot for it: a glass-topped 
coffee table in my living room. 
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Notes 

1Wertheim has written a number of 
science books including Pythagoras' 

Trousers, The Pearly Gates of Cyber
space: A History of Space from Dante 
to the Internet, and Physics on the 

Fringe: Smoke Rings, and Circlons and 
Alternative Theories of Everything. 

2Two sources for those techniques 
are: Margaret Wertheim's A Field 

Guide to Hyperbolic Space: An Ex
ploration of the Intersection of Higher 
Geometry and Feminine Handicraft 
(available from the Institute For Fig
uring ) and http:/ /www.math .cornell. 
edu/ ~ dwh/ pape rs/ crochet/ crochet. 
html 
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Detail ofIFF's Crochet Coral Reef at the Minneapolis Institute of Art. 
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William Schwalm, Entrophy of an Ideal Gas 
The pattern in the background is crisp, while the letters in the overlapping 
text are somewhat blurred. That is accurate. The latter is fading into the 
former . The concept is that information is being lost. 
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Editor's Notes 

This issue of NDQ marks a number of milestones . Among them, it is the 
first issue in many years where, as Dr. Lewis always wished , the "years 

on the cover match our calendars." Sometimes the response to wishes mani
fests in strange ways, as with this issue which we shaped to focus on Art and 
Science. One of us wished for a wormhole, and lo, it appeared in the format 
of this wonderful issue. In response to that wish, Art Editor Lucy Ganje 
conceived the wormhole image for the cover, and also created its reverse, 
to represent going in one issue (Fall 2013) and coming out the other (Fall 
2015) . Digital Editor Bill Caraher's "Welcome to the Wormhole" explains 
why we needed one. 

Some original science fiction books were printed in this format, two issues 
together, not only back to back but also one upside down from the othe r. 
So the format seemed appropriate for this Through the Wormhole edition . 
Although we believe this format to be unique in the NDQ archives, two 
former interns claim to have seen a similar printed edition in the store room, 
which makes us think there might have been an earlier wormhole, or per
haps a future one. They are notoriously unstable. 

In the mad rush through the wormhole, we have made sure to take along 
subscribers and the end dates for all subscriptions. Your subscriptions have 
been extended to account for the "wormhole years," and you will receive 

your paid-for number of issues. 

Fiction Editors 
This issue also marks a change in Fiction Editors. We say goodbye to Liz 
Harris with warm gratitude for 10 years of reading and selecting fiction 

for NDQ . 

And we welcome Gilad Elbom, who is already busy reading stories . For more 
on Gilad and his background, take a look at our website. 
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New Website: ndquarterly.org . 
Dana Schumann, a graphic intern in Spring 2015, designed our new website. 
We are still transitioning from the "old" website, and we welcome comments 

and suggestions for the new one. 

D igital Archive Now Available 
In early October, NDQ, working with the HathiTrust, released the first 74 
volumes of North Dakota Quarterly to the Open Access University under a 
CC -BY-ND license . 

By releasing these back issues, the Quarterly makes a world of content that 
once could only be read at libraries available to anyone with an internet con 
nection. This represents an important resource for teachers, for researchers 
and faculty across the country, and for mindful readers everywhere. 

Bill Caraher, who managed the release of NDQ's digital archive, noted 
that "The back issues reveal the tremendous vitality of the publication as 
a place for thoughtful comment on the history of the state, the un iversity, 
and the world." Prairie reveries shared pages with scientific writing, political 
commentary, history, literature , and poetry. The archive includes thousands 
of contributions touching on issues as diverse as the state's natural resources, 
the political and social culture of the region, American Indian history and 
literature, the history of the university, its faculty, and administrators, and 
the various ways that the world intersects with life in North Dakota . 

The back volumes of the Quarterly were digitized as part of the larger 
Google Books project and are made available through an agreement between 
UND and the HathiTrust, which maintains parts of the Google Books 
archive . The back issues can be accessed on the ndquarterly .org website and 
can be downloaded and shared under open access license . 
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Publication Notes 
Two NDQ contributing editors re
cently released books . 

Thomas Van Nortwick's Late 

Sophocles (University of Michigan 
Press, 2015) follows the evolution of 
the "Sophoclean hero" through the 
examination of his final three plays, 
Electra, Philoctetes, and Oedipus at 
Colonus. The book argues, through a 
close-reading of the plays, that Soph- 1 

odes somehow reimagined the hero 
in his last three plays. Van Nortwick 
brings to light many questions about 
the issues that were taking place in 
the Athenian and Periclean age and 
provides guidance for readers who 
are less familiar with Sophocles' 
writing while still delving deeper 
than just a general description of 
the plot of each play. Van Nortwick 
recently retired . He was Nathan A. 
Greenberg Professor of Classics at 
Oberlin College. 

--------~---------

Peter Nabokov's How the World Moves (Penguin Random House, 2015) is 
described by the publisher as "a compelling portrait of cultural transition 
and assimilation via the saga of one Acoma Pueblo Indian family. 
"Born in 1861 in New Mexico's Acoma Pueblo, Edward Proctor Hunt lived 
a tribal life almost unchanged for centuries. But after attending government 
schools he broke with his people's ancient codes to become a shopkeeper and 
controversial broker between Indian and white worlds. As a Wild West Show 
Indian he travelled in Europe with his family, and saw his sons become 
silversmiths, painters, and consultants on Indian Lore . In 1928, in a life-cul 
minating experience, he recited his version of the origin myth of Acoma 
Pueblo to Smithsonian Institution scholars. 
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Nabokov narrates the fascinating 
story of Hunt's life within a mul 
ticultural and historical context. 
Chronicling Pueblo Indian life and 
Anglo/Indian relations over the last 

century and a half, he explores how 
this entrepreneurial family capi 
talized on the nation's passion for 
Indian culture. In this rich book, 
Nabokov dramatizes how the Hunts, 
like immigrants throughout history, 
faced anguishing decisions over stay
ing put or striking out for economic 
independence, and experienced the 
pivotal passage from tradition to 
modernity. 

The Origin Myth of Acoma Pueblo 
(Penguin Classics, 2015) is a com 
panion book prepared for publi 
cation by Nabokov. It is a Native 
American epic describing the cre
ation of the world and the migration 
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history of the Acoma Pueblo of New 
Mexico. Nabokov rendered this 
important document into a clear 
sequence, adding excerpted material 
from the original storytelling ses
sions, and exploring the creation and 
roles of such myths in Pueblo Indian 
cultures. 

Nabokov is professor of American 
Indian Studies and World Arts and 
Cultures at UCLA. His previous 
books include A Forest of Time, 
Native American Testimony, Native 
American Architecture (with Robert 
Easton), Indian Running, Two Leg
gings: The Making of a Crow Warrior, 
and Architecture of Acoma Pueblo. 



Contributors 

Michael Anderegg is professor emeritus of English at the University of 
North Dakota. His books include Orson Welles, Shakespeare, and Popular 
Culture , Cinematic Shakespeare, and, most recently, Lincoln and Shakespeare. 

Kim (Larson) Baird graduated from UND in 1975. Three years later she 
began to make quilts which led to a career as a fabric retailer and quilting 
teacher. She helped establish the Quilter's Guild of North Dakota and was 
in charge of the North Dakota Quilt Project during the state's centennial. 
Since earning a master's degree in Textile History/Quilt Studies from the 
University of Nebraska, she has consulted with area museums and collectors 
as a textile historian . She lives in Fargo with husband John and two 
adult children . 

Michael Bazzett's work has appeared in Ploughshares, Massachusetts Review, 
Pleiades, Oxford Poetry, 32 Poems, and Poetry Northwest. His debut collec
tion, You Must Remember This (Milkweed Editions, 2014), won the Lind
quist and Vennum Prize for Poetry, and his verse translation of the Mayan 
creation epic, The Popol Vuh, is forthcoming from Milkweed in 2016 . 

Katharine Coles' fifth poetry collection, The Earth Is Not Flat (Red Hen 
2013), was written under the auspices of the National Science Foundation's 
Antarctic Artists and Writers Program. Her poems have been or are being 
translated into German, Spanish, and Chinese. Her scholarly work is fo
cused on close reading and the development of digital close reading tools. 
Recent poems and prose have appeared in Western Humanities Review, 
Seneca Review, Virginia Quarterly Review, Image, Crazyhorse, and Poetry. A 
professor at the University of Utah, in 2009-2010 she served as the inaugural 
director of the Poetry Foundation's Harriet Monroe Poetry Institute. She 
has received grants and awards from the NEH, the NEA, and, in 2012, the 
Guggenheim Foundation. 

Virginia Dambach has been quilting since 1982; she specializes in applique 
and collage . Although she was able to successfully avoid taking algebra by 
taking wide-ranging lab science courses in college, the Elements project was 
her first deep foray into the periodic table . While quilting keeps her off the 
street at night, by day she is a fundraising consultant and technical writer. 

Gayatri Devi is associate professor of English at Lock Haven University 
of Pennsylvania . 
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Deborah Elliott Deutschman has had poems and stories in a number of 
places including Carolina Quarter!,),, Gargoyle, New Criterion, New York 
Quarter!,),, 1he New Yorker, and Poet Lore. Her novel, Signals, was published 
by Seaview Books/Simon and Schuster and PEI paperbacks. She has written 
several original feature-length screenplays and collaborated on a number of 
screenplays and film adaptations. She has just finished a novel. Her work 
has been translated into French and currently appears in two French online 

publications: wwww.sarrazine.com (no.15) and www.revueruesaintambroise . 
com (new issue on American writers). 

Tom Leskiw, his wife Sue, and their dog Zevon live near Eureka, Califor 
nia. He retired in 2009 following a thirty-one year career as a hydrologic/ 
biologic technician for Six Rivers Nationa l Forest. His writing has appeared 
in more than three dozen literary and scientific journals that include Bird 
ing, Blue Lyra Review, Kudzu House Quarter!,),, Mandala journal, Pilgrimage, 
Snowy Egret, Under the Sun, Western Birds, and Terrain.org. 
www.tomleskiw.com 

Kimberly Miller's poems have appeared in literary journals including 1he 
Cream City Review, Alaska Quarter!,), Review, Southern Poetry journal, Revo
lution House, and others. Poems are forthcoming in Clade Song. A native of 
Appalachia, she is an adjunct instructor of English and Humanities at Blue
grass Community and Technical College in Lexington, Kentucky . 

Cindy Hunter Morgan teaches creative writing at Michigan State Univer
sity. She is the author of two chapbooks . 1he Sultan, 1he Skater, 1he Bicycle 
Maker won the Ledge Press 2011 Poetry Chapbook Competition; Apple Sea
son won the Midwest Writing Center's 2012 Chapbook Contest, judged by 
Shane McCrae. Her poems have appeared in a variety of journals, including 
West Branch, Salamander, Bateau, and Sugar House Review. 

Paisley Rekdal is the author of a book of essays, 1he Night My Mother Met 
Bruce Lee; a hybrid-genre photo-text memoir that combines poetry, fiction, 
nonfiction, and photography entitled Intimate; and four books of poetry: A 
Crash of Rhinos, Six Girls Without Pants, 1he Invention of the Kaleidoscope, 
and Animal Eye, which was a finalist for the 2013 Kingsley Tufts Prize, the 
Balcones Prize , and winner of the UNT Rilke Prize . Her work has received 
the Amy Lowell Poetry Traveling Fellowship, a Guggenheim Fellowship, a 
NEA Fellowship, two Pushcart Prizes, a Fulbright Fellowship, and various 
state arts council awards. 
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Dan Shanahan is professor of Humanities at Charles University in Prague. 
His work has appeared in NDQ for more than three decades. His book, 
Towards a Genealogy of Individua lism, first published by the University of 
Massachusetts Press in 1992, will be published shortly in a Czech translation 
by Togga Press in Prague. 

William Schwalm received his PhD from Montana State University in 
1978 in condensed matter theory. He held a postdoctoral position at the 
University of Utah before coming to UNO in 1980 . He belongs to the 
American Physical Society and has recieved awards for teaching from both 
UNO and the University of Utah. 

Kate Sweney is managing editor of NDQ . 
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