
MIRANDA COSGROVE  
WANTS TO KEEP 
DOLPHINS SINGING

Miranda Cosgrove swims with Atlantic  
spotted dolphins off Bimini, Bahamas.

© Tim Calver

DOLPHINS USE SOUND  
TO FIND FOOD, TO  
COMMUNICATE AND LIVE. 
But dolphins and their song could be blown  
away by seismic blasts a hundred thousand  
times louder than a jet engine. It could hurt  
and kill tens of thousands of dolphins.  
Join Miranda and help save the dolphins.

oceana.org/dolphinsong
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August 13 – 17, 2014

Refine your craft and delve deeper into your
artistic journey in beautiful Pebble Beach.

REGISTER NOW at catamaranliteraryreader.com/conference

Share the legacy of others who have drawn 
inspiration from a place revered for its 
natural beauty, from Robinson Je�ers to 
John Steinbeck, Robert Louis Stevenson 
and Jack London.  
 
In Pebble Beach at the Stevenson School

Located on the picturesque 17-Mile Drive 
along the Central Coast, the Robert Louis 
Stevenson School’s campus is nestled 
among the cypress trees of the Del Monte 
Forest.  After your intensive experience in 
morning workshops, join us for afternoon 
excursions to explore literary landmarks and 
places of natural beauty in Pebble Beach 
and Carmel.  Enjoy full access to nearby 
beaches and coastal communities.  Socialize 
with your fellow participants at our evening 
receptions and presentations.

Poetry with    Kim Addonizio
   Joseph Millar
Non-Fiction with  John Moir
   Jane Vandenburgh
   Jonah Raskin
Fiction with    Gina Ochsner
   Elizabeth McKenzie
Program features 
 
•  Writing workshops (limited to 12 participants) in fiction,
 nonfiction, and poetry
•  Craft lectures from published poets and authors
•  Publishing panel with literary agents and presses
•  Participant readings
•  Four nights lodging in a single or double room at the
 Stevenson school campus
•  Twelve meals
•  Nightly receptions
•  Limited edition commemorative broadside
•  Complimentary copy of Catamaran Literary Reader
 
Optional Excursions 
 
•  John Steinbeck tour:  visit the author’s home in Pacific Grove
 and nearby Cannery Row
•  Robinson Je�ers tour:  visit Tor House, the poet’s home and
 stone tower at Carmel Point
•  Robert Louis Stevenson tour:  visit the physical site of 

Treasure Island at Point Lobos
•  Private events at the Monterey Bay Aquarium and Winfield 

Gallery in Carmel
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Learn more and apply: continuingstudies.stanford.edu

Apply now for the Online Certi�cate Program in Novel Writing. Accepting applications April 14 through June 6.

Online Certi�cate Program in Novel Writing
Have you always wanted to write a book? The Online Certi�cate Program in Novel Writing is designed to help you ful�ll that dream.

We've created a seven-course program that will show you the path from �rst glimmer to full manuscript. Our instructors are all accomplished

authors, mostly drawn from Stanford’s prestigious Stegner Fellowship Program. Best of all, the Certi�cate Program retains the �exibility

of the online course format. You can access your class from home or on your travels, at the times of day that suit your schedule.

Embrace your
   literary aspirations

Develop the
  tools to write
        your novel 

    Work closely with
Stanford instructors

Participate anytime,

  anywhere,online

George Abend, Untitled,
c. 1950, Oil on Canvas, 65 1/2” x 50 1/2”

Gwynn Murrill, Twisting Cheetah,
1999/2009, Bronze, ed. 9/9, 36” x 38” x 29”

David Ligare, Still Life with Bread and Wine,
2011, Oil on Canvas, 20” x 24”

photo: david kingsbury

Dolores between Ocean & 7th  •  Carmel, CA 93921
(800) 289-1950  •  (831) 624-3369  •  www.winfieldgallery.com
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204 Locust Street
Santa Cruz, 
CA 95060
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The Wedeen Hammer Group
at Morgan Stanley

Rachel Wedeen, CFP®
Senior Vice President

Financial Advisor

Tiffany Hammer, CFP®
Vice President

Financial Planning Specialist
Financial Advisor

6004 La Madrona Drive
Santa Cruz, CA 95060

831-440-5200
www.morganstanleyfa.com/

wedeenhammergroup

When our  
community thrives, 
we all prosper.
Prosperity is about so much more than money. It’s about  

living well in a community that is healthy and stable. At 

Morgan Stanley, we feel fortunate to live in a place that 

is supported by so many worthy service organizations. 

Their good deeds make everyone’s life richer. 

© 2014 Morgan Stanley Smith Barney LLC. Member SIPC. CRC588395 (12/12) CS 7338778 SUP031A 04/13
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Arts Council  
Santa Cruz County 
is a resource for 
you—art creators 
and appreciators 
across our 
community.  
We are a hub for 
the arts, providing 
tools and resources 
to help you make it 
happen.

We Promote
Individuals, 
organizations and 
the arts sector.

We ConneCt
Creators to arts 
lovers and the 
community.

We InveSt
Grants. Education. 
Awareness.

Promote | ConneCt | InveSt
artscouncilsc.org // 831.475.9600
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Letter from the 
founding editor

This issue is dedicated to our favorite Oklahoman,  
George Newell, for all he does as a seminal 

supporter of the Arts in Santa Cruz

n ostalgia is a highly charged human emotion—a 
dreamy lapse from the present moment into the 
past.  This issue of Catamaran is full of remem-

brances—both the personal and the collective history of our 
culture and nature itself.

I used to live on the grounds of a National Historic 
Site in Danville, California, behind the gates that marked 
a small part of preserved history.  It was about fifteen or so 
acres, and mine was one of five other houses on the road in 
the park that led to Eugene O’Neill’s Tao House. I spent a 
lot of time up at Tao House, painting, writing poetry, taking 
inspiration from the preserved home and land of an Amer-
ican playwright who won the Nobel Prize for Literature 
along with four Pulitzer Prizes. The Park Service arranged 
docent led tours of his house and gardens, and they played 
a recording of him reading from Long Day’s Journey Into 
Night in the study where he wrote his prize-winning play. 
Out back he had a gravestone where he buried his dog, and 
on the stone there was a quote from that play: “The past is 
the present and it’s the future too, isn’t it?”

Another Nobel Prize–winning author grew up not far 
away in Salinas, California.  John Steinbeck’s story of Tom 
Joad seems to have been reincarnated out of the past into 
our present, and possibly our future.  Maybe it was the need 
to relive past emotions that led to the book’s popularity 
when it came out in 1939.  O’Neill wrote his play around 
the same time, in 1941–42, based on tough childhood mem-
ories. Looking back on troubled times in our own American 
past is a way to give more meaning to where we are today, 
and to what our current troubles might be telling us about 
ourselves, and where we might be headed in the future.

In this issue we take you on several road trips.  Journey 
with award-winning American author Jonathan Franzen 

as he looks back to his beginnings as a struggling writer 
living in Germany. Read for the first time Steinbeck’s early 
work—hidden from the public until now—written when he 
was contributing to his high school yearbook.  

Several other authors look at their parents’ histories and 
reflect on their own lives, much as O’Neill did when he 
wrote about his mother in his award-winning play.  From 
Elizabeth Rosner’s trip back to Germany with her father 
(and all that the troubled past of that country means) to 
K’Dee Miller’s tribute to her mother’s life as an artist 
painting emotions into her rivers, recollection leads to 
understanding.  

We also explore the career of visual artist and Disney 
animator Mary Blair.  For those of a certain generation, one 
glance at her dreamy watercolors catapults the viewer back 
to childhood memories full of fantasy and wonder.  Blair 
was born in Oklahoma and travelled to California when her 
family migrated west in the 30s seeking their fortune.  She 
came of age as an artist at a time when Walt Disney was 
employing many struggling California artists. 

For author and retired California Park Ranger Jerry 
Lawrence, a high school reunion triggers memories of his 
youthful impulse to do something to preserve our natural 
treasures, and he reflects on the work of famed eco-envi-
ronmentalist Aldo Leopold, one of the framers of America’s 
environmental movement, who was a profound inspiration 
for him.  

This fragile earth features heavily in these pages.  We 
witness the devastation of Steinbeck’s Dust Bowl era and 
relive the journey of the Joad family through the eyes of 
contemporary film-maker P. J. Palmer and playwright Oc-
tavio Solis.  We spend time on the farm and appreciate 
the hard work of tillers of the soil in stories by Santa Cruz 
author Kat Meads and world-renowned novelist Ursula K. 
Le Guin.  California journalist Jonah Raskin shares the 
unease that all of us feel in the drought-stricken West Coast, 
waiting for the rain that seldom comes of late.

We travel down many paths in this issue, exploring rich 
literary and artistic histories, and our own emotions, through 
ink, paint, words, color.  Take time to travel on these poetic 
journeys, some short and poignant, some long and deep, in a 

“Long Day’s Journey” into Catamaran Literary Reader where 
“the past is the present and it’s the future too”.  

—Catherine Segurson
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Paul Muldoon is an Irish poet now based in New York. 

One Thousand Things Worth Knowing, his twelfth 

collection of poetry, will be published in the fall of 

2014. He serves as poetry editor of The New Yorker.

Between Dominica and Martinique
we go in search of sperm whales, listening for their tink-tink-tink
on a hydrophone
hooked up to a mini-speaker. A prisoner’s tap
on a heating pipe…
The one faint hope by which he’s driven.

My son is reading Lord of the Flies. I can think of that book
only as the dog-eared manuscript Charles Monteith would pick 
out of the slush pile at Faber’s.
I’m pretty sure dear Charles recognized
a version of himself in Piggy. The same prep school anguish.
Same avuncularity. Same avoirdupois.

Now I imagine lying by my dead wife
just as a sperm whale lies by its dead mate as if
it might truly be said to mourn.

A corruption of the Tamil term for “two logs
lashed together with rope or the like,”
the word we use is catamaran.

pauL muLdoon

Catamaran
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Louise Lebourgeois

First Light, 2011 
oil on panel, 12 x 12 in
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Louise Lebourgeois

 Wave Action, 2014
 oil on panel, 42 x 84 in

editorial note editorial noteart credit rule should be: if on side, then in gutter.  if underneath, 
then at same baseline as text page blue line, raise art image above it.
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Elizabeth Bradfield is the author of Approach-

ing Ice, Interpretive Work, and the forthcoming 

Once Removed, from which this poem is taken. 

A naturalist and teacher, she works on expedi-

tion ships, is the current Poet-in-Residence at 

Brandeis University, and runs Broadsided Press. 

She lives on Cape Cod.

Each morning, the truck comes early
to the ocean lot. The man has

an out-of-fashion moustache. The dog
is a golden lab. Overweight, eager.
The truck is red and newly washed

always. He lets the dog out, rolls down a window.
Sit, he says. The dog, tongue out, does.
Not reluctantly, about to bolt, but like a suckup.

Slowly now, the truck rolls. Come. And the dog
follows around the lot, heels the driver-side wheel
through thin-drifted sand. The dog does not

divert to the beach, does not take off
into rabbit-hunkered brush.
Like a circus pony, it trots. What

the dog thinks of the man, the man
of the truck, the truck of the slow circling
dog at its side, the dog of that bright red
 
ringleader—what I should think of any of it
as terns plunge for fish and the ocean
continues breaking the shore and I decide

to not walk the soft sand but to sit in my car
and watch it all, window cracked—tell me. Tell me.

eLizabeth  
bradfieLd

Ritual

Louise Lebourgeois

 Beach, 2011
 oil on panel, 12 x 12 in

editorial noteeditorial note
art credit rule should be: if on side, then in gutter.  if underneath, 
then at same baseline as text page blue line, raise art image above it.
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courtesy the artist

bonnie skLarski

Elegy, 1997
oil on canvas, 36 x 58 in

JerrY Lawrence

Aldo and Me 
A Park Ranger 

Reflects on  
the Legacy  

of Aldo Leopold

f our o’clock in the afternoon. One hundred four 
degrees. In an hour it would be a hundred six in 
Modesto, California, where I was one of a group 

of young boys swimming at an irrigation canal drop near a 
tranquil county road called McHenry Avenue. It was 1948. 
The irrigation water in the Central Valley was as clean 
as when it had run in the streams of the nearby Sierra 
Nevada mountain range a few weeks before. The sound of 
water cascading over the drop brought back memories of 
a mountain stream. It was one of my earliest recollections, 
and has influenced how I have lived my life.

Meanwhile, in central Wisconsin, Aldo Leopold was 
dying of a heart attack while fighting a wildland fire near 
his home. He was sixty-one years old. His concept of a 

“land ethic” would also influence my life.

I’m thinking of this in 2013 as I’m attending a high school 
reunion breakfast. It’s a Thursday morning, and we are 
assembled in the banquet room of one of the many res-
taurants along a now-busy McHenry Avenue. I maneuver 
into an empty chair at a long table.

On my right is Ed, a former classmate. “I got lost,” I 
tell him. “Wasn’t there an irrigation canal around here 
somewhere?”

“It was piped underground. They built on top of it.”
“Too bad—that canal was a recreational godsend when 

we were kids. It was way out in the country then.”
Old classmates are getting reacquainted. “What about 

the little towns around here? Manteca, Turlock, Patterson? 
What’s happening to them?” I ask Ed.

“It’s the same all over.”

After the meeting, an old basketball teammate walks over 
and sits beside me. He had transferred to our school as a 
sophomore in 1955. He was from the South, and his drawl 
and humor had made him a minor celebrity among us. 
He was known as “G-Lee” (short for General Lee), and he 
and I had become good friends. He asks if I have retired.

“Twelve years ago; how about you?”
“Three years ago,” he replies. “I was a judge.”
“A judge? Not a likely occupation for someone with 

your checkered past.”

editorial noteeditorial note
art credit rule should be: if on side, then in gutter.  if underneath, 
then at same baseline as text page blue line, raise art image above it.
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“Ah, the environmental movement,” G-Lee frowned. 
“A radical product of a radical time. 1968 was probably the 
worst of it. Do you remember the riots that year?”

“I remember assassinations, and the death of peace, 
and political idealism,” I responded. “But what I remem-
ber most was the impact of the pictures of Earth from 
Apollo 8.”

In 1968, humans for the first time saw an “earthrise,” a 
small bright blue-and-white sphere of life appearing over a 
barren moon surface in the vast, black emptiness of space. 
That image encouraged some of us to step back and look 
at the planet as an interconnected system. A generation 
earlier, Aldo Leopold seemed to have anticipated such a 
view when he wrote:

It is a century now since Darwin gave us a glimpse of 
the origin of species. We know now what was unknown 
to all the preceding generations: that men are only 
fellow-voyagers with other species of creatures in the 
odyssey of evolution. This new knowledge would 
have given us, by this time, a sense of kinship with 
fellow-creatures; a wish to live and let live; a sense of 
wonder over the magnitude and duration of the biotic 
enterprise.

In his lifetime, Leopold struggled with two central issues. 
The first was, how did land work? What natural processes 
produced and maintained the stability and fertility of par-
ticular areas, and how could people use the land without 
disrupting these natural processes? The second issue was, 
how could people be made to understand those natural 
processes and be persuaded to act in their own best inter-
est and use the land wisely? His thinking resulted in two 
concepts that are the foundation of modern-day environ-
mentalism: land ethic and ecological conscience.

In the 1930s, when Leopold was in his forties, the 
Great Plains—including parts of Arkansas, Colorado, Kan-
sas, New Mexico, and Oklahoma—went through a ten-
year period of drought. Lack of rain and poor agricultural 
practices combined with wind erosion to produce one of 
the most economically devastating natural disasters in the 
history of the United States. The prevalent native plants on 
those prairies were grasses, which had evolved over thou-
sands of years to survive the occasional dry periods and 

strong winds that naturally occurred in this area. Farming 
and grazing methods had destroyed most of those plants 
and weakened the soil. During the droughts of the 1930s, 
wheat, the predominant crop, dried up and left the soil 
unprotected. Resulting dust storms covered everything: 
fields, buildings, equipment. Farming was impossible and 
the dust was inescapable. It caked on the lips of residents, 
got into their homes, and blotted out the sun for weeks at a 
time. Prevailing winds carried it thousands of miles, and it 
darkened the skies of cities to the east, including Chicago, 
New York, Washington D.C., and Atlanta. Dust collected 
on the decks of ships three hundred miles out into the At-
lantic Ocean. Estimates of the number of people displaced 
range from 300,000 to over 2,000,000. Fifteen percent of 
the population of Oklahoma moved to California. The 
cost of government assistance alone amounted to over one 
billion 1930 dollars.

Leopold watched the localized land erosion issues of 
his early career become the nationwide catastrophe of the 
1930s. He became convinced that the problem was the 
way Americans used the land. He came to the conclusion 
that the reasons for misuse of land were economic and 
cultural. Part of the problem, he believed, was the Judeo-
Christian notion that the earth was made exclusively for 
man’s use and benefit. “We abuse land,” he said, “because 

“Very funny—I see you haven’t changed.” He smiles. 
“What did you do for a living?”

“Mostly worked outdoors. I was a park ranger and a 
naturalist for a while.”

“Really! I wanted to be a forest ranger when I was a kid.”
“There’s a difference,” I respond.
“Difference?”
“Think of it as park rangers preserving wilderness and 

forest rangers conserving natural resources.”

Preserving wilderness was a passion of mine. It had led me 
to the park service. I read about America’s national parks 
in environmental historian Alfred Runte’s National Parks: 
The American Experience. “National parks stand for the 
unselfish side of conservation,” he said. “Take away the 
national park idea, and the conservation movement loses 
its spirit of idealism and altruism.”

Runte also talked about “ordinary conservation,” by 
which he meant “taking steps to ensure the productivity 
of the nation’s natural resources.” That, he said, was “only 
good common sense.” It was exactly that kind of common 
sense that led Aldo Leopold to become an advocate for a 
land ethic that recognized human beings as being part of 
the vast ecological system of the natural world. Leopold 
was one of the first scientifically trained forest rangers. And 
while he might have come out of the “ordinary conserva-
tion” movement, he was anything but ordinary. A 1990 
poll of its membership by the American Nature Study 
Society found Leopold’s A Sand County Almanac and 
Rachel Carson’s Silent Spring to be the most significant 
environmental books of the twentieth century.

What accounts for the book’s importance to the en-
vironmental community? To understand the answer, we 
must consider how Leopold’s thinking developed during 
his life. He received a master of forestry degree from Yale 
in 1909, and began his career at the age of twenty-two 
on national forest lands in southwestern Arizona and New 
Mexico. Over the years, he witnessed an increasing popula-
tion of lumbermen, miners, farmers, and ranchers reduce 
much of the surrounding countryside to eroded wasteland. 
As a forest ranger, Leopold had hands-on experience with 
the destruction of land. It was part of his job to prevent 
and correct it. Unlike other early environmental pioneers 

such as John Muir or Gifford Pinchot, both of whom dealt 
with preservation and conservation issues on a national 
level, Leopold was forced to think about and diagnose land 
problems in a practical sense. As one of this country’s first 
generation of foresters, he was forced to come to grips with 
what the individual American was doing to the land, and 
the experience greatly influenced his thinking. In this way, 
he began to develop his influential land ethic.

Land, as Leopold used the word, was an all-inclusive 
term including soils, waters, plants, animals, and people, 
collectively. This ecological perspective was uncommon in 
his time. Conservation was then thought to be the conserv-
ing of individual land resources, such as soil, water, or tim-
ber—not the preservation of the multifaceted natural com-
munities that produced and maintained these resources.

In trying to understand the workings of the land, Leo-
pold had become an ecologist. Ecology then was a young 
science seeking to understand the relationship between 
organisms and their environment. Environment was de-
fined as both the living (plants and animals) and nonliv-
ing elements (soil, water, weather, fire, topography, sun-
light) in a particular area. Based on his own experience 
and extraordinary powers of observation, along with the 
work of others, Leopold recognized that land functioned 
as a dynamic operating system. He understood that all ele-
ments in a particular environment are in a constant state 
of circulation and are interconnected. What affects one 
component in a natural system sooner or later affects all. 
The science of ecology supplied the means for understand-
ing these connections, and demonstrated that no part of 
nature was independent of other parts—including people. 

“Those ideas led to the development of programs such 
as the one at Sacramento State College, where I got my 
park management degree in 1966,” I explained to G-Lee 
at our reunion. “I had gone to Sac State earlier as a his-
tory major, and while there I’d learned about the program, 
then one of only two in the country. The curriculum was 
established as part of an effort to professionalize the staff 
of the state park system. That was when I first heard the 
word ecology. It’s hard to believe there was a time when 
that term was not in common use. It was a coincidence, 
really, that I would get into the park management field just 
as the old conservation and preservation movements were 
becoming the new environmentalism.”

editorial note editorial note
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ing distance of what were then villages. When I was a 
child, when villages had become small towns, natural ar-
eas still existed, but were far enough out that they had to 
be driven to. Today such places are mostly gone, having 
been covered by homes, shopping centers, asphalt, and ce-
ment. Currently, most “open spaces” available to children 
in the ever-increasing urban areas of the Central Valley 
are the artificial landscapes of city parks and the interiors 
of shopping malls.

In 1917, when my grandfather arrived in Modesto from 
Tennessee, the city’s population was about nine thousand. 
In 1961, when I married and left town, that number had 
grown to thirty-six thousand. Now, the population is more 
than two hundred thousand. In the lifetimes of those of us 
at the reunion, the world’s human population has grown 
from just over two billion to seven billion. Currently, anoth-
er one million people are added to that number every five 
days. This increase has converted the regional conserva-
tion problems of the recent past to the worldwide environ-
mental issues of today. These include ocean deterioration 
and the accompanying decline of critical marine species; 
air pollution and the associated problem of global warm-
ing; massive destruction of forest lands; worldwide extinc-
tion of plant and animal species; looming freshwater short-
ages and technological and chemical side effects, including 
cancer; and, possibly, the recent rapid rise of childhood 
conditions such as autism and attention deficit disorder.

In the face of such a population explosion, Leopold’s 
proposals for the ethical treatment of nature and an envi-
ronmental conscience might seem to be rearguard actions. 
But his concern for nature, in the end, was an appeal for 
the well-being of the human race. Because of his early 
ecological insights, he realized that, on all levels, mankind 
is totally dependent on natural processes for life. This idea 
informs much of the environmental movement today. The 
campaign to save the oceans, for example, is driven by 
the implications for mankind (loss of fisheries, chemical 
alteration, carbon dioxide and greenhouse gases absorbed, 
and so on); it is not, as some would have us believe, an 
anti-people or anti-business effort. Pointing out the reality 
that the rapidly increasing human population is having a 
negative effect on our environment is not an indictment of 
our species. It’s a recognition that things done in the past, 
when our numbers were smaller, can’t be continued with-

out inflicting increasingly serious damage on ourselves 
and the rest of life on the planet. This is not a political 
statement. It’s a statement based on the observations of 
almost all objective scientists. Why would we trust any 
other source at such a critical time? Some day—we can 
hope—someone will be around to chronicle the history 
of these times. Will the gist of it read something like this?

Unfortunately, it was a characteristic of the late 
twentieth and early twenty-first centuries for many to 
belittle or ignore science in order to believe what they 
needed to believe to support preconceived political 
and religious notions.

I feel fortunate that I was able to study in one of the first 
park management programs in the country. It enabled me 
to devote my life to helping to preserve natural spaces, and 
to educate the public about the importance of doing so. 
Along the way, Aldo Leopold’s land ethic had a profound 
effect on my life. “If there were anything distinctively 
noble in the human species,” Leopold once asked, “any-
thing setting human beings apart from other life-forms—
by what would it be known? Might it be manifest,” he 
answered, “by a society decently respectful of its own and 
other life, capable of inhabiting the earth without defil-
ing it?” Today, Leopold’s question is more than one of 
ethics. In the sixty-plus years since he asked it, the issue 
has, within the lifetime of a single generation, become 
one of preserving a quality of life worth living—and even 
of preserving life itself.

we regard it as a commodity belonging to us. When we 
see it as a community to which we belong, we may begin 
to use it with love and respect.” Another part of the prob-
lem, he thought, was the characteristic “American pioneer 
mentality.” This attitude was described by Teddy Roosevelt 
when he said, “In the past we have admitted the right of 
the individual to injure the future of the Republic for his 
own present profit. In fact, there has been a good deal 
of demand for unrestricted individualism, for the right of 
the individual to injure the future of all of us for his own 
temporary and immediate profit.”

Leopold felt that such individualism was based on self-
ishness and shortsightedness, typified by a rush for short-
term profits that caused long-term damage to the land, its 
residents, and the surrounding community. He felt that 
this mentality caused trees, rivers, prairies, and wild crea-
tures to be seen only as obstacles in the way of “progress,” 
or as raw material whose primary reason to exist was to be 
transformed into commodities to be consumed.

That is when Leopold began to develop his provoca-
tive land ethic, which was to be a culturally shared, coop-
eratively practiced notion that there was a moral right and 
wrong in land use that reached beyond individual eco-
nomic profit. He articulated this idea in A Sand County 
Almanac, published in 1949. It was a new way of thinking 
and acting towards nature: ethics, which first dealt with 
relations between individuals and later between individu-
als and society, were now to be extended to nonhuman 
elements of the natural community. Extending ethics 
from human relations to nature was, Leopold said, “an 
evolutionary possibility and an ecological necessity.” His 
land ethic asked us to “examine each question in terms of 
what is ethically and ecologically right, as well as what is 
economically expedient.”

Leopold took his concepts of land, health, and con-
servation and transformed them into a moral duty. It was 
a duty he placed not only on society as a whole, but also 
on the individual, who, Leopold asserted, had the obliga-
tion to manage land in the interest of the community and 
not just for himself. He advocated that each of us develop 
what he called an ecological conscience. “A thing is right,” 
he said, “when it tends to preserve the integrity, stability, 
and beauty of the biotic community. It is wrong when it 
tends otherwise.”

As I drove home from the reunion, I reflected on all this. I 
heard the sound of my whirling tires among thousands on 
the wet asphalt. The traffic report came on the radio: “It’s 
a bad commute,” the helicopter spotter said. “It looks like 
all of today’s 50,000 Central Valley commuter vehicles are 
on 580 at the same time. That four-hour round trip is go-
ing to be a lot longer today! But what the heck, your house 
was cheaper! Stay away from the East Bay; there has been 
another shooting on northbound 880, and you’re just going 
to sit there for forty-five minutes breathing Detroit residue.”

It brought back to me how much the region had 
changed during the lifetimes of those of us who had gath-
ered after so many years. My mind went back half a cen-
tury to the summer of 1960. I remembered sitting at a 
small, blue-green Yosemite backcountry lake, reading in 
the sun and watching red-seed-tipped grasses along the 
shoreline being moved by a gentle breeze. I was alone 
and quiet until a small naturalist-led group of park visi-
tors appeared, and I overheard, from a distance, how the 
basin for this lake was scooped out by a glacier thousands 
of years ago, and how thousands of years in the future it 
will gradually evolve into a meadow and eventually a for-
est. Time—oceans and oceans of time. Enough so that 
my grandchildren and their children’s children would also 
read here and be warmed by the morning sun. They were 
to have the same natural heritage as myself and thousands 
of past human generations. I was at peace, not yet bur-
dened with the knowledge that my species could turn this 
bit of green paradise into a hot, water-starved wasteland, 
an unseen process that was already under way.

Now, driving through the Central Valley, that mo-
ment seemed far away. Much of the change is due to the 
tremendous increase in the state’s population during our 
lifetimes, from just under seven million in 1940 to almost 
thirty-eight million today. We have seen wildlands, farms, 
and county roads become housing tracts, shopping centers, 
and freeways. Much of what made the areas where we 
spent our youth desirable places to live has been destroyed 
by helter-skelter development, resulting in increased stress 
levels and higher crime rates. In short, we are old enough 
to know that the quality of life in California has been 
substantially reduced.

At one time, when the Central Valley was a far less 
crowded place, open space could be found within walk-

Jerry Lawrence has a B.S. Degree in Park Management and 

worked as a park ranger and naturalist. He retired from the 

City of Palo Alto as The Superintendent of Open Space and 

Science. In that capacity he was responsible for four thou-

sand acres of open space including two thousand acres 

of salt marsh on the shores of San Francisco Bay and two 

thousand acres in the foothills of the Santa Cruz Mountains. 

He retired early to write. Jerry Lawrence lives in Santa Cruz 

with his wife Barbara. They have two daughters.
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 Groundhog, 2002
 oil on canvas, 60 x 102 in
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nathanieL mackeY     We hung on Sophia’s every word, the
      hurt look her mouth had, lips like they
  were swollen, a wound all words came
                                                                  thru.
      Desengañada, she called it engaño, snare
  we’d been caught out by… Kiss’s caliphate.
    Sophic lipstick. Echo, sonic likeness,
weight given something so slight. Quick
                                                                  meta-
    physical wish, willed indignity, soul said
      to be discontent… It was love’s hurt
  mouth, jutting mouth, hurting mouth, top
                                                                        lip
given to strain, bottom bursting, lower lip’s
    pendency fraught. Slipped on a stair, we
  lay on our backs looking at the sky, the
                                                                  blues,
    the bruises, lividity’s top-down hem…
      A floating field, all claim let go, suspect,
Low Forest all uphill. We lay busted up look-
  ing up, lay but got up, bit lips’ blood on
                                                                   our
      tongues… Sophic doctrine the book we
  thumbed had there been one, bouche what
    book there was, there was a book, andoum-
boulouous “mu” intimating what’s what…
                                                                      Colla-
    genated lips. Plump seraphic feet. Meter’s
winged egress. What was what was gone…
  Again we stepped onto the evacuated plain
                                                                         it
all took place on, beautifully available earth
    irredentist, only ours to lose could it be
  said to be ours at all, reticent, we knew, as
                                                                       be-
fore
         
                                 •

from  
Song of the 

Andoumboulou: 122

    The ground we soon enough scrounged
around for, we who’d have been crabs
  were it a beach we were on, bees had it
                                                                  only
been air, we’d be nowhere, ostriches, honey-
    headed, stung… The ground engulfed
  our heads and grew, our heads grew with
                                                                     it,
        teased by a buzz we could hear but not
    see, not see but feel our way inside. Sophic
      Shore we wanted it to be but it wasn’t,
  wavebreak the moon’s underskirts but it
                                                                   was-
    n’t, Yemaya’s ledge gone out. Could word
      be rescue, rescued, dangling we hung,
  held on… Philosophic posse, we’d forgot-
    ten who we were, world about to end
                                                                it
      seemed. Sophic doctrine said sand or
  sage, it was ours, flood whose mouth had a
    pasted-on look, collagelike stretch it was
                                                                      ours
  to attach to, lipsmear’s boast and behest…
    Bedouin liege, bedouin ledge, we were
under, we were on, Sufi love lounge on the
                                                                      box
    our heads had been, none of it was made
      up now… We heard a hammering, day-
light’s chime, unlikely sound our sovereign,
  Sophiabad it was we were in. A courtyard
                                                                      in
California came next, tapped air pungent with
    gleam, glimmer, again where we set out
  from. Tapped air thick, rotting fruit at our
                                                                       feet,
    daylight’s thump diffuse, divvied up, sound
and Sophia’s played-up embrace, sound we
  could almost hear… “A mountain out of an
                                                                         ant-
    hill,” Itamar warned us, chill, post-prostatic,
      nonplussed. “Sophic ruse we confected,
  world beneath her dress, ground all arousal,
scurry, scout, scrounge…” Itamar went on and
                                                                            we

      listened, a Sophia not the one we saw but cel-
  ebrated, she herself intent she’d be that she and
    we her cadre, kiss come down from heaven,
                                                                            hair
  tied up in 
cloth

Nathaniel Mackey is the author of five books of poetry, the 

most recent of which is Nod House (New Directions, 2011). 

His sixth, Blue Fasa, is forthcoming from New Directions in 

2015. He is also the author of an ongoing prose work, From 

a Broken Bottle Traces of Perfume Still Emanate, whose 

fourth and most recent volume is Bass Cathedral (New Di-

rections, 2008) and whose first three volumes have been 

published together as From a Broken Bottle Traces of Per-

fume Still Emanate: Volumes 1-3 (New Directions, 2010). He 

has also written two books of criticism, the most recent of 

which is Paracritical Hinge: Essays, Talks, Notes, Interviews 

(University of Wisconsin Press, 2005). He is the editor of 

the literary magazine Hambone; and coeditor, with Art 

Lange, of the anthology Moment’s Notice: Jazz in Poetry 

and Prose (Coffee House Press, 1993). He lives in Durham, 

North Carolina, and teaches at Duke University.
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kateLL Le bourdonnec

 Eden, 2014
 mixed media on canvas, 22 x 28 in

kateLL Le bourdonnec

 Tropical Paradise, 2014
 mixed media on canvas, 18 x 24 in
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pierre chappuis Daytime,  
Daily Life
Bigger after crossing the forest, the sun still at my height in 
the trees. Fog, narrower field: lacunae in the manuscript 
(the frost of the dream) straining the eyes deciphering them 
again. The straw of the first heat is flaring on the heights. 
Held out above the silence (all the land and more than the 
land), a sporadic song is shining.

Clearing
Like water between ill-joined staves (but it’s daylight), it 
seeps—broken off, split up, scarred—between the tree 
trunks, bursts, joyously lacerating the shadow, gashes, 
nicks, beams forth, here and there shines up some birdsong 
at the heart and on the edge of the clustered trees, expands 
like a window towards which, from the back of the room, 
I could walk, now spreads out like the luminous spine of 
the sky, like an unhemmed sheet, like a bare roof. By no 
means breaking off the pace, it makes one single sparkle, a 
future clearing (my sentence), sparkling, all minced up (my 
impossible sentence), at the heart, on the edge, not dividing, 
delighted, not deciding between whatsoever, but, as I ap-
proach, it becomes snow, a brimming over, an awakening.

—Translated from the French by John Taylor
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 La Fille, 2014
mixed media on canvas, 15 x 24 in

Pierre Chappuis was born in 1930 in Tavannes (Canton 

Bern), Switzerland. His many published works include po-

etry, collections of critical essays, and poetic prose. These 

pieces come from a collection called Distance aveugle (Blind 

Distance) published in 2000 by Éditions José Corti, one of 

two collections of his poetic prose. He has won two presti-

gious Swiss literary prizes: the Schiller Prize in 1997 and the 

Grand Prix C.F. Ramuz in 2005. He lives in Neuchâtel.

John Taylor has recently translated books by Jacques Du-

pin (Of Flies and Monkeys, Bitter Oleander Press), Philippe 

Jaccottet (And, Nonetheless, Chelsea Editions), Pierre-

Albert Jourdan (The Straw Sandals, Chelsea), and Louis 

Calaferte (The Violet Blood of the Amethyst, Chelsea). His 

most recent collection of personal writings is If Night is Fall-

ing, published by the Bitter Oleander Press in 2012.
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 Mother of Pearl, 2013
 digital print (detail from scroll), 30 x 40 in

Jonah raskin

Here Comes 
the Rain Again 

 A Californian  
reflects on  

the Drought

L ast December, somewhere in the middle of the 
long drought we’re in, I gathered memories of rain, 
as though remembering might seed the clouds and 

make it rain again. Maybe I was thinking magically, maybe 
I was deluded. I know that I craved rain, and remembered 
a December when it rained every day for three weeks. In a 
cabin with a wood-burning stove and two small windows, 
my son and I watched it come down ferociously, and won-
dered when it might stop—if it might stop. Roads flooded, 
redwoods crashed down, and the earth shook. Power lines 
came down, too. That season it rained more than nine 
feet—still a local record. Despite the memories of that 
storm and the disruption that it caused, I longed for the 
kiss of the rain, as I had once longed for a lover who mailed 
postcards from Italy promising to come back, though she 
couldn’t say when. We did live together again. We were 
happy for a time, and yet her return didn’t mean as much 
to me as the return of the rain that made the earth green 
again and felt like a huge dose of a natural antidepressant.

“Yes, that’s it exactly,” a friend from South India, now 
living in the Central Valley, told me when I described the 
healing properties of rain. “Californians are such wimps 
when it comes to drought,” she added. “In Coonoor, a 
village in the Blue Mountains, the red, pink earth would 
dry up and crack at the end of the rainy season. In Kerala, 
I experienced monsoons. The sky just opened and water 
poured onto the earth. There were no raindrops.” She and 
I talked the international language of drought and rain 
that the Eurythmics sang about in “Here Comes the Rain 
Again,” which became my own personal anthem that I 
played rainy days and sunny days, when I woke in the 
morning and went to sleep at night. There’s nothing like a 
drought to make one appreciate rain, and nothing like rain 
to conjure fears of flooding. In a world going to extremes, 
drought and flood go together.

Recently, I found the Eurythmics album buried in a 
closet. I wiped away the dust, and played it at the end of Jan-
uary when Governor Jerry Brown declared a drought emer-
gency and called for citizens to reduce their use of water. I 
wanted to be a good Californian. I took one-minute show-
ers and flushed the toilet only when necessary. I cheered 
when nearby towns imposed mandatory limits and when 
restaurants only served water to customers who requested it. 
Reduction in use was an idea whose time had come a year 
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eight to ten inches of rain with possible flooding, though 
that seemed an exaggeration. The next day the sky opened 
up and a cold rain pounded the earth. I put on boots, 
raincoat, and cap, and on the deck behind the kitchen I 
opened my big red umbrella. I could hear raptors screech-
ing overhead. In my wild garden, the daffodils had been 
beaten down to the muddy ground, though the tulips I had 
planted thrust themselves into the light. I opened the gate 
that led to the farm, walked uphill along the edge of the 
field to a sturdy old fence, then made my way downhill to 
Fire Creek roaring along with renewed life. In the mead-
ow, gopher tunnels collapsed, their underground passage-
ways exposed. Two hummingbirds perched on the barbed 
wire fence; they didn’t fly away when I moved slowly  
toward them.

When I got home I was soaked to the bone, my pants 
covered with mud. I took off my clothes, hung them to 
dry in front of the fire, then put on warm socks, pants, a 
shirt, a sweater, and a maroon cap. For six days it rained 
and for six days I walked in the fecund rain, stopping to 
talk to the farmer and the farm workers who told me that 
it had rained nine inches. In the vineyard, Rick, the usu-
ally taciturn grape grower, now wanted to share feelings. 

“I was sick and tired of looking at the poor brown hills,” he 
said. “Now, I’ll enjoy watching the green grass come up.”

By the end of the week, the sky cleared, the sun 
warmed the air, and the temperature rose to seventy de-
grees. The mustard grass bloomed, the fields turned yellow 
and green, and the grapevines began to bud slowly. Hope 
took root in my soul, though almost everyone in the know 
told me that the rain was only a small dent in the big 
drought that wasn’t going to go away. “Rogue rain,” they 
called it; rain that defied the paradigm.

Juliet Christian-Smith, a climate scientist and a mem-
ber of the Union of Concerned Scientists, told me that 
2013 was the driest year on record in California history, 
and that dry years would surely come again. “We’re in an 
unprecedented condition of dryness and it will happen 
with increasing frequency,” she explained calmly, almost 
matter-of-factly, when I asked her if we were in a crisis. 
There was no need to alarm citizens unnecessarily; they 
were already in panic mode thanks to the media. Juliet 
added, “Climate change tells us that the past is no longer 
an accurate predictor of the future. More people are de-

manding more water. That’s obvious. What isn’t perhaps 
as obvious is that we need to be less vulnerable and more 
resilient. We have to rethink the way that California ad-
dresses the problem of water.”

Near the end of February, I found a kindred soul as 
eager and as willing as I to walk in the rain. Born and 
raised in England, he had followed streams and rivers ever 
since his boyhood. Now, he followed them in California, 
though he was careful not to trespass and make himself a 
target for irate property owners. We kept to paved streets in 
proper neighborhoods, avoided puddles and speeding ve-
hicles, and listened to the song of the red-winged blackbird, 
a sure sign of spring. The world, or at least my corner of it, 
seemed fresh and clean and vibrant—if only for a moment.

Stephen, my buoyant rainy-day English friend, sang his 
own song of spring. He didn’t want to make war on drought, 
as local politicians urged, but rather to build community, 
conserve, preserve, restore, and recharge: save water, plant 
native trees and shrubs, dry farm, and rely less on cars.

“When people get together, share information, and 
recognize that we’re in the drought together, strange and 
wonderful things happen. I’ve seen it with my own eyes,” 
he explained as the raindrops beat on our hatless heads. 
Sitting down with me for a proper English tea in a café, 
he added, “It’s much easier to keep water clean day in and 
day out than to have to clean it up after you’ve thoroughly 
fouled it. Maybe this drought will serve as a wake-up call 
to California.”

I did not have to go home to hear Annie Lennox of the 
Eurythmics sing “Here Comes the Rain Again.” The song 
was in my head, the rain was in my blood. In the distance, 
I could hear the beat of the dreaded drought knocking on 
the big door that someone, somewhere, would soon have 
to answer.

earlier, and maybe before that, when California was clearly 
in the midst of an unofficial drought, but still a drought.

Living with less, and having lower expectations, 
seemed to be the governor’s favorite mantra. During the 
drought of the nineteen seventies—Jerry Brown’s first term 
in office—I lived with two dogs in a town on the coast 
range where it rained on average more than four feet a year. 
It rained half that much my first year in California, when I 
learned from Wallace Stegner, a fount of wisdom on nearly 
everything about the West, that the Golden State, at least 
its southern half, was built on the edge of a vast desert. 
Now, in the drought of 2013–2014, his words reverberated 
louder than ever. The desert seemed to be on the move, 
inching its way north, up Highway 5, through the Great 
Central Valley, turning green fields into dry fields that 
might have shocked T.S. Eliot, author of The Waste Land.

Day after day, weather forecasters on the radio pre-
dicted rain. Indeed, skies would darken, moisture infused 
the air, but rain never arrived. Then, on the first Sunday 
in February, I woke to the sound of a rain so light I could 
barely hear it. Before breakfast, I put on my fedora, slipped 
out the kitchen door, gazed at the sky, then walked in the 
creek bed, the dry brown leaves crunching under my boots. 
I could see that it would have to rain for days before water 
would flow in it again.

That afternoon, I attended a party in the Mayacamas, 
the mountain range that runs north and south and di-
vides Sonoma from Napa. I looked down at the valley 
floor and across the floor to Sonoma Mountain. The rain 
came down gently, steadily, and seemed to delight, tickle, 
and amuse all the young women gathered together that 
Sunday. They were farmers or worked for farmers; they 
understood the necessity of rain. The party was to honor 
their work in the fields, though a few men, mostly hus-
bands and fathers, joined their wives and lovers. Now, it 

turned into a celebration of the rain. In the living room 
there was an altar with a statue of a goddess, and in an 
adjoining room hot cider, bread, and vegetable spreads. 
Someone read a poem about the unfolding of the world 
in a drop of rain. There was singing and dancing and the 
cries of infants in their mothers’ laps—all of which made 
me feel happy from the inside out. That night I went to 
sleep with the sound of rain in my head, a strange mix of 
memory and desire.

The next morning I walked in the fields and the vine-
yards behind my old farmhouse. A solitary hummingbird 
perched on a barbed-wire fence, nervously twitching its tiny 
head from side to side. Sleek horses in the pasture munched 
tufts of grass, and a couple of ornery bulls chomped on dry 
weeds. Two farm workers planted strawberries and added 
mulch. Another farm worker spread manure in a low-lying 
corner of the farm where it often flooded.

The vineyard owner—the son and the grandson of 
farmers—sat in the vineyard in his battered pickup truck, 
the door on the driver’s side wide open. Rick had never 
witnessed a year as dry as this one, he told me, not in sixty 
or so years. His crew had recently pruned the vines; usually 
they wept after being pruned, he explained. Not this year. 
They were bone dry.

“What name does the creek have?” I asked, eager to 
know more about the waterway that drew me to it as it 
cut through oak and buckeye trees. “Five Creek,” he ex-
plained. “Though old maps call it Fire Creek.”

A day later, the morning air smelled like rain, felt 
like rain, and soon I heard the sound of rain whipped by 
the wind. In the distance, tires squished on the two-lane 
road that led to the freeway. The sky grew darker, the rain 
came down, and, as though in a dream, I sat, watched, 
and listened. The rain went to my head and altered my 
body chemistry—or so it felt. At the end of the day, I drove 
from Santa Rosa to Napa to talk at a fundraiser for college 
students, and felt like I was submerged in an immense sea. 
The cars that came toward me on the road seemed like 
sharks moving swiftly through the deep, their headlights 
piercing the blackness of night. Kathy, the woman who 
had invited me to talk at the fundraiser, told me, “I woke 
in the night, heard rain on the skylight, and I was happy 
for the first time in a long time.”

On the radio driving home, the forecaster predicted 

Jonah Raskin is the author of fourteen books and the 
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sheLbY graham

Butterfly Effect Scroll 1, California Dogface, 2011
 digital print, full scroll 85 x 17 in

sheLbY graham

Butterfly Effect Scroll 1, California Dogface (detail), 2011
digital print (detail from scroll)
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garY irving

 Lonesome Lands 2013
 photographic print, 36 x 40 in

ursuLa k. Le guin

The Jackson 
Brothers

for Betsy Buck

i was heading to my friend Homer James’s place in a 
lonesome part of Wyoming when my horse started 
favoring his left hind foot. I couldn’t find what was 

wrong, but it wasn’t getting any better, and seeing a track 
off the road and a roof at the end of it I took the track. 
Towns and ranches being few and far between, I figured 
we better take what offered, if it got offered. I led old Rusty, 
gimping along like he could barely stand to put that foot 
down. We got near the ranch and the dogs came out and 
made a noise. We got to it and a man came out to see what 
the noise was.

He was short and fairly stout, not young not old, bright 
blue eyes. He said well howdy, and I said howdy. Then he 
clammed up. He didn’t look unfriendly. He just didn’t 
know what to say next. Standing there at Rusty’s head, I 
said, “He went lame kind of sudden. Like he picked some-
thing in his hoof. But I can’t find it.” The man didn’t say 
anything so I went on, explaining what didn’t need much 
explaining. “Figured I better give him a rest.”

The man nodded, but still looked like he didn’t know 
what to say, so I asked, “Okay if I water him,” nodding to 
the little barn, “and have a look at him?”

“I guess,” the homesteader said. He looked distressed. 
He turned half round and called out, “Will? Joe?” but not 
real loud.

Somebody hollered back, and presently a man came 
from around back of the house, and almost at the same 
time another man appeared from the chicken runs and 
sheds behind the barn. As they came up to where we were, 
it was like a reflection in two mirrors coming together. 
They were twins. Aside from one of them wore a blue shirt 
under his coveralls and the other one a red long john top, 
they were dead ringers. And then darn if still another man 
didn’t come out of the house.

They were all short and strong-built, not big but sturdy, 
with snub noses and blue eyes. Brothers for sure. The last 
one was really short, maybe five foot, with a kind of scared 
look that made me think maybe not quite all there. He 
didn’t come all the way out but hung back in the doorway, 
staring at me.

The twins said well howdy, and one of them said, 
“We’re the Jacksons. Will,” indicating himself, “Joe,” his 
twin, “Bob,” the one I’d met, the eldest of them, and “Jack,” 
the shorty. “Can we be of help to you?”
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had only just recently died. Anyhow, she hadn’t left her 
ghost there. I slept sound.

Rusty’s leg was a lot better in the morning but not 
enough that I would have liked to ride him, and the Jack-
sons wouldn’t have let me. So after they’d got breakfast 
cleared away—and they all joined in so it went like hey 
presto—I went out with Will and Joe where they were 
doing fence repair.

They all worked hard and they all worked all day, the 
four of them. They were easy to work with because they 
knew what they were doing. The twins were by choice the 
range riders and Bob and Jack the farm hands, but they 
could all turn their hand to any job, and did so. They were 
running a considerable establishment and doing it well. 
The cattle pens and corrals were in good shape and the 
cattle I saw were fine animals. They had a little smithy—
Bob said he was the blacksmith. They kept a cow for milk 
and butter—Jack looked after the dairying. There was a 
good flock in the chicken run, they had a considerable 
vegetable garden, even had some rose bushes climbing the 
chimney on the house front. There was a rose in a vase on 
the table where we ate dinner. It was a good dinner again, 
Irish stew, bread, and apple pie. The night before had been 
baked chicken, mashed potatoes with gravy, fresh bread, 
and stewed peaches. There were shelves and shelves of 
preserves in the pantry, pickles and all, that their mother 
had left, or maybe they hired some woman to come out 
and put up garden stuff for them.

Though the twins weren’t as shy as Bob and Jack had 
been to start with, they were twins, and tended to com-
municate to each other, cutting out other people some 
without meaning to. Little Jack was beginning to get used 
to me, but he had to have the others with him to have any 
courage at all. Once I chanced to set out right after him 
for the outhouse. When he saw me coming he spooked 
like a scared cat. He ran clear off to the blacksmith shed, 
where he hid out till I went back into the house. He was 
pitiable—so ugly, slow, and timid. I thought he was lucky 
in having the brothers he did.

Bob, the eldest, was the most interesting of them. He 
was smart and steady. A good conversationalist once he 
warmed up. He seemed to know a little more than the oth-
ers about the world outside the Jackson homestead, and to 
want to hear about it. He asked me where I’d been. When 

I told them about the Black Canyon of the Gunnison, 
which I’d seen recently, they all listened as devoutly as if I 
was a lecturer with picture slides. After dinner I asked Bob 
about the books and we got into quite a conversation. They 
had been his mother’s. Winter nights she would read to 
them. They still sat around the fire and read aloud, winter 
nights, Bob said.

He went to the big rolltop desk in the front room and 
brought out a folder from a photographer in Kansas City. 
In it was a pair of little oval wedding portraits: a young 
woman with a snub nose and light hair, and a man of forty 
or so with a lined forehead, a long wiry bushy beard, and 
that kind of wild glare in his eyes from posing for the old 
slow cameras.

Bob was looking only at the woman. “That’s her,” he 
said with pride and affection.

“They from KC?” I asked, to be saying something.
“He was,” Bob said. He closed up the folder and put 

it away and shut the desk. “Mama came from Ohio. I re-
member when she ordered the Shakespeare plays. It was 
her Christmas present to all of us. She ordered them and 
they came from Denver with the weekly mail. We were all 
crazy to know what was in that box…. She read us Romeo 
and Juliet that Christmas night.” His round, weathered, 
worn face was all lit up, thinking about that. I liked him. 
Bob would make a good friend, I thought.

Rusty’s problem, whatever it was, seemed to have 
cleared up. He came trotting over to see me next morn-
ing, sound all round as far as we could see. I asked if I 
could help them finish up the stretch of fence I’d worked 
on with them the day before, and they appreciated my 
asking, but wouldn’t keep me. So I saddled up and said 
goodbye. They were sorry to see me go, I could see that. I 
had brought some novelty into their hard, closed-off life. 
They were also glad to see me go, I could see that. They 
were wary of me, didn’t quite ever let down their guard. 
I’m not a frightening kind of man, and it puzzled me some. 
But I figured that living out here, they’d just gotten unused 
to other humans.

Little ugly Jack looked up at me piteously when I was 
mounted and about to go. His face was twisted like an 
unhappy child’s.

“Hey, Mr Tupman, you look after these rowdy fellows, 
now,” I said. “See they don’t get into no trouble.”

I introduced myself and my problem, and the twins 
joined me in studying Rusty’s leg and foot. We walked him 
around some, and looked into the hoof, and after consider-
able discussion agreed that the foot was fine and there was 
nothing serious but he had strained a tendon or a muscle 
and needed to lay up and give it a rest at least overnight. I 
took off his gear and put it in the barn and we took Rusty 
into a small lot behind the barn where two of their ani-
mals were. Most of their horses were in a big fenced lot 
farther out. This little lot was the Rest Home, Will said. 
The occupants were one quiet friendly old draft horse and 
a superannuated mule, I swear the oldest mule I ever saw, 
just hardly able to hold up his old bony head with sad eyes 
like those photographs of Indian warriors from lost wars. 
Rusty walked in and they all took to each other like they 
were family.

The Jackson brothers led on back to the house, and 
when they got there, I followed them in since they ap-
peared to be expecting me to do so and I certainly had 
nowhere else in particular to go.

The house was well built and pretty large, and it struck 
my eye as notably well kept. You get four men ranching, 
you expect some relaxation in the housekeeping line, 
likely a good deal of disorder, and no surprise if worse 
than that and smelling foul of clothes and rancid bacon. 
This place looked like a front parlor and smelled of clean 
wood and bread rising. Bob disappeared right away into 
the kitchen, probably to see after the bread, with little Jack 
trailing him. The main room was big, with a long table 
at the kitchen end. At the front end was a stone fireplace 
with a piece of carpet in front of it and four easy chairs 
around that. There was plenty of light from the windows. 
Every chair had a little table by it with a lamp on it for 
the evening. The floor was so clean it shone. It beat any 
hotel lobby I ever saw.

Will and Joe sat down in easy chairs and one of them 
said, “Sit down, have a rest,” to me. They all had a quiet 
voice and way of speaking. They were shy,  and short of 
things to say, the way people are when they don’t often 
see or speak to strangers, but friendly-mannered. And as 
the evening went on I found they had plenty to say to each 
other. They were a harmonious family. They talked and 
laughed in their low-key way. When I laughed with them 
it clearly pleased them and they got to feeling easier with 

me. They didn’t use tobacco, I had noticed no spittoons, 
and they didn’t offer a drink, but when Bob and Jack set 
out dinner I had no complaints whatever concerning the 
hospitality.

Mostly I let them talk. They didn’t ask me much, and 
got shy again when I brought up anything that didn’t have 
to do pretty directly with their little world. Not that it was 
small in size—they had 1,200 acres, they told me, and 
were running around 250 head of cattle, and their view 
was horizon for 360 degrees, with some mountains—but 
in human terms it was limited. There was no other house 
in sight. The nearest was three miles, they said. They told 
me their neighbors’ names, but said almost nothing about 
them. They weren’t up on current politics, or financial 
scandals, or the mining troubles in Colorado. But they 
were not ignorant men. They had a bookcase near the 
fireplace, with a set of Charles Dickens, the plays of Shake-
speare in four volumes, a set of books by Victor Hugo with 
a French name but English inside, six books by Dumas 
including The Count of Monte Cristo, Sohrab and Rustum 
by Matthew Arnold, books of poetry by several poets in-
cluding Longfellow, Lowell, Moore, and Tennyson, and 
a number of paper-covered novels of Western adventure. 
One of their little running jokes was to call the youngest 
brother, Jack, the shorty, after Mr Tupman in The Pickwick 
Papers. They were gentle with him.

I offered to sleep in the hayloft but they wouldn’t have 
it. Bob acted indignant about it. “We have a spare room,” 
he said, stuffy-like.

Jack looked like he was going to protest.
Bob glared at him.
Jack said in a sort of whisper, “It was Mama and Papa’s 

room.” Jack looked to be forty or so, but he talked like a 
boy whose voice hadn’t changed.

“It’s all right,” Bob said to him firmly. “This is a guest.”
Jack didn’t say anything more.

“It’ll be fine,” Will said to him, reassuring.  I could tell 
Will from Joe because Joe had the red shirt and Will the 
blue one.

So I got put in Mama and Papa’s room. It was as clean 
and neat as everything else there, cold as the Pole of course, 
but there were plenty of quilts on the saggy double bed—
thick, warm quilts, new-looking. I had noticed a sewing 
basket near the fireplace downstairs. It looked like Mama 
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“Yes I will,” he whispered, serious as could be.
I called out thanks to them all and rode out of the yard, 

the dogs escorting me all the way.
I don’t know why it was when I got back to the main 

road and was jogging on west again that the picture of 
Papa Jackson came back into my mind, with his crazy stare 
and his big beard. I thought how none of the Jackson boys 
had any sign of a beard at all. Shaving close every single 
morning was hardly customary on a cattle ranch—Sunday 
mornings, if that. The only razor I’d seen in the house was 
on the bureau in the room I’d slept in, beside the basin and 
pitcher—Papa’s beard trimmer, beside Mama’s comb and 
brush. The boys must just not grow much beard. I thought 
of Jack’s sad face and shook my head, kind of troubled for 
some reason.

I did not forget my visit to the Jacksons. My friend 
Homer James and I were sitting up jawing the night I got 
there, and knowing he’d lived at some period in the coun-
try I’d just come through, I asked him if he’d ever known 
the Jackson brothers.

“Oh, sure,” he said, with a kind of surprise. “I grew up 
fifteen miles from the Jackson place.” He looked at me 
with his head cocked a little. “You know them?”

“They put me up two nights. My horse went lame.”
“They did, did they? Well. Well! Did you—” He started 

over: “Do you know who they are?”
“Jackson brothers is all I know.” He said nothing. I 

went on, “Nice place. They run it well. Seemed like good 
people to me.” I was almost defending them from the odd 
look he was giving me.

“The best,” he said. “Only they ain’t brothers.”
I just waited.

“Well. Old John Jackson took a double homestead with 
his wife Roberta out there. And they started proving it out 
and having kids at the same time the way people always 
do. And, see, old Jackson was set on having boys to help 
him run the place. But he didn’t get a boy. He got a girl. 
Roberta after her mother. And a couple years later twins, 
Willamine and Josephine. And a couple years more, bingo, 
little Jackalyn. And at that, old John lost his temper, and 
said by golly if God won’t give me no boys I will make 
them. And he dressed those little girls in boys’ clothes 
from then on. Burned up their dresses and their girl toys, 
their dollies, people say. And from then on they was Bobby, 

Willy, Joe, and Jack. Nobody knows if their mother didn’t 
dare go against him or if she thought it was all right. The 
Jacksons always kept to themselves. The boys, the kids that 
is, went to the school, the two years there was a school out 
there, but it was their mother brought them up. She was 
an educated lady. She ordered books from Denver. Kept 
the house in perfect order, my mother said, but so shy she 
could scarcely talk. Mother used to go over there now and 
then for Mrs. Jackson’s chicks. She raised fine Rhodies. I 
only saw old Jackson a couple times. Grim old party, he 
was. People kept out of his way. But I knew Bob and Will 
and Joe a little. Like you said, they were good people. I 
guess we mostly just thought of them as boys, they dressed 
like boys and acted like them and did men’s work and…so 
it just worked out like that.”

I was taking all this in, and said nothing.
“There was people thought it was kind of funny. The 

Jackson boys! They’d snicker about it. But hell, those girls 
done all any four men could have done! And still doing it, 
from what you say.”

I nodded, still thinking about the Jacksons, seeing 
what I had seen and hadn’t seen.

Homer mused a while. “They could of gone back to 
being women once the old man died. But I guess by then 
they couldn’t.”

“I guess not.” 
“It don’t seem fair, somehow,” Homer said.
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kari wergeLand

Stage Ride to 
Tassajara

A stagecoach once shepherded people fourteen 
miles between James Ranch and the Tassajara 
Springs Resort, located not far from Monterey, 

California. Today’s “stage” is actually an 
eight-passenger, four-wheel-drive vehicle that 

travels that same treacherous road. The resort 
is now the Tassajara Zen Mountain Center.

When she unzips her little case,
I sneak a peek at color—
the felt markers nestled inside—
and feel a smile beneath my skull.
She sits snugly belted,
with an open notebook cradled in her lap.
I watch the thoughts cocoon 
over her, germinating a world
inside a world; and my own thoughts
spark briefly another one—
a different girl 
with a precious notebook,
pages that were later burned inside a steel drum 
for being too naive.

I make an offer of privacy,
turning toward the window
to watch the long scene pass:
trees and mountains and sky.
But I can’t stop wondering about the rainbow
exploding across her notebook.

Maybe she’ll open a pack of Life Savers—
let them tumble randomly
until her vision is clear.

She’s too old for plastic alphabet letters—
cheerful numbers—
those colorful magnets
we put on the fridge,
as perhaps I am too old
to ever again rest on a cushion
that does not reveal seams of ash.

Do crayons still beckon her
with sharpened tips like buds?
Does she keep them neatly arranged 
so that every hue ripples
across a cardboard container garden
waiting for lengthening fingers
to descend
and shake up their world?

Trees and mountains and sky
jostling outside.
A book of poetry flies. 
That’s my Dad’s. 
A notebook follows.
The man sitting in the middle 
seat is sure to be 
in the workshop on Poetry and Zen.

Our bones shift down the road.
Fatigue loosens.
At some point I decide 
to look at her world, 
and my eyes dart
over a spindly math problem
completed 
amid a shock of lined white space.
She’s just figured something out.

brad orsburn

Hopeful Shadows, 2010
conté pencil, copic marker,  

with glaze on canvas 10 x 30 in
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p.J. paLmer

Grapes  
of Wrath:  

An American 
Journey

When a majority of the people are hungry 
and cold they will take by force what they 

need. And the little screaming fact that 
sounds through all history: repression works 

only to strengthen and knit the repressed.

—John Steinbeck

i n the seventy-five years since John Steinbeck chroni-
cled the desperate westward exodus of the Joad family 
in The Grapes of Wrath, the landscape they traveled 

has changed dramatically. The storied asphalt of Route 66 
is but a faded ribbon awash in desert sand, superseded by 
the gleaming expanse of Interstate 40 through Oklahoma, 
Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, and California. The national 
landscape of 2014, too, is a far cry from the world of 1939, 
when Viking Press published Steinbeck’s novel, which be-
came one of the most controversial and important works 
in American literature and social activism.

As Steinbeck’s fictional Joad family turns seventy-five, 
his wake-up call is as relevant now as it was when he wrote 
The Grapes of Wrath during the Great Depression. Ameri-
ca is still faced with the same gnawing questions Steinbeck 
asked: What happens when we don’t take care of the less 
fortunate, the poor, the unemployed, the hungry, the ill, 
the elderly, the children? Who are we as a people—as a so-
ciety? What is the meaning of home, family, community? 
How wide should the gap be between the wealthy minority 
and the poor majority? What is the role of our govern-
ment? Can “We The People” do anything to get this right? 

To commemorate the seventy-fifth anniversary of the 
publication of The Grapes of Wrath—and to answer some 
of those questions—the National Steinbeck Center in Sa-
linas asked me to document on film the journey of the 
Joad family from Sallisaw, Oklahoma, to the Weedpatch 
migrant camp in Arvin, California. Our goal was to ex-
plore what has changed in America since the publication 
of The Grapes Of Wrath and more importantly, what has 
not: to explore the legacy of Steinbeck’s story, its meaning, 
the issues it explores, and why it remains relevant today. 

As artists we always strive to do better and challenge 
ourselves creatively. By tackling these themes, I am taking 
my art to a new level of political and social self-reflection. 
While I have always been drawn to work that highlights 
the similarities between people, this piece challenges me 
to explore those things which can cause great division and 
hostility among individuals. This is a personal project for 
me as a Californian and as an American. It challenges me 
to draw from my own experiences of poverty as a child 
and being sustained by welfare programs for children, and 
how that social safety net had a profound affect on my 
life. This entire project is a huge responsibility and an 
honor. The Grapes of Wrath is a giant of American culture 
and literature, and the task of reexamining this novel and 
Steinbeck’s legacy, especially in today’s social climate, will 
push me to new limits.

courtesy: National Steinbeck Center and (twenty)2 films
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living in Weedpatch, California, 2013
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Tom Joad’s 
Never Going 

to Die

DIRECTOR: P.J. Palmer

INTERVIEWEE: Jorge Gillon

LOCATION: Weedpatch Camp, California

m y name is Jorge Gillon. I am an artist, um, poet, 
a couple classes away from graduating with a 
BA in U.S. history from Cal State. So, come 

spring, I’ll graduate.
I was born in Bakersfield, and lived in the Weedpatch 

field my whole life.
I got a couple paintings in Fresno, and in Pasadena 

down in L.A., and some in here locally in Bakersfield.
I do a lot of spoken word locally, and sometimes I get a 

chance to go to Visalia with some friends, or Fresno.
I’m a product of amnesty. In 1986, when my parents 

were granted amnesty, I was allowed to stay. I mean, nev-
er answering the phone, or being afraid that my parents 
weren’t going to come back or whatnot because of La 
Migra. You know, that was a constant thing, growing up 
as a little one: not understanding what La Migra was, but 
that La Migra would take them away, you know.

My parents, they are farm laborers. They picked gua-
vas for Sunview Vineyards, and when the season was over, 
they transferred over and did pruning, or “lobata,” as they 
called it, where they set up the grapevines for next year so 
the fruit could grow for next year. So, it was almost like a 
year-round thing. They went from harvesting to pruning 
and, I guess, the gardening aspect of the grapes.

When I was like three, I remember picking onions just 
right outside of Lamont, and I got sick, I got a fever. I guess 
I was working too hard. I mean, fuck, you don’t know; at 
three years old you don’t know.

I remember third and fourth grade, not being able to 
pick, but we would set out the paper for the raisins, be-
cause raisins are literally dried by the sun and we would 
put clods of dirt on each of the four corners of the paper 
and do the whole circle. I used to not like it. In fourth 
grade, you know, going into fourth-grade year, kids are like, 

“I can’t wait till summer,” and I’m like, “Naw, man, I’m 
gonna go to the fields.” Some kids, not all kids, had to do it.

The original Sunset Camp, that was torn down. There 
wasn’t the need to preserve anything, about the whole 
thing, because, you know, you have these people who are 
in charge and have absolutely no connection to the deci-
sions being made that affect other people.

The last renovation that happened cut all ties off from 
Tejas, and all the people from Nuevo Leon, and now you 
have people from Coachella, and Indio, and Arizona 
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showing up; but the thing is, is that those people have no 
idea what’s going on here. All these new buildings that 
come up, I mean, it’s a means to an end now. I mean, it’s 
not a campo no more. It’s a prison. I see it as a prison be-
cause I’ve seen what they’ve done, you know, and there’s 
absolutely no connection to anything.

They’re all cookie-cutter. They all look the same. In 
2008, we came and we painted a door Navajo Turquoise 
and a certain yellow, a very beautiful yellow: marigold yel-
low. And the housing authority, within five days, painted 
over what we had painted.

See, this whole thing that you guys are doing is 
wonderful, celebrating the seventy-five-year anniversary 
for John Steinbeck. But the whole thing is that, what’s 
in the book is still happening right now, and there’s new 
migrants, but since nobody’s saying anything, everything 
gets destroyed, you know. And, like, the palm trees are 
probably, like, the only things that are original. I mean, 
you see all the vacant fields. I mean, there’s a saying that 
all these empty fields used to be houses. Well, these empty 
fields used to be houses, you know.

There’s nobody out there being the voice for these—I 
guess for the camp. But, I mean, it’s not just Okies, you 
know. It’s not just people from Tejas, you know. There’s a 
whole continuing thing. I mean, some of the people are 
out here right now because they’re still picking grapes out 
on the Lano area.

But this is The Grapes of Wrath. This right here is The 
Grapes of Wrath. This is everything that everybody was 
talking about, that everybody sees in the movie. This is 
Tom Joad. This is everything that is in the books and it’s a 
continuing thing and it has to be preserved.

I think there’s a lot of us that are Tom Joad. In that 
scene where he says, I’m going to be in those little kids’ 
laughter when they’re getting happy, because they know 
food’s about to be served to them because they’re hungry. 
You know, whenever there’s a cop beating down a guy, I’m 
gonna be him. It’s just the realization that doing the spo-
ken word and doing these things, you have to be the voice. 
It can’t always be someone else. Everybody always com-
plains, you know, who’s gonna do this, or how come they 
don’t do that. Well, fuck all that, it has to be you. If you 
don’t take action and do it yourself. I mean, you know, fuck 
it, we’re all Tom Joad. We all have to go out there and we 

all have to fight. And if everybody had that state of mind, 
as opposed to being whatever denomination of Republican 
or Democrat or Green Party or Libertarian. None of that 
shit matters. If we were all more like Tom Joad, then this 
world would run a lot more simpler because it would just 
have some fucking common sense.

Nah, I mean, I guess, think about what Steinbeck was 
talking about. Think about what Tom Joad was talking 
about. Think about what Woody Guthrie said, in that, you 
know, we’re all in this together, and if we’re not helping 
each other out, I mean, there’s really no point to this world. 
You know, people talk about there being a heaven or a hell 
and, like, you have to enjoy what you can because nobody’s 
ever come back and told you anything about anything. You 
know, once we’re gone, that’s it. Life’s waited for your mo-
ment. We’re all going to be Tom Joad at some point, and 
if we never use our voices, who’s going to hear us? You 
know, you have to use your voice and you have to speak 
up. You know, it doesn’t matter if you’re a little kid in some 
little town in Iowa, you know; a little—a little chicanito 
in Brooklyn, you know; a little African kid in Wyoming; a 
little white boy in Florida. Pursue your dreams, and just do 
it, man. You know, just go for it. If they call you a dreamer, 
then good, you know. You have some sense of mind in 
your head, you know. You have to pursue what you have 
to pursue, you know. But, we’re all Tom Joad. Tom Joad 
isn’t dead, you know. Tom Joad’s never going to die. Tom 
Joad’s always going to exist.

I mean, let’s just imagine if John Steinbeck didn’t 
write this book, you know? Like, what if he didn’t write 

This is Tom Joad.  
This is everything that 
is in the books and it’s 

a continuing thing and 
it has to be preserved.

editorial noteeditorial note
art credit rule should be: if on side, then in gutter.  if underneath, 
then at same baseline as text page blue line, raise art image above it.



CATAMARAN  5958  P.J. Palmer

p.J. paLmer

Roadside Cemetery in New Mexico, 2013
single frame 1:85:1, digital capture

this book? Then this would be just another little camp. 
You know, nobody would know, nobody would care, you 
know, and what Guthrie was talking about, what Tom Joad 
was talking about, I mean, that’s something that, in its 
time, when everything is being written and everything is 
being signed, it had to have been said, because if they’re 
not speaking out for everybody, or speaking out for the 
people who are downtrodden, I mean, who is, you know?

And it’s important because of that, because it’s not 
just a vicious book and a vicious movie. The fact that they 
had the balls to come out and just literally say, you know, 

“There’re these people out there that you don’t know about,” 
and it coincides with what is happening right now, you 
know, the whole immigration debate and everything and 
the government shutdown that we’re currently in right 
now, like, right now. Maybe not when this comes out, but 
there are certain people, or what not, that you don’t neces-
sarily think about, you know. All these people that are anti-
immigrant and doing these things against basically the 
downtrodden people right now. How many people think 
about them when they go eat a salad, you know? They 
never think about the people that are doing the harvest-
ing, and Steinbeck shed light on that, and that’s why it’s 
important, and he spoke through Tom Joad, and Woody 
Guthrie spoke through both of them, and the whole thing 
is all connected in that this isn’t seventy-five years ago, this 
is going on right now, you know, and people need to speak 
up for these people.

You know, this land is your land, this land is my land, 
and Guthrie was talking about that, you know, the haves 
and the have-nots or whatnot.

Even if I do get the degree and pursue a masters, come 
back as a PhD, I still want to come back to Lamont be-
cause, you know, I’d say Lamont lets you dream. But you 
know, like, I hate it when people move out of Lamont, 
you know, they have kids, live in Bakersfield, they’re like, 

“When are you gonna get out of Lamont?” I was like, “Well, 
fuck, it was perfect for you to grow up. You came out right. 
Shit, you have a job, you have a family. Why are you talk-
ing all this shit about Lamont, Arvin, and Weedpatch?” It’s 
like, it’s not about, no cabrón. Go back. Go back and give 
something back, even if it’s only for a year. Even if you 
only show up, like, once a year, I don’t know, do something. 
Go back to wherever it is that you’re from. It could be 

Lamont, it could, like I was talking, Oklahoma. It could 
be anywhere in the United States. Go back to where you’re 
from and give back. You know, whether or not it changes 
anybody, I mean, you know, put it on the map.

courtesy: National Steinbeck Center and (twenty)2 films
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Living 
Steinbeck: 

Dan White in 
conversation with 

John Steinbeck 
scholar Susan 

Shillinglaw

t o mark the 75th anniversary of The Grapes of 
Wrath, I got back in touch with my former col-
leagues at San Jose State University, where I was 

a Steinbeck fellow in 2007–2008. Susan Shillinglaw is a 
scholar in residence of the National Steinbeck Center in 
Salinas, a recent President’s Scholar Award honoree, and 
a professor of English and comparative literature at SJSU. 
She marked the anniversary with a new book, On Reading 
The Grapes of Wrath. We talked about the origins of The 
Grapes of Wrath, and the reasons it continues to enchant, 
infuriate, and inspire generations of readers.

—Dan White

Dan White: Any Californian who is reading The Grapes 
of Wrath on its seventy-fifth anniversary can’t miss the 
parallels between the Dust Bowl and our nightmarish 
drought.

Susan Shillinglaw: Steinbeck writes about the uncer-
tainty of moving west, the sense that anyone coming to the 
west confidence in success, anyone who doesn’t take into 
account weather patterns and cycles of rain and drought, 
is foolish—like Joseph Wayne in To a God Unknown. For 
Steinbeck, water is part of the story of the West. While 
migrants are tremendously optimistic, the land doesn’t 
always yield expectations placed upon it. The dreams and 
visions don’t take into account the whole picture.

DW: I just finished reading your book about reading 
Grapes, and one new concept for me was the idea of the 
book having “five layers,” and how this seems to have 
come from his close friendship and professional relation-
ship with the marine biologist Ed Ricketts. Did Steinbeck 
own up to that influence? Has he said there’s this way of 
reading and interpreting the book that comes directly 
from observing the natural world?

SS: I’m theorizing a bit, but this idea is based on con-
versations they had throughout the thirties. Ed Ricketts 
was always looking, always cataloguing things: inverte-
brates, approaches to ecology, friends’ personalities, poets. 
What they discussed together was a way of observing the 
world, which is not top down, not humans dominating 
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place. Their shared vision was about living in place. To 
understand humans and their environments you start sim-
ply and move to complex interactions—or you start with 
the concrete and end with the abstract. A lot of authors 
move from realistic to abstract, of course, but Steinbeck 
described the reading process as deeper and deeper par-
ticipation, going outward in patterns.

DW: And this process of “building outward” requires a 
slow and steady gaze. You’ve spoken of the slowness of 
pacing in The Grapes of Wrath—the readers lose them-
selves in the details of their lives, in the natural observa-
tion, in the attention to detail.

SS: Steinbeck said it obsessively in his journal, “I have to 
slow down. I have to make sure it flows.” Over and over 
again.

DW: What about this book makes it a perennial? All 
these years later, people are buying hundreds of thou-
sands of copies.

SS: Part of it is the relevance—the cycle of banks seizing 
assets, of drought, of poverty, of power and powerlessness. 
The issues in the book are still so contemporary. And 
Steinbeck’s prose is lucid. He connects with readers. I’ve 
taught Steinbeck a long time. Students start one book 
and they want to read them all. There’s something in him 
that causes readers to connect. I think it’s empathy. His 
style was not Hemingway’s style, but he was interested 
in what Hemingway was doing, which was to clarify and 
simplify. He wanted readers to participate in the actuality 
of what he said. He was a reporter first, before he started 
The Grapes of Wrath. He had that feeling for detail, that 
sense of truth and getting it right. He wanted it to be accu-
rate. The prose is beautiful, so you luxuriate in the words 
at the same time the book takes you to uncomfortable 
places. Chapter 25 is such a lyrical picture. It shows you 
how beautiful spring is in California, but it turns into the 
angriest chapter in the book. It’s a diatribe against grow-
ers, and so his prose leads you from lyrical to polemic. By 
the time he wrote The Grapes of Wrath, he’d honed his 
instrument.

DW: You’ve mentioned his sense of humility, and that 
comes across in the work, too.

SS: He’s not arrogant. He’s approachable. He never 
thought he was a great writer. He said he wasn’t like 
Faulkner, who had ideas percolating in his mind wait-
ing to get out, had a hundred stories in mind. Steinbeck 
didn’t have that kind of brilliance, but I think he had the 
talent and the love of writing, and he kept working at it.

DW: He was always considering strategies to make the 
work more impactful. Between the chapters, we pull way 
back and get this almost bird’s-eye or God’s-eye view of 
what’s going on.

SS: I think it slows you down, because you’re reading the 
Joads’ story, and we love narratives, stories, plots; and so 
we think, “Okay, what’s going to happen next?”—and the 
narrative will move it along from there too. But I think 
the inter-chapters, which tend to be experimental in a lot 
of different ways, pull us out of that narrative and make us 
look at a broader perspective, as you said—but they also 
slow you down.

DW: He knew there were going to be people out there 
who would be so offended by his work—not just the grow-
ers, but readers who objected to the language of his char-
acters, the earthiness. One of the famous button-pushing 
scenes is, of course, the ending with Rose of Sharon in 
the barn.

SS: I think he knew that people would object. He’d tell 
his editors it wouldn’t be a popular book, and “Don’t 
print too many,” etc. Part of his concern was the raw lan-
guage; he didn’t want to change a word like “shitheels”; 
he didn’t want to change anything. The editors wanted 
him to change the final scene, and he said no, he had the 
final scene in mind about a third of the way through the 
novel and he knew where he was going. He wanted some-
thing to shock, there’s that; but he also wanted a symbol. If 
you break down, if you lose everything, what do you have 
left? What kind of existential decision can you make? The 
Joads have no house, no family, no food, no warmth, no 
baby. What they lack is so palpable—but, given that, what 
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practice in the 1930s—Ricketts said, “Let’s look at how 
animals group themselves together and how they interact.” 
So you look at the intertidal and the high rocky inner-
tidal, and you see starfish and hermit crabs, and what do 
those communities mean, and how do they relate? Rick-
etts says if you’re going to understand the intertidal, you 
have to look at interconnections: that’s ecology, and he 
was an ecologist before the term was much used. That’s 
why Steinbeck’s vision is ecological as well. He had an 
environmental perspective in looking at humans.

DW: The book plays with the classic California, golden-
west ideal—the idea of crossing America and there you’ll 
find environmental riches and economic riches, which 
are often one and the same. You’ve got the gold out there, 
you’ve got the grapes, you’ve got the fields, you have this 
vision of wonder that compels people in desperate cir-
cumstances, especially, to cross the land and arrive in 
California. Can you comment on the way that Steinbeck 
plays on that myth—a legend that never seems to change?

SS: I suppose it’s just a part of our history—that manifest 
destiny. We forget other more complex stories of move-
ment westward; but there’s that notion that you can start 
over if you move west, to California in particular. I read 
something interesting on the power of the iconography of 
the orange, the orange being on boxes of oranges shipped 
to the east, and railroads shipping oranges, and how won-
derful that California icon is and how important it be-
came. Steinbeck plays on that—oranges and grapes—and 
whenever anybody thinks of California, they think about 
it in terms of those images that were in the popular imagi-
nation. That vision of California hangs over the book, and 
in some way, that myth is still a myth we live with.

can you do in a book that’s all about connections, people, 
and communities? You can reach out to one another. To 
make that hit hard at the end, you have to have something 
different from anywhere else in the book, because essen-
tially, Rose of Sharon is doing what the Joads do with the 
Wilsons early on. They help them out when they are in 
need, and the Wilsons helped them out, so it has to have 
some kind of punch beyond that. To wrap the book up, 
it has to have something else for readers to think about, 
so you’re not just repeating what you said before. In the 
Steppenwolf Theatre Company production, they tried to 
increase that impact by having the man that Rose of Sha-
ron suckles be black.

DW: It seemed to me that the Rose of Sharon gesture 
is something that’s inclusive of a wider family or wider 
community.

SS: Family isn’t just nuclear family; it has to be redefined. 
It’s something larger than the Joads: it’s the Joads plus the 
Wilsons, it’s the Joads plus other migrants, it’s Tom Joad’s 

“I’ll be everywhere.” Family has to be not just immediate 
family, but those you’re willing to go to the line for: empa-
thy makes everybody important. This time through, when 
I was rereading Grapes, when I was writing my book, I 
noticed a passage I hadn’t really considered before, about 
a family that doesn’t have money to buy a car. And so 
they pack up all their stuff in a trailer, and they drag that 
trailer to the side of the road, and they wait, believing 
that somebody will pick them up. And somebody does—a 
guy attaches the trailer to his car and drives the family all 
the way to California. And Steinbeck says: How did they 
know to have such faith in their own species? I think that 
passage sugguest what’s going on at the end of the book—
and that’s what I discuss as the importance of “emergence” 
in the book. But it’s in that sense of emergence that you 
know something will happen—you don’t know what will 
happen, but that something will happen.

DW: Another emotionally loaded character is the Jim 
Casy fallen preacher. You mentioned in your book how 
many students inevitably seize upon the “JC” and take 
him for Jesus, but when Steinbeck created Casy, he dis-
tilled so much complex philosophical thought—from 

transcendentalists, William James, Whitman, Emerson—
all pressed together into this one imperfect man who 
speaks so clearly.

SS: I suppose in part it comes from Ed Ricketts, because 
that’s the way Ed Ricketts’s mind worked. Ricketts was 
obsessed by the notion of breaking through; he was a sci-
entist, and he was studying the intertidal zone and spend-
ing his life doing that. But he also listened to music and 
read about other religions: Buddhism and Taoism. And 
Whitman…. He believe that somehow you could break 
through to a sense of the whole… that there’s a spiritual 
vibration in nature, things you can’t quantify in the world, 
ideas you can’t necessarily discuss rationally. Spirit. A 
kind of yearning for connection with something larger. 
Steinbeck includes many restless, visionary characters in 
his fiction. Casy is the most well-developed Ricketts-type 
character, or the kind of person Steinbeck believed saw 
most broadly and understood people most fully. It was al-
ways the person who could detach a little bit and study 
a situation, and that’s essentially what Casy was doing: 
at the beginning, he was detaching from religion, so he 
could understand more fully what people were all about.

DW: Like the method of observation behind Ricketts’s 
Between Pacific Tides.

SS: He’s a preacher first, but he still says, “I want to go 
look and see and feel, I want to study things, I want to see 
what this means.” 

DW: For readers who are unfamiliar with Pacific Tides, 
could you give us just a quick sense of the book, and the 
way that Ed Ricketts put it together, and the influence of 
that book and the methodology behind it on Steinbeck?

SS: I don’t think that book is as much of an influence 
on The Grapes of Wrath as on Steinbeck’s next book, Sea 
of Cortez. What Ricketts was studying were communi-
ties in the intertidal. Perhaps Between Pacific Tides was 
not as great an influence, per se, on Grapes as it was on 
Steinbeck’s next book, Sea of Cortez, published with Rick-
etts as co-author. Rather than classify intertidal animals 
scientifically—class, phyla, etc., which was the common 
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John steinbeck

The How, 
When and 

Where of the 
High School

t hese directions may be of use to visitors, visiting; 
friends, friending; and most important, parents, 
parenting. 

We will begin with the room which draws the most 
vivid descriptions from the lips of the students. This is 
the math room. Math is not a Spanish swear word, al-
though allusions to it are often accompanied by Spanish 
and otherwise. Math is the science of getting the best mark 
from the least work. There is always a large class in Fresh-
man algebra, the only conceivable reason being that the 
Freshmen are not given very much choice in the matter. 
After the first year, some are still fired with the zeal of an 
Archimedes (we don’t know what that means but doesn’t 
it sound grand?) but most of the students exhibit real intel-
ligence and avoid math. 

The math room is noted for its flunks, its pencil sharp-
ener, its pictures, which are the objects of long and studi-
ous contemplation by the students, and its teacher who is 
a fine scout when she gets away from zero exponents. 

Across the hall from the math room is the office and 
record room. It is here that we are shown the way to right 
living and are gently slammed back into the straight and 
narrow. It is in this room that the red splotched messengers 
of flunks are stored. 

The secretary is very popular; she can issue entrances 
and excuses, and she can tell the trembling Senior wheth-

er he is going to continue his acquaintance with her for 
another year or not. But all in all the office is not to be 
compared with the English room. 

The English room, which is just down the hall from 
the office, is the sanctuary of Shakespeare, the temple of 
Milton and Byron, and the terror of Freshmen. English is 
a kind of high brow idea of the American language. A hard 
job is made of nothing at all, and nothing at all is made 
of a hard job. It is in this room and this room alone, that 
the English language is spoken. After taking English for 
four years we wish to advise Freshmen to use nothing but 
second hand books; they make the course much easier. 

The study hall is a combination of all the trials de-
scribed above. When we don’t want to work, in fact have 
nothing to work on except some math, and English and 
maybe a little Spanish or Physics, we are compelled to 
keep our eyes on our books while our minds are busy with 
a fate for the teacher which would make the Kaiser’s look 
like a vacation at Palm Beach. Then when we are cram-
ming for an exam. in wood-work, it is announced that we 
will sing. We get up, but the words which come to our lips 
are not those contained in the song. 

Other schools besides Salinas are those of fish, of life 
and of the squad. With all due apologies to Voltaire, Henry 
VIII, K. C. B., King Cole and any others who may have 
thought along this same line, “I thank you.”

—John Steinbeck, ’19.
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Editor’s Note:
According to record, John Steinbeck burned many of his early writings, showing his juvenilia no mercy. But he was not able 
to torch the writings in his high school yearbook, El Gabilan.

In “The How, When and Where of the High School,” the young Steinbeck tours various departments within the school, 
noting, “English is a kind of highbrow idea of the American language. A hard job is made of nothing at all, and nothing at 
all is made of a hard job.” Could he have said this any better, with twenty-seven books behind him? The writer’s early work, 
spared from the bonfire, flares with coltish ingenuity.  

Catamaran would like to thank Julie Minnis for her guidance and resourcefulness in obtaining these materials, the Salinas 
Public Library and the National Steinbeck Center.
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Woodwork t oday is a day of specialists, and especially for 
specialists who specialize in one special thing. 
Woodwork is a trade in which specialists are 

working more and more. The great woodworking shops, 
some of which turn out eaves, others doors and so on are 
increasing rapidly. For awhile woodworking was near the 
end of the line of professions but most post-bellum condi-
tions are bringing it more and more to the front. 

For a progressive, useful and practical shop, ours is 
equal to any in the state. While very few of the woodwork-
ing students may become carpenters, many of them in the 
future will build their own chicken houses and fix that 
kitchen door because of their high school training. Neat-
ness, efficiency and accuracy are among the lessons which 
will be the most useful in later life and these are only a few 
of the assets of the woodworking course. 

Forge is a new thing in this school but like free text-
books it is welcome. More and more, the manual arts are 
appearing in the schools. People are coming to realize that 
neither the work of the head alone or the hands alone is 
successful, but that a careful blending of them is the true 
way to the top of the hill and so forge is the addition. So 
far we don’t know what the benefits will be or what the 
classes will achieve and we can only say that there is some 
mighty fine work turned out. We hope that this addition 
will only be a starter and that more of the combination of 
brains and hands will be taught. 

—J.S., ’19

After graduating from Salinas High School in 1919, John 

Steinbeck went on to write twenty-seven books, including 

The Grapes of Wrath and fifteen other novels. He won ev-

ery major literary award, including the Nobel Prize in Litera-

ture, the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction, the Presidential Medal of 

Freedom, and the National Book Award for Fiction. Fans 

of his work continue to leave small treasures at his humble 

gravesite in Salinas near his high school.
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octavio soLis

On the  
Mother Road

L ast October, I rode with the Joad family across the 
country to California. Yes, it was a virtual trip that 
we all undertake when we read John Steinbeck’s 

novel The Grapes of Wrath. But it was also a literal jour-
ney. As part of an extraordinary venture put together by 
the National Steinbeck Center to commemorate the 75th 
anniversary of the publication of his seminal novel of the 
great “Okie” migration, I was invited to join their staff 
and two other artists, Patricia Wakida and P.J. Palmer, on 
a ten-day road trip tracking the Joad family’s fictional exo-
dus from Sallisaw, Oklahoma, to Bakersfield, California. 
Eleven of us took an RV and a van and rode through most 
of what remains of Route 66 across five states, gathering 
stories and documenting impressions of our new America.

Each day yielded new adventures. All along the way, 
our community partners set us up with people to talk to for 
our oral history segments, and we conducted over seventy 
interviews through the west. We documented first-hand 
experiences with the Dust Bowl and the Great Depres-
sion, but we also heard more contemporary stories of 
hard times, addiction, homelessness, isolation, and disen-
franchisement that made deep impressions on us all. We 
also conducted our own workshops for the communities 
we visited: Ms. Wakida held a few sessions in linoleum 
printmaking; Mr. Palmer and his crew executed a fasci-
nating series of exercises in film- and video-making; and I 
taught a one-day writing workshop. We also participated 
in myriad other events—from aiding a balloon crew at the 
Albuquerque Hot Air Balloon Festival, to singing campfire 
songs in Palo Duro Canyon while the coyotes yipped in 
the distance, to milking goats and mucking horse stalls at 
the Flip Flop Ranch in the Mojave Desert. It was truly a 
remarkable trip.

But the point of the whole experience was to form 
an artistic response both to the novel and to the journey 
itself. For a few weeks, I was at a loss about what to do. I 
couldn’t form a single notion around where to frame a new 
play. Then I recalled an interview we had on our last day, 
with a young man whom we met on the grounds of the 
Sunset Camp in Weedpatch, California. It was the same 
federally run camp that the Joads would find safe haven 
in, only this time the residents were all Mexican migrants 
with guest-worker visas. The young man, Jorge, had been 
one of them earlier in his life. He spoke about his time on 
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from  
Mother Road

(Two old men standing in the middle  

of the Sunset Migrant Camp.)

ROGER: You’re not gonna like it.

WILLIAM: I’m not liking much these days. Where is he?

ROGER: He’s on his way.

WILLIAM: How is it so damned hot? I didn’t figure Cali-
fornia got this hot. Grass is all yellow.

ROGER: They stayed in this camp, you know. Back then. 
’Course it’s different people now. The place is all changed, 
houses razed and rebuilt. But this is where your Joads 
lived a spell.

WILLIAM: You don’t have to tell me that.

ROGER: Anyway, I figured you should come down and 
meet him personally.

WILLIAM: Why?

ROGER: ’Cause it’s a big deal and you may not like it.

WILLIAM: I just need to know it’s him.

ROGER: I’m pretty sure it is.

WILLIAM: So why did you need me to come down—

ROGER: Dammit, I’m tellin’ you—

WILLIAM: —So tell me. Is it him!

ROGER: Look, you hire me to do a job, I do it. I come 
west with nothin’ but a pile of pictures and some rumors. I 
go up and down the Central Valley asking the last remain-
ing tag ends of our Okie brethren, do you know him, have 
you seen him, do you know what become of him? Some 
say, oh he long dead. Died at the hands of union busters. 
Some say he did time in Soledad. So I go to the Depart-
ment of Corrections but Thomas Joad ain’t in any of their 

the campo, how it had changed so much since he’d been 
there last, and how he’d met and lost his girlfriend there; 
and he recited some of his beautiful spoken-word pieces 
for us. But the most striking thing he said was that he was 
the new Tom Joad. He knew the novel well and admired 
its vision and deeply rooted humanism, and considered 
all the migrant workers today to be the true heirs to that 

“Okie” legacy. It was then I knew what my work would be 
about.

What if Tom Joad’s true blood relative is a dark-
skinned American like the young man I met? What if 
there is a farm in Oklahoma that calls this Joad Chicano 
back? What if an old dying Joad who never followed the 
original family out of Oklahoma has to ride with and come 
to terms with this new Joad and the changing world he 
carries in his eyes? What if the journey this time traces the 
Joad trip backwards from Bakersfield to Sallisaw on sleek 
interstate freeways lined with Ramada Inns and Radis-
son Hotels, IHOPs and Denny’s restaurants? Paradigms 
shift, tipping points tip, and people absorb the changes 
that seem to race by like traffic, or they get left behind. I 
felt my story taking the shape of the Mother Road, and I 
chose to title it so.

But on this Mother Road, there are instances where 
the past comes in contact with the present and in this 
palimpsest between Steinbeck’s novel and my play, I hope 
some inkling of the future is revealed, some message of 
our common brotherhood and our evolving stewardship 
of the land. I don’t pretend to match Steinbeck’s towering 
literary prowess, but I do feel a responsibility to his vision 
of a more compassionate society responsive to the times. 
And that’s the ride I take with him.
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WILLIAM: What the hell does he know. Sorry to take up 
your time. I gotta get outa this heat before I…I…

(He falters and wobbles on his feet. MARTÍN catches him.)

MARTÍN: Easy, old guy. Andale, sit down. You lookin’ 
pale, ese.

WILLIAM: I got some pills.

MARTÍN: Dejame.

(MARTÍN helps WILLIAM take the pills. He offers his 
bottled water to drink, but WILL passes on it and swallows 
the pills down hard.)

MARTÍN: What are they for?

WILLIAM: Peace of mind, mostly. Jesus, what the hell 
am I doing here?

MARTÍN: You tell me, homes.

WILLIAM: Home. Yeah. Okay, Listen. I’m gonna ask you 
this and I want you to answer in English as honest as you 
can. ’Cause I know when you people aren’t being straight. 
Are you a Joad or are you not a Joad?

MARTÍN: Depends. Are all a you Joads this racist?

WILLIAM: If you’re indeed a Joad, or “Hoe-dez,” as you 
say, then you just inherited a farm.

MARTÍN: A farm?

WILLIAM: The Joad farm, in Sallisaw.

MARTÍN: A farm.

WILLIAM: In Oklahoma.

MARTÍN: What do I want with a farm? I worked these 
fields all around as a kid, I missed school to pick strawber-
ries, my moms died of cancer from the chemical sprays. 

Now you wanna hand me a pussy-ass honky farm in bum-
fuck Oklahoma?

WILLIAM: Eight hundred acres. Mostly ranch land for 
my cattle. But we grow some wheat. Hay and corn for 
feed. Two-story farmhouse. A mill nearby. Company ve-
hicles and a couple good quarter horses.

MARTÍN: Okay, let’s think about this.

WILLIAM: Nothing to think about. It’s yours. I need you 
on it.

MARTÍN: How do I know I want to live in Oklahoma?

WILLIAM: You want to stay here all your life?

MARTÍN: Mister....

WILLIAM: Do you want to stay here is my question.

MARTÍN: This land been good to me. It’s given me a 
living and more than my share of good times. But without 
my lady, I don’t see much point in staying. 

WILLIAM: What lady?

(ROGER comes back.)

ROGER: So how’s the family reunion comin’ along?

WILLIAM: Give him his plane ticket, Roger. He’s com-
ing with us.

MARTÍN: Uh-uh. I don’t fly. I don’t get on those things. 
Ever.

WILLIAM: Why not?

MARTÍN: Ritchie Valens died in one of those. Sorry, 
homes. I take my own ride.

WILLIAM: I guess we’re driving.

records. Then I find out he moved south to Mexico to 
dodge the law and it’s there I believe he raised a family 
and died. Back in the 70s. Some of them come back to 
California, back to this here Sunset Camp, and though 
most have died or been deported, he’s here. I found him 
for you, Will. I’m just sayin’ you’re not gonna like it much.

WILLIAM: The last surviving Joad in the country.

ROGER: Excepting you, yeah.

WILLIAM: What’s not to like about that?

(MARTÍN walks on. Young man about thirty. Hair down 
to his ass.)

MARTÍN: You looking for me?

WILLIAM: Oh sweet Jesus.

ROGER: Hey, how ya doin’, Martín. I want you to meet 
William Thompson Joad. He come all the way from Sal-
lisaw to meet ya.

MARTÍN: ’Sup.

WILLIAM: You gotta be outa your fuckin’ mind. This 
can’t be him. No way it’s him.

ROGER: Oh, it’s him.

WILLIAM: Look at him. He’s Mexican!

ROGER: And a Joad, too. Prob’ly the last Joad you’ll ever 
know.

MARTÍN: What’s goin’ on? Does this dude got a problem 
with me?

ROGER: No, no, it’s okay—

WILLIAM: Roger, I want proof! Show me some proof!

ROGER: (handing him the folder) It’s all there, Will. 

DNA, blood tests, family tree, all right there in black and 
white. You don’t have to like it, but it’s there.

WILLIAM: There’s gotta be somebody else. We have to 
keep looking for somebody else—

ROGER: There’s nobody! We’ve been through this be-
fore, bud. All the remaining relatives want you to sell out. 
Everybody else is dead. This is the only chance you got. 
Now, I’ll let you two Joads get acquainted while I make 
flight arrangements.

(ROGER takes out his cell and wanders off.)

MARTÍN: Oye, I dunno what your issues are, but for the 
record, I’m a citizen.

WILLIAM: You really a Joad?

MARTÍN: Yeah. Well. Almost. 

WILLIAM: Almost?

MARTÍN: We were Joad in Hermosillo. But somethin’ 
got messed up in the paperwork when my moms came 
over for the pisca. So my last name is Jodes. Martín Jodes.

WILLIAM: Hoe-dez.

MARTÍN: As in “No jodes, guey.”

WILLIAM: I’m not sure I follow you.

MARTÍN: Probably don’t wanna. So what you want with 
me, man?

WILLIAM: Nuthin’. Nuthin’. We’re done.

MARTÍN: Wait a sec. You came all the way out here for 
nuthin’?

WILLIAM: It was all a big mistake. We’re done here.

MARTÍN: Your P.I. seemed to think otherwise.
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ROGER: He’s a Joad, all right. Stubborn as an ass.

(ROGER goes.)

WILLIAM: And no.

MARTÍN: No what?

WILLIAM: We are not all racist.

(THE CHORUS enters and preps the pickup and packs 
it for the trip.)

CHORUS: Get it ready
Get it ready for the mother road
Get it juiced, get it oiled, get it clean for the mother road
Get it all packed 
Make it nice and tight for the mother road
All the things you got, all the things you need
Your phone, cash and credit, valid ID
What more you want on the mother road?
Your socks, your chones, two pairs of each, wash them in 

the sink
Along the mother road
Toothbrush and floss, some soap, a razor and some 

crema
For shaving on the mother road
Get it ready
Get it ready for the mother road.
Get it juiced, get it oiled, get it clean for the mother road
Don’t forget your charger, man
You’re gonna need a charger! Don’t you gotta charger for 

the mother road?
Your picture of your mama, your dog, maybe your cousin 

too,
For sure a picture of your honey love
To make the miles short on the mother road
The shoes you’re wearing, that’ll do on the mother road
A pair of gloves for working, yeah, working on the 

mother road
Gonna need a jacket, too, gets cold on the mother road
T-shirts for the dog days on the mother road
Get it ready
Get it ready for the mother road

Get it juiced, get it oiled, get it clean for the mother road
Make your hasta luegos, 
bid your goodbyes
Take a long last look before you hit the mother road
Anything you lack mother will provide
For the lonely miles, dirty toilets, smelly beds
Of the mother road
For the open throttle of the mother road.
Get up early, get you ready for the mother road.
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Worship at 
the Altar of 

the Mariachi 
Maestro

d ad and I didn’t talk much, because we usually 
didn’t have much to talk about outside of what 
time we’d be working and when he needed rent, 

so when he came into my room one day and asked if he 
could sit down, I agreed, mostly out of curiosity. I hastily 
opened my window in an attempt to air things out a little 
bit, to no avail. Dad sat for a moment, still, and seeing his 
face up close startled me—I guess I’d just never noticed 
his years until now. He had aged well, and I’m sure his 
devilishly handsome looks and demeanor hadn’t hurt him 
in his youth. His eyes were still a deep lustrous green, and 
his mustache was as dark as I remembered it being when 
him and mom would make popcorn and take me for a 
stroll around the state capitol.

“What’s up, anything you want to talk about?” It felt 
forced, and all I was hoping for at this point was that he 
wouldn’t try and give me some sort of rambling, manly 
advice about how to act after a breakup. A moment of 
hesitation before his reply, in a thick accent unintelligible 
to most,

“I was wondering if you wanted to learn a new song.” 
He paused for a second before saying, “Every song you 
learn is yours, forever. It is a fountain of wealth that will 
give you money as long as you live, and no one can ever 
take it away from you.”

He’d told me this a thousand times, but I knew it was 
true. The more songs you knew, the more valuable you 
were to a group, plain and simple. The best violin player 
in the world was useless to a mariachi band if they didn’t 
know any songs by heart, although this didn’t hold true for 
mariachi bands who only read sheet music. I never really 
trusted those bands, though, on principle.

“Well shit, I got nothing going on, let’s bust one out.” 
I grabbed my oversized tan violin case from my closet 
and joined my dad in the living room of our apartment 
in downtown Sacramento. I didn’t know how to tell him 
that I appreciated this fountain he’d shown me more than 
he could ever know. I didn’t know how to tell him I loved 
him more than he could ever know either, and I sure as 
hell couldn’t talk to him about Tatiana.

We went through a piece called La Dama Aragonesa, 
forwards and backwards and every which way until I had 
it down. It really is a lovely piece, with three distinct move-
ments that all grow off one another and are super fun to 

c
o

u
rt

e
sy

 t
h

e
 a

rt
is

t

editorial noteeditorial note
art credit rule should be: if on side, then in gutter.  if underneath, 
then at same baseline as text page blue line, raise art image above it.



CATAMARAN  8382  Nathaniel Figueroa

anna onegLia 

Picking Mangos, 2014
 oil on gessoed paper, 11 x 28 in

play live. I sat on the edge of my bed, content like only my 
violin could make me. Dad looked content too, maybe 
happy, but I noticed a look in his eyes that was something 
between pride and despair. La Dama Aragonesa is not an 
easy piece to learn—or to play, for that matter. It took me 
an hour to learn, and I knew exactly what he was thinking, 
that being, “If my son wasn’t such a fuck-up maybe he 
could be a famous world-class violinist.”

This guilt only really bothered me for a moment, 
though. A chill ran up my spine, and some of the hash I 
had eaten for breakfast began to hit me full force. That’s 
the thing about hash, you eat .4 or .5 of a gram in the 
morning, just by itself, no preparation needed, and you 
will be on-and-off fucking blasted (fucking blasted) for the 
rest of the day, in spurts and waves. It was a wavy moment 
right then, and it must have been wavy for my dad, too, be-
cause I started rocking a little bit, and he had no idea what 
was going on with me. That despair in his eyes seemed 
amplified tenfold, and the devil in him came out to pass 
judgment, so I said the only thing I could think, which was,

“Dad, how the fuck do you remember so many songs? 
There’s… Sometimes when…uhh… Well, some days we’ll 
play twenty or thirty songs I’ve never heard you sing before, 
and, like, obviously you know all the words, and then you 
look at the rhythm section and give them hand signals for 
which chords are coming.” This I said in Spanish, which 
in this wave sounded foreign to me. It sounded much too 
fast and choppy, and he must have known how stoned I 
was because he hesitated a long time. He looked angry at 
first, and then a look came on his face like he was almost 
embarrassed by what he was thinking. A ray of sunlight 
ripped its way through my curtains and caught my violin 
on the bridge. I looked down at it and thought, “Wow, this 
piece of wood is worth more than me and dad’s two cars 
combined.”

My dad was the oldest of ten siblings, one of which 
hadn’t made it past five years old. He was what you’d call 
autistic, at least nowadays. His sister had dropped him on 
his head when he was three. I’d asked her about it the night 
of my cousin Gerardo’s wedding, after we’d been drinking 
shots of tequila, and she said she always felt, growing up, 
that everyone was too quick to forgive her—maybe, she had 
said, because her brother had been an enormous burden 
on the family, who’d had a bad harvest the previous year. 

I’d long suspected my dad of having some sort of autistic-
savant things going on in his head. He had a photographic 
memory for phone numbers and dates, and could instant-
ly do large sums in his head. Before my grandpa passed 
away roundabouts ninety-seven years of age, he would play 
people in dominoes and be able to figure out exactly what 
pieces they had in their hands. I, on the other hand, hadn’t 
been gifted with any of my grandpa’s or my dad’s abilities, 
other than an unusually high tolerance for alcohol.

Being the oldest, my dad had had to drop out of school 
in the third grade to work in our family’s corn and avocado 
fields. This had always been a point of contention between 
him and his siblings, whom he felt didn’t appreciate any of 
his efforts. He’d tell me about waking up at four a.m. and 
dragging a big wheelbarrow full of unhusked corn to the 
market twenty miles away; and how, one day, his uncle 
told him to put on an extra mariachi suit he had and join 
him in the town square, where he made as much as he’d 
make in a day in the span of an hour. Maybe he’d never 
been very good at school in the first place; he never told 
me the same version of the story twice. Regardless, he’d 
had to buckle down and work hard, and he didn’t have 
a network of older siblings to help raise him. Strangely, 
when I looked at my dad, I didn’t see a child like I saw 
in so many other mariachis I’d met throughout the years, 
growing up. I saw in my father a man I could always rely 
on, who had been through the world and had made sense 
of it the best he could.

My dad began, “When I was twenty-five I went to a 
mariachi maestro”—and here I imagined an ancient ma-
riachi wearing wizard robes, holding big leather-bound 
tomes of forbidden knowledge—“and this maestro taught 
me that I must associate notes with colors, whichever color 
first came to me when I heard the notes.” I listened, mull-
ing this over in my head. “So, I just started doing that…
and it was easiest to remember the colors as they were 
in my memories, when I walked through the mountains 
and fields near Cotija and all around Michoacán…” I had 
the impression he’d never shared this with anyone. I don’t 
know why anyone else would have asked, now that I think 
about it, and he continued, “Now, whenever I need to 
remember a song, I just walk through the stream or the 
street in my memories where the song is, and once I see 
the colors, the words and then the notes come to me at 
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the same time. Some of the songs are here in Sacramento, 
how it looked when you were born. If it’s a street in the 
city, sometimes the words will be on signs or in an alley… 
Sometimes it’s water, like a big puddle in the cracks of 
the street that will just be a lot of colors that water isn’t 
supposed to be.”

He must have the whole of Cotija tucked away in his 
memory, I thought to myself. I started figuring, having 
none of the mental math faculties my dad possessed: He 
knows a thousand songs, easy, maybe close to two thou-
sand songs. The computer tinkerer in me wondered how 
many terabytes all those notes and colors were, and then 
another wave of hash hit me, not as sudden or nearly as 
strong as the last one. I thought to myself, “Huh, I wonder 
what it would be like to strangle a boa constrictor.” I lost 
focus.

“That’s amazing,” were all the words I could muster, 
but I really meant it. I stared at the sunlight on the back 
of my violin. There was a flicker in my dad’s green eyes as 
he looked into mine.

anna  
onegLia

Backstage #1, 2014 
oil on canvas, 24 x 48 in
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Nathaniel Figueroa, a creative writing student at the Uni-

versity of California, Santa Cruz, is originally from Sacra-

mento, California. He still plays violin as much as possible, 

and also immensely enjoys house music nowadays. He 

credits his love of reading and writing to his fifth grade 

teacher, Mrs. Carol Walker, who used to have everyone in 

the class start a story and then pass it to the person behind 

them to continue it. He has an incredibly supportive mother 

and father, and a thirteen-year-old brother who is one of 

the foremost authorities on all things Marvel.
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Dr. Black Cat’s Buffalo Rain Dance, 1980
offset lithograph and screen print, 22 x 30 in

christopher 
buckLeY

Sam

My father, working all hours
downtown at the radio station,
dressed like the president
of an English Bank—Harris Tweed,
knit tie, shirts starched with staves
and cufflinks. He must have been
closing in on 50, no life insurance,
investments, no savings or IRAs—
every last red cent (as he used to say)
spent on clothes, watches, sports cars.
He believed he was going to live forever—
no reason to think of anyone
left behind.

If he gave a thought
to anything else on earth, it was Sam,
his 20-lb. black & white bruiser of a tom,
who came in as my father returned
from work, jumping onto the counter,
rubbing against the coffee pot and
sugar bowl until he was served
his can of Friskies or 9Lives. Then,
dish licked clean, he’d paw-by-paw
sidle past the fruit basket and
toaster and leap on top of the fridge
to a cast-iron skillet—too big and heavy
to ever use—where he’d curl up

purring as my father spoke to him
and scratched behind his ears
as he went to sleep, despite dishes clanging
and my stepbrothers blaring
reruns of Gilligan’s Island.

22 or -3,
I was teaching tennis, working a night shift
for $2.50 an hour at Hi-Time Liquor,
reading Yeats behind the register
when it was slow. I had a VW van,
monthly payments, I was going nowhere
but drinking after work with pals—
mai tais, Singapore slings, Three Dagger Rum,
imagining what might be left
of the exotic world after Vietnam,
should I ever put together the wherewithal
to find my way out of town,
burning blindly through the youth
I had left.

I was doing nothing,
really—moonraking, plenty of time to kill—
yet, when he rubbed up against my leg,
I made little effort to give him the attention
his sweet disposition deserved,
to offer anything more than a casual
scratch. Now, waking in the middle
of the night, just short of 65,
far too late in the day
to recoup the smallest loss,
I think about that old boy
and realize how much I miss him.

Christopher Buckley’s twentieth book of poetry, Back 

Room at the Philosophers’ Club, is due in spring 2014 from 

Stephen F. Austin State University Press. With Gary Young, 

he edited Bear Flag Republic: Prose Poems and Poetics 

from California, 2008, and One for the Money: The Sentence 

as a Poetic Form, from Lynx House Press, 2012. He was the 

2013 winner of the Campbell Corner Poetry Contest. He has 

received a Guggenheim, a Fulbright, and two NEA fellow-

ships, as well as four Pushcart Prizes.
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kat meads

In This  
Season of 
Rage and 

Melancholy 
Such 

Irrevocable 
Acts as These

o pportunities to practice plowing the field 
weren’t easy to come by the summer George 
was ten or any summer thereafter. Crops al-

ready planted, fertilized and cultivated; corn and soybeans 
too high for a tractor’s company; any attempts to improve 
the year’s yield long past. To while away the time, he could 
mow hedgerows and access paths, but those were sideline 
activities. Those didn’t put him where he wanted to be: 
smack in the middle of field, nothing between him and 
sky except the cap on his head.

July through August, his father performed moisture 
checks before breakfast, always starting with the acre far-
thest from the house and finishing up with the cut along-
side the kitchen. By then, he’d also be awake, watching 
from the back steps in his pajama bottoms, crunching 
Cheerios. Ira Scaff ’s sampling routine never varied. Se-
lect a spot between rows. Squat. Dig for a dirt clod. Lift 
it. Sniff it. Pinch it. A good sign, gummy grit. It meant 
the soil beneath topsoil hadn’t yet been sucked dry. But 
rarely had he borne witness to his father’s gummy thumb. 
Mostly he saw dirt clods turn to powder, fall, and dust Ira 
Scaff ’s brogans.

Finished with farming chores for the day, his father 
hung up his cap, took a seat at the kitchen table, and 
tucked into a stack of syrup-heavy pancakes. Didn’t hurry 
through breakfast, didn’t hurry doing anything. The prob-
lem was too much time, not too little. To keep himself 
occupied between moisture checks, his father fished the 
creek or holed up at Kiley’s, discussing tractor mechanics, 
Farm Bureau reports, so and so’s risky decision to plant an 
acre of peanuts. Allowed to tag along, little George Scaff, 
farmer-in-training, lunched on canned sardines, balanced 
his butt on bags of dog food, and tried his utmost to look, 
sound, and behave like the genuine article. By example, if 
not blood inheritance, he should have learned to tolerate 
summer’s shutdown, how to get through the idle months 
till harvest. But there wasn’t much of a Kiley’s crowd to 
hang with anymore, and the farmers who did still gather 
preferred to talk about their failing health. He couldn’t 
spend a full day casting for perch on the creek. He didn’t 
enjoy being on water. Land was what he loved.

“Right,” Leeta scoffed. “Dirt, the romance.”
“True love,” he confirmed.
“Uh-huh. I better not catch you trying to ball a dirt clod.”
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“Okay, I’ll make sure you don’t catch me.”
“Stop! Now you’re just being creepy.”
Not creepy—flip, because he’d long since given up 

trying to explain to his wife his attachment to dirt.
“Interested in a cash-poor, dead-end profession? Sign 

up for farming,” she mocked.
They weren’t flush, no argument there. He’d inherited 

a 110-acre farm. The best farmer in Mawatuck couldn’t get 
rich off 110 acres. He’d make more money commuting five 
days a week to a Bartock assembly line. But punching a 
time clock? Spending the rest of his working days, maybe 
the rest of his life, hunched beneath a factory ceiling?

“No one dies from hunching,” Leeta said.
But from heartbreak?
As cracker-ignorant and backwoods-hokey as it sound-

ed, forced to give up farming, he believed he’d die of 
something very much like a grieving heart. If he admit-
ted as much to Leeta, she’d assume he’d gone soft in the 
head. His father would have said: “We all die of something, 
George.”

He knew that’s what Ira Scaff alive would have said, 
because that’s what Ira Scaff dead said all through the 
long, idle summer.

Before his father died, old-looking rather than old, 
they’d walked through the sheds on the property together.

“I wish I could promise these tools, this equipment, 
will bring you luck,” his father said, tossing aside a rusted 
horseshoe. “But they won’t.”

When his father left the shed, he’d followed, expected 
to follow. Alongside his father, he’d stood in the corner of 
the yard, gazing into the fields, expected to stand silent as 
long as Ira Scaff elected to stand, spitting an arc of blood 
rather than tobacco juice.

With a bloody knuckle, his father pointed at sprouting 
soybeans, pale green nubs straining toward sunlight.

“All this land you think is so…grand? When you need 
to sell it, sell it.”

“What? No!” he’d squalled, in no way prepared for that 
decree. “You never sold out. I won’t sell out either.”

Again his father spat. “Sell out. That some kind of 
hippie talk?”

“No, I just meant…you kept the farm. Even when corn 
prices dropped. Even after the hurricane…”

“Because nobody offered to take it off my hands.”

“You say that now, but that’s just…now.”
When you’re dying. Because you’re dying, he thought, 

frantic to excuse his father’s lapse in judgment and resolve.
“This notion you’ve got about farming being some-

thing more than putting food on your table, something 
holy. You’ve got to get that out of your head.”

Never, he thought. Never.
“Listen to your daddy while he’s still around to be lis-

tened to. You can’t live the life I lived, the kind your grand-
daddy lived. Those times are gone, George. And they ain’t 
coming back.”

His father was tired and ill. The tired and ill were 
pessimistic, he’d reasoned. Maybe he couldn’t live, farm, 
the very same as his father and grandfather, but that didn’t 
justify rejecting the farming life altogether. The present 
didn’t have to repeat precisely the past to honor it.

While his father coughed and dozed on the tree swing, 
lit upon by katydids, crawled across by beetles, he’d made 
a project of reorganizing the sheds. Sort, clean, tidy, pre-
serve. By replacing grimy light bulbs with fluorescent strips, 
he’d been able to find and rescue what mounds of bolts, 
screws, pipes, hammers, belts, blades, bailing wire, and 
inner tubes concealed. An anvil that had belonged to his 
Granddaddy Scaff. A cypress tool chest, scored with a pen-
knife and the letters S-C-A-F-F. A mule’s plow harness. A 
leather tool punch. Indian arrowheads of granite, quartz, 
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and mica, collected from the fields, handheld proof that 
people came and went while land remained.

How could he consent to be the Scaff who walked 
away?

How could he bear it?
It was already hot, a hot Monday’s introduction to the 

hot week ahead. Cooler, beneath the shed’s overhang, so 
he re-oiled the anvil, rearranged the arrowheads. He’d 
tuned the combine, changed the spark plugs on the Jeep, 
swept out the sheds, burned the trash, and fixed the leaky 
water heater last week.

He could mow the yard.
He could do that today.
A few rangy weeds had shot up among the crabgrass. 

Sharpening the mower’s blades, tightening gaskets, top-
ping off the gas tank would use up another few minutes 
of daylight.

He started mowing in the backyard because there, 
when he glanced up, he saw fields. Mowing the front 
yard, he saw cars. By next summer, he’d be mowing be-
side cars that whizzed by four abreast. State funds had 
already been allocated, the widening of 178 scheduled to 
begin the week after Labor Day. In theory, an improve-
ment. Mawatuck residents wouldn’t be stuck in their drive-
ways May through August, waiting for a hole in tourist 
traffic. Four lanes guaranteed that tractors and combines 
wouldn’t create bottlenecks during field-to-field transfers, 
September and March.

But he’d take inconvenience over property reduction 
any day.

“If your family had thought ahead at all,” Leeta com-
plained, “they wouldn’t have built so close to the highway 
in the first place.”

But how far were Scaffs supposed to plan ahead? High-
way 178 didn’t even exist when the house was built.

“Not that it matters anyway,” Leeta grouched. “Head-
lights already blaze through our bedroom windows.”

“Eight feet is eight feet,” he’d said, sounding even to 
himself like a land nut, a land fanatic.

But that’s what he was.
Finished with the back, front, and side yards, he kept 

pushing the mower, down the field path, toward the Scaff 
graveyard. Mowing between gravestones was part of his 
responsibilities, part of his circuit, but even to fill a vacant 
summer’s day he dreaded opening that iron gate. As loud 
a racket as the lawnmower made, it was never loud enough 
to silence exasperated ancestors.

Here he comes again, Ira. That son of yourn.
The one thinks farming’s better than Christmas.
The one thinks it’s fine to be money-poor since he’s 

land-rich.
Didn’t you explain to him, Ira? Didn’t you set him 

straight? We didn’t have land, we had dirt. In our hair, in 
our eyes, between our teeth. We had drought and hurricanes, 
hungry deer and sucking beetles, nature working against us, 
God Almighty too.

Throughout that singsongy chorus, he kept pushing, 
head down.

Tell him, Ira. Tell that son of yourn what’s in store.
Done told him, his father said. Ain’t nothing more I 

can do.
Except to repeat and repeat and repeat that done told 

him as grass flew like dust.

Kat Meads’s novel For You, Madam Lenin was a 2012 Fore-

Word Reviews Book of the Year finalist and IPPY Silver Med-

alist. Her collection of essays, 2:12 a.m., was published by 

Stephen F. Austin State University Press last year. She lives 

in the Santa Cruz mountains and teaches in Oklahoma City 

University’s low-residency MFA program. www.katmeads.

com.
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eLizabeth rosner

Gravity

The Trip
Long-distance, I tell my father I want to go to Germany, 
and I want to go there with him. He says, “Maybe. We’ll 
see. I don’t know.” When my occasional questions become 
persistent, he asks me for the first time in my life if we can 
talk about something else. I have to touch my lips with my 
fingers to understand that I am pushing too hard, he is ask-
ing me to stop. So I stop. I tell myself he will talk when he 
is ready. And six months later we are preparing for the trip.

He has been discovering yellowed envelopes stuffed 
with photographs, his mother’s old postcard collection, 
certificates telling incomplete stories of birth, marriage, 
divorce. Lost in this paper world, he remembers in spurts 
and rushes, an “allergy attack” pouring sadness through 
his head, though he won’t admit it. “Look at this, I wonder 
what this is.”

At the last minute we almost cancel: there is a crisis at 
work, it’s impossible for him to leave, all the planning is no 
good against catastrophe. He can’t tell me the truth—that 
he wants to change the subject, change directions, change 
everything. The night before our flight, he says we can’t 
go, and I wait for him to decide he can do it: turn with me 
toward the edges of what is dark and hidden. The past is 
holding him back, pushing him forward. And we go.

Almost Beautiful

Our hotel is on Schäferkampsallee, a street in Hamburg 
where my father used to live. From the cab window he 
points and says he doesn’t remember the street being this 
wide, says he is surprised the trolley cars are gone. I imag-
ine spidery arms reaching into a tangled web of charged 
wires, tracks embedded in cobblestone streets, electricity 
crackling overhead. We listen to the silence.

My father is a German who will speak no German, 
and I, forbidden to learn it in school, studied Spanish in-
stead. There were no German products in the house, not 
for twenty-five years after the war, not until he bought 
that steel-blue Krups shaver to hold against his cheek in 
the harsh bathroom light after another almost forgotten 
nightmare. “You’ve got to admit,” he said, “Germans are 
good at what they do.”

The subway, he tells me, still smells the same: over-
ripe fruit and wet leaves and salty air damp from the sea. 
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made a mistake,” I head for the street, I’ve had enough. 
That’s when it happens.

Because I’m turned away, I hear the clatter of her spike 
heels but don’t see her hand reaching out. Then there is 
the astonishing splash of her orange soda down the back 
of my dress, her laughter, my helpless hateful gesturing 
because I can’t curse her in any words she’ll know, my skin 
flashing lavender in the gloom, my sticky rage at how long 
I’ll remember this night.

Afterwards, I keep thinking that what disturbed her 
was the idea of our being there together, though she 
couldn’t have known I was his daughter. But my father 
laughed too, as if it turned out to be a street of amusement 
after all—and especially he laughed at how hard it was to 
wipe away the traces of a German prostitute’s soda, at how 
this moment would stain my visit to the city that he had 
once loved and that had banished him, sent him nearly 
to his death. What he wanted to show me, I think, was a 
place filled with shadows and drunks and whores, people 
who could hate me for no reason.

Passage

On our last night in Hamburg, my father’s kidney stone be-
gins its excruciating departure, his body speaking of grief 
in its own language.

In the morning, when he finds a tiny dark granule in 
his urine, he saves it to show his doctor back home. We 
wander through the fish market amid the gleaming silver 
of creatures parted forever from water; my father walks 
slowly, spent by the passing of the stone through the chan-
nels of his body.

High above our heads, I see a statue of a man in tatters, 
arms bound behind him, his gaze fixed mournfully on the 
city he is leaving behind.

At Gänsemarkt we rise blinking into the sunlight and my 
father points to a bakery across the street. “They make 
a special pastry I’ve never found anywhere else in the 
world….” He looks for the nearest place to cross, an eager 
child promised a favorite sweet.

“It’s called a Bienenstich,” he explains between mouth-
fuls. I take a small bite of cream, butter, and honey. “Too 
rich,” I murmur, and he agrees, wrapping the rest into a 
napkin, then into the shoulder bag he carries everywhere, 
stuffed with newspapers, magazines, books, maps. Ballast 
for this journey.

We take a ferry ride on the Alster and his expressions 
change like the sky. “I came back here once thinking I 
would spend a weekend just visiting the city. But I felt so 
lonely and strange I didn’t even stay overnight.” Ghosts 
everywhere and the sound of broken glass under his feet.

We pass under several bridges where children stand 
waving and giggling; the ferry passengers all smile up at 
them. My father looks bitter, as though thinking: Yes, they 
can grow up here as if nothing happened. “Over there,” he 
says, pointing, “we used to play along that bank. I fell in 
once. Not long after that we weren’t allowed to go swim-
ming anymore.”

We glide past mansions whose rose gardens slope 
gracefully toward the water’s edge. “It’s almost beautiful,” 
he says.

Eventually

The first time I hear my father speak German, I merely 
listen in surprise. Later, in a restaurant, when I have to 
ask him to translate the menu, I realize how frustrating 

it is to hear him conversing so easily while I sit mute and 
uncomprehending. I think he is a bit annoyed about hav-
ing to interpret everything for me.

“I still don’t understand why you never let me learn 
German when I had the chance,” I say.

He sighs and looks at me. “Because you would have 
started speaking it around the house. You would have 
wanted to practice the language, and you would have 
wanted to learn more about Germany and its culture. 
Eventually you would want to come here, and you would 
like it here. You would come here and like it and perhaps 
want to live here for a while.”

He tells this story as if it were the only possible plot.
“So here we are,” I say. “It’s a lovely city and I do like it 

here. You seem to like it here too.”
“You see?” he says. “Now do you understand why I 

didn’t want you to come?”

Synagogue in Hamburg

From a police van parked across the street, a pair of bin-
oculars tracks our progress up the front steps. Inside, a 
huge-bellied bald man and another younger one watch my 
father get a prayer shawl and step into the sanctuary. I’m 
looking for the women’s entrance when the young guard 
asks me something in German, and I say, “Sorry, I only 
speak English.” He wants to know if this is my first time 
here and why I’ve come. His accent sounds Israeli. I tell 
him I’m visiting with my father who used to live here, and 
he wants to know why we didn’t announce our arrival. “I 
didn’t know we were supposed to announce anything,” I 
say. He wants to see my identification, wants to know if 
I’m Jewish, and he’s looking for evidence in the pages of 
my passport, saying, “You have no proof.” We look at each 
other. “I speak Hebrew,” I tell him in his language. “Is 
that enough proof?” He gives me a twisted smile and says, 

“Sometimes it is enough.”

Amusement Street

My father insists on taking me to see the red-light district, 
and won’t say why. Reluctant, I follow, turning down an 
unmarked alley, waiting for the ultraviolet glow to make 
sense. When he starts walking back toward me saying “I 
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nora boxer

Nostalgia

a golden age
without arbitration or
loss

just a small shack by the sea
when you lived on idealism &
collective bread

the stones the honey &
the promise of it all singing

your youth tied in braids & sure of
enough time for loneliness to unfurl
like a bright ball of thread

Then he came with promises you both believed
to be written by the trees

though eucalyptus was invasive
and its bark was known to peel

promises like buckets of bees
that could pollinate or
sting

And still the past was so pastoral
and still you carried like an ache
through monsoons & other losses

the memory of a code of a
navigator’s shack on a cliff by the sea

where you unfolded your world to him by
the coral sun and never once thought

of the coming
of the stars stitched with night
of the decade of alone ahead
you would be dreaming yourself
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maia snow

Don’t Look, 2013
 oil on panel, 35 x 35 in

Jonathan franzen

Out from 
Underground 

Notes on Making 
Peace with Germany

i first came to Germany by way of the sitcom Hogan’s 
Heroes, one of the most popular American TV shows 
of the late sixties and absolutely my own favorite when 

I was nine and ten. Why a comedy about a German POW 
camp (“Stalag 13”) so appealed to Americans during the 
worst years of the Vietnam war has been a fruitful sub-
ject for academic cultural critics ever since. But to me the 
show’s appeal was straightforwardly personal. Its premise—
amusing Allied POWs pay lip service to their strict but 
lovable German captors while secretly leading an elaborate 
life underground—approximated my own situation with 
my parents. Indeed, I’m still a sucker for this particular 
kind of romance. It’s how I construe the motley and em-
battled minority of people who continue to care about 
books and literature in an age of technological hegemony. 
It’s how I think about the secret lives of birds under the 
oppression of human modernity. The people and animals 
I care about are the ones who are forced to lead lives that 
are in some sense underground.

My mother, who disapproved of Hogan’s Heroes and 
my attachment to it, once made me read a newspaper col-
umn condemning the show for its implicit trivialization of 
the Holocaust. The columnist took particular exception to 
its portrayal of its Nazi characters as bumbling and sympa-
thetic. I felt shamed by the column, but it didn’t make me 
like the show any less. Being a child of American commer-
cial television, I could see that there was also virtue in its 
nothing-is-sacred silliness. While the German characters 
on Hogan’s Heroes were clearly German—rule-abiding, re-
spectful of authority—they all had universal comic weak-
nesses. There was the fat and lazy Sergeant Schultz, whose 
refrain was “I hear nothing, I see nothing, I know nothing.” 
There was General Burkhalter, a Helmut Kohl type who 
terrorized his underlings but could be bribed with supe-
rior food and wine; and Major Hochstetter, who wielded 
the power of the SS but was always afraid of becoming 
its victim. Best of all, there was Colonel Klink, played by 
Werner Klemperer, the son of Otto Klemperer. Klink was 
a kind of German everyman, obedient and anxious, help-
lessly ensnared in the military bureaucracy while secretly 
envying the freedoms of his Allied prisoners. Because 
of Hogan’s Heroes, I grew up thinking of Germans not 
as faceless evildoers but as human beings. If you’re very 
literal-minded, you can castigate American commercial 
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it appears where we least expect to find it. Finding humor 
in the Jewish-inflected work of Kraus and Kafka is maybe 
not so unexpected. But there’s also a very rich vein of it 
running from Hoffman, Jean Paul, and Nestroy through 
Brecht and Böll and Brussig. It’s even there in Thomas 
Mann. Think of the moment in The Magic Mountain 
when Hans Castorp is gushing to the sanatorium doctor 
about Clavdia Chauchat, and the doctor jabs him in the 
ass with a hypodermic needle. The Magic Mountain has a 
whole secret underground life as a comic novel.

The other indispensable quality of German literature 
is its preoccupation with meaning. This is the positive side 
of German culture’s earnestness. In the right hands—in 
Kafka, in Rilke, in Mann—more meaning is packed in 
more ways into a sentence or a paragraph or a story or a 
novel than there is power and performance in a Mercedes 
or BMW. Their best works are highly innovative and finely 
tuned engines of meaning. Even the casual reader who 
merely wants to drive to the grocery store can sense how 
much power is under the hood, and if you want to take it 
out on the Autobahn and drive 200 km/h in a rainstorm, 
their work is equal to it. Meaning—the search for it, the 
daring construction of it, the quest for new ways of creat-
ing it—is or ought to be what literature is most fundamen-
tally about. Nowadays, in the face of the random noise 
generated by the techno-media machine, it seems almost 
quaint to persist in feeling responsible for meaning, and 
so, of all the ways in which Germany has been consigned 
to play a parental role on the world stage, its literature’s 
insistence on meaning in narrative is the one I’m most 
grateful for.

My second year in Germany was in Berlin, courtesy of 
the Fulbright Commission. In the early eighties, West Ber-
lin was very much the anti-Munich, a mutilated city popu-
lated by Autonomen, peaceniks, soldiers, punks, eternal 
students, a large and largely unassimilated Turkish com-
munity, and the remnants of a working-class underworld 
that I recognized from Döblin’s Berlin Alexanderplatz. 
There wasn’t much prettiness in Berlin to rebel against, 
and I was moving, in any case, beyond student rebellion 
into the darker alienation of a young writer. Here, too, al-
though I did develop a good working relationship with 
two fellow students in a Karl Kraus seminar, I made no 
German friends. I spent vast amounts of time alone, in a 

squalid rented room in Reineckendorf. When my solitude 
began to harm my mental health, I moved in with a Ca-
nadian exchange student, James, who lived in a cavernous 
apartment in Neukölln. James gave me the largest room, 
which had an enormous stove that I had neither the money 
nor the energy to buy coal for. If I wanted to write, I put 
on three layers of clothes and wrapped myself in blankets 
and used a typewriter whose cold metal gave my fingers 
chilblains. To take a bath, I had to heat pans of water on 
the gas stove in the kitchen and run them down the hall-
way to the bathroom.

I remember the freezing Saturday afternoon in Janu-
ary when James, to give himself a special treat, fired up 
the old coal-fueled water heater in the bathroom and took 
a luxurious bath while singing Bach chorales. He then 
dressed up for a hot date with a person named Harold. Not 
long after he’d left the apartment, still humming Bach, 
there came a pounding on the front door. I opened it and 
was confronted with a short, pugnacious man who seemed 
to have stepped straight out of the Döblin novel. As I re-
call, he was wearing nothing but saggy underpants. He 
shoved me against a wall and shouted in my face: “It stinks 
up there! I’m suffocating!” I had trouble understanding 
his Berlin accent, but I gathered that he’d quietly been 
drinking beer upstairs while his apartment filled with coal 
smoke from James’s luxurious bath. “If this happens again,” 
he shouted, “I’m going to knock your door down and kill 

culture for its willingness to do anything for a laugh. But 
if you trust people to distinguish between entertainment 
and reality, you can discern a rather sophisticated spirit of 
American generosity in the silliness.

Through a series of accidents, I ended up studying 
German, majoring in German literature in college, and 
spending two years in Germany. My first year was in Mu-
nich, a city that it took me some months to realize that 
I hated. I did like the beer and the food, and I loved my 
professors. But one of the reasons I’d majored in German 
was to distance myself from my parents, and although my 
parents had no German ancestry, they were spiritually Ba-
varian—conservative, orderly, hardworking, and somewhat 
kitschy in their taste in art and architecture. Even decades 
before the current European debt crisis, there was some-
thing parental about Germany’s authority and compe-
tence. Munich seemed to me especially competent, espe-
cially parental, and so, month by month, I began to rebel 
against it. I took to riding schwarz—without paying—on 
the U-Bahn. I turned my camera away from the city’s lov-

ingly restored facades and trained it on vandalized phone 
booths, on the darker streets of Bogenhausen, on the rich-
est concentrations of dog shit on sidewalks. I stopped even 
trying to make German friends. I went skinny-dipping in 
the Isar at two in the morning with a disaffected American 
girl. I stole paving stones from a construction site and used 
them as bookends. I ripped a Talking Heads concert poster 
down from a fence and hung it in my room. I fled as often 
as I could to southern Europe, and when I returned to 
Munich I railed, in my notebooks, against its handsome, 
satisfied citizens in their loden coats. I didn’t actually have 
much to be angry about, except for my failure to find a girl-
friend, and my acts of rebellion were absurdly tame. But 
for a person like me, in a place like Germany, they didn’t 
feel tame. Here, even a privileged and highly responsible 
kid like me could feel like a romantic rebel.

At the same time, I devoted many pages of my note-
books to an anguished analysis of the ethics of riding 
schwarz. I went to a loud party in Studentenstadt, and 
when a German student knocked on the door and asked 
us to be quiet, our (American) host invited the student to 
join the party. The student replied: “Was nützt mir die 
Einladung wenn ich lernen muss?” [“What good does the 
invitation do me when I have to study?”] I was drunk and 
rebellious enough to urge the host to turn the music up 
even louder, but I also went home and wrote down what 
the student had said, because I thought it was a beautiful 
German sentence. Even as I was rebelling, I was enamored 
of Goethe and Hegel. I understood why Hegel had been so 
obsessed with subject and object, and Hölderlin with Italy 
and the halves of life. In a sense, I was rebelling against 
my own German soul.

Because I’ve written so much about it elsewhere, I’m 
not going to speak here about how directly and irrevocably 
my life was changed by German literature: by Kafka and 
Kraus, by Goethe and Rilke, and (although I resisted him 
even more strenuously than I resisted Munich) by Thomas 
Mann. The world of literature is obviously larger than Ger-
many—Shakespeare, Austen, Tolstoy, Proust, Faulkner, 
and Christina Stead aren’t imaginable as Germans—but 
two qualities of German-language literary production con-
tinue to seem essential to me. The first is humor. This may 
seem a little odd, given German culture’s reputation for 
humorlessness, but a value is all the more precious when 
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you!” When I reported all this to James the next morning, 
he seemed breezily unconcerned, but for me it became an 
emblem of what life underground was really like. Maybe 
not so romantic. One man’s pleasure another’s suffocation.

My two years in Germany, which ought to have drawn 
me out into the world, instead forced me deeper inward. 
But Germany is a good place to work, and I was writing. I’d 
already begun to plan my first novel when I was in Munich, 
and in Berlin I wrote the first pages of what became The 
Twenty-Seventh City. I then carried my alienation home 
with me and applied it to my own country, which I could 
see more clearly now, thanks to German literature. Un-
dertaking a new novel in Germany became a pattern with 
me—I wrote some early chapters of Strong Motion in the 
Bavarian Forest, and the opening paragraphs of Freedom 
finally came to me at the American Academy in Berlin, 
in Wannsee. The only exception to this pattern was The 
Corrections, and even there, from a distance, Germany 
helped me write the book.

By the mid-nineties, my novels had been translated 
into a number of languages, but I still didn’t have a Ger-
man publisher, and this was a sorrow to me. German was 
the one foreign language I could read well, German litera-
ture had started me down the road to becoming a writer, 
and I believed that German readers were uniquely well 
suited to appreciate the ways in which I was trying to con-
struct meaning. Of course, I was happy to have an Italian 
publisher. But I felt chastised by Germany’s indifference to 
my work. To me it meant that I wasn’t a serious writer yet.

Sometime around 1996, I was introduced to an ex-
tremely young-looking person, Alexander Fest, who owned 
a small publishing house and had read The Twenty-Sev-
enth City. He wanted to publish my proposed third novel, 
and I promised to have it finished for him within a year 
and a half. But a year and a half later I was still nowhere 
with The Corrections, and thus began a very uncomfort-
able correspondence between me and Alexander. Another 
year passed, and then another. My letters to Alexander 
became increasingly evasive. His letters were polite but 
ever more pressing, as only a German’s can be. Since my 
American publisher was infinitely patient, I might have 
taken another five years to finish the book. That I man-
aged to finish it by the end of 2000 was due substantially 
to German pressure.

I forgave Munich a long time ago, and I’d like to take 
this opportunity to say that I hope it can forgive me. I do, 
even now, when I go to Munich, revert to my nervous 
twenty-year-old self and give my worst public performanc-
es, but that’s only because I’m trying so hard to excel and 
make amends. Berlin, meanwhile, has changed even more 
than I have. It has matured into a city so congenial that 
I’m not even tempted to feel nostalgic for the place it was 
thirty years ago. It’s in Berlin that I’ve finally found the 
German friends I didn’t make as a young person, finally 
experienced the sympathy promised by Hogan’s Heroes. 
Everything that felt wrong feels right now.

—This essay was originally given as the speech in 
Germany upon acceptance of the Welt Prize.
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Dream Stage, 2013
oil on canvas, 14 x 11 in

aLeida rodríguez

Memory and 
the Life of It

for Marie Ponsot

It is a kind of faith
the way that hill,
drenched and stubbled
green with weeks of rain,
remembers green again
after so many dusty seasons,
bearing the sun’s brunt on its yellow back.
How else to explain the way it harbors a green dream
against all reason? Or waits, unfazed,
for winter clouds to graze
wet bellies along its flanks, for rain
to kiss jazzy notes on its sleeping face?
Or how its heart, without another thought,
tosses off dark covers and steps out?
On a rainy day like this,
under a grey-wool sky,
a certain green
brings it all back.

Aleida Rodríguez is a poet, essayist, and artist born on a 

kitchen table in a rural town south of Havana, Cuba. Her first 

book of poems, Garden of Exile, won both the Kathryn A. 

Morton Prize in Poetry and the PEN Center USA West Liter-

ary Award, and was chosen one of the Best Books of the 

Year by the San Francisco Chronicle. She has received many 

awards, including an NEA fellowship, and lives in a historic 

house on Red Hill in Los Angeles, where she writes, edits, 

and translates. This is a section from a longer poem titled 

“California Pastoral.”
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ruY beLo

A Few 
Sentences 

with Birds and 
Trees that  

the Poet 
Rounds  
Off with  

a Reference  
to the Heart

Birds are born from treetops
The trees I see bear birds instead of fruit
Birds are the liveliest fruit of the trees
Birds begin where trees end
Birds make trees sing
Reaching the birds trees thicken begin to move
leave the vegetable kingdom to join the animal kingdom
Like birds leaves settle on the earth
as autumn descends upon the fields
I’d like to say that birds emanate from trees
but I’ll leave that way of speaking to the novelist
it’s complicated and doesn’t go well in poetry
it hasn’t yet been separated from philosophy
I love trees especially those that produce birds
Who is it who hangs them on those branches?
Whose hand is it, whose uncounted hand?
I pass by and have a change of heart

—Translated from the Portuguese by Alexis Levitin

Alexis Levitin’s translations have appeared in well over 200 

magazines, including Grand Street, Kenyon Review, Partisan 

Review, APR, New Letters, and Prairie Schooner. His thirty-

two books of translations include Clarice Lispector’s Soul-

storm and Eugenio de Andrade’s Forbidden Words, both 

from New Directions.

Ruy Belo, who died prematurely in 1978, published eleven 

collections of poetry, four collections of critical writings, 

and numerous translations of writers such as Jorge Luis 

Borges, Blaise Cendrars, Federico García Lorca, and An-

toine de Saint-Exupéry. Belo’s work has appeared in over 

thirty anthologies in Portugal, as well as in collections pub-

lished in France, Spain, Italy, Serbia, Germany, Sweden, Lat-

via, Bulgaria, Holland, Mexico, and, of course, Brazil. Recent 

translations of his work have appeared in or are about to 

appear in International Poetry Review, Metamorphoses, Per 

Contra, and Saranac Review.
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Judi miLLer

Moving Around Boundaries, 2002 
oil on canvas, 36 x 70 in

k’dee miLLer

River of Life 
Remembering  

the work of  
Judi Miller

i t was exactly one year after the death of my mother, 
Judi Miller, and I was out for a run. Not an unusual 
act, by any means—in fact, since relocating to Berkeley 

two months prior, running had become my most recent 
addiction. I had run past the same designer shops, past the 
Occupy banners that clung to the pedestrian overpass, and 
onto the bike path that hugged West Frontage Road—but 
I could never outrun the sense that I was lost.

The bike path was the only place that felt familiar. 
On the west side of the path sat the bay, its mountain-fed 
waters lapping Berkeley’s rocky marina before continuing 
west to glisten under San Francisco’s cityscape. On the 
east side sat thousands of commuters as they inched their 
way through a threesome of highways known as The Maze. 
Over the past year, my life had adopted a similar bipolar 
nature. To my closest friends, I looked strong and steady 
like the bay’s current; but in the quiet confines of my ve-
hicle, I was stuck in The Maze, unclear of my destination, 
talking to myself. I tried to keep my tone calm but it would 
always become animated. Over the course of eight months, 
I had moved from Los Angeles to Nevada to New York to 
Los Angeles again. By month nine, my voice had gone 
from calming to outright concerning, so by the time I 
moved into my mom’s art studio in Berkeley it seemed only 
natural to start talking to her paintings. Or rather, to the 
artist who now remained only in canvas form.

The paintings were large and hung elegantly in the 
studio. At night, the skylight exposed the acrylics and oils 
to the moon’s beam, making the blues and greens dance 
and flow across the canvas like water. Inspired by months 
of standing in the middle of Northern California’s tributar-
ies after her twenty-five-year marriage had ended, she cap-
tured the state of the water as it rippled, bubbled, splashed, 
eventually creating a space for her before graciously flow-
ing by. “The river was a place with no boundaries,” she 
wrote in an essay that accompanied her thesis show, River 
Stories. “It’s where past and future pool into the moment, 
showing me how two currents can flow side by side, reflect-
ing and accepting one another.”

“My currents aren’t accepting one another,” I’d confess 
to the canvas. The essay was one of my latest discoveries 
from her files, along with a photograph taken at the river’s 
edge. Hair messily slung up in a side ponytail, flashing her 
gummy smile, she was wearing paint-stained waders with 
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fornia, Girls versus Boys. Divorce had not come easy for 
either of my parents, although given my team, I admit-
tedly was only privy to the intimate details of my mom’s  
experience.

I held her close as I stared at the stained canvas that 
covered every inch of wall space in her Oakland apart-
ment. The Bleeding Heart series, she called it, depicting 
the gruesome act of separating one heart into two. Held 
to the wall by staples that pierced the innocent plaster, the 
canvas radiated oranges, deep reds, and dirty yellows. Lay-
ers upon layers of oil paint were smeared smooth in some 
places and carved jagged in others. Bloody tearstains ran 
down the canvas where the weight of the paint had caused 
it to crumble. Standing in front of those paintings, I could 
feel my molecules start to vibrate, bounce around, spin out 
of control—and suddenly I was in a world that moved in 
slow motion, where every sense was multiplied by fifty. A 
State of Technicolor, I would call it, after my mom’s death, 
when my own heart split in two, when every touch bruised 
and pulsated in oranges and reds. There’s something oddly 
beautiful about the color of heartbreak.

I don’t know what happened to The Bleeding Heart 
series—it didn’t sell, I know that. “It was art for the artist’s 
sake,” my mom would say, “not for the consumer.” If I were 
to guess, I’d say she pulled on those tie-dyed stretch pants 
and sanded that canvas smooth until those bleeding hearts 
took on another color.

I ventured into the JFK gallery alone. First into the 
main alcove, or “The River Chapel,” as my mom called 
it; then toward the patchwork quilt of canvas that hung on 
the walls. Thirty-eight paintings in total—the transparent 
blues, lush greens, earthy oranges, and sun-kissed yellows 
twinkling under spotlights. Although far away, Alaska was 
near. I could hear the soothing sounds of our river as it 
moved downstream. I dropped my shoulders and took a 
breath. She survived, I thought; she’s on the other side of 
the river.

Transformation proved to be a hot commodity in 
Berkeley that year, and except for a few treasured pieces, 
River Stories sold out. Today, strangers have my mom’s 
blood, sweat, and tears hung on their walls, unaware of 
the emotional turmoil that had to occur before she knelt 
in front of the canvas and succumbed to its healing blues. 
I do hope she sanded down and reused that Bleeding Heart 

canvas, because it’s amazing to think that behind all the 
River Stories’ blue and green was once a bleeding heart.

“If you approach life as art, there is the potential for 
creativity in every situation,” my mom’s voice cut through 
the quiet murmurs of the gallery as she began her speech. 
I stood in front of Remembering: the 36 x 36-inch canvas 
was covered in light blues and threads of pale pinks, then 
doused with a mixture of turpentine and detergent until it 
resembled the frothy pool of water that swirled at the base 
of our river’s first canyon.

Directly after the rocky patch of white water known as 
“The Flipper,” a deep pool swirled with years of travelers’ 
sunken belongings. For my brother and me, it was our wil-
derness toy store; for my mom, her personal art depot. She 
rose from the dark water and crawled toward the gravel 
bar. Her jean cutoffs and tennis shoes were soaked from 
the excursion; her ponytail clung to the side of her face. 

“Look what I found!” she yelled towards my brother and me 
as we smeared ourselves with gray clay. The broken fly rod 
was exactly what she was looking for—once smooth with 
varnish, it would hold our new curtains. “Treasure!” she 
yelled as she raised her arms in victory.

I smiled at the memory.
“Pick one out,” she’d later say to me, once the recep-

tion had ended.
I chose Remembering.
I stood before the painting, now hanging above my 

bed in the Berkeley studio, and thought about my mom’s 
bleeding heart and the stories of her standing in the mid-
dle of the river. And finally, I heard her voice. 

a purple fishing vest that held tubes of acrylics instead 
of lures. I imagined her wobbling over the mossy rocks, 
armed with a paintbrush instead of a fishing pole. “I don’t 
think it was very nice of you to leave me without a clear 
road map of how one gets their currents in line,” I said, 
continuing my one-sided conversation with the canvas 
before going on another run.

As I rounded the corner of the bike path, I looked 
toward the bay. The thought of finding solace in its frigid 
waters sent a shiver up my spine. I stood taller and breathed 
in the saltwater’s mist. “Refreshing; I feel cleansed,” is how 
one observer first described River Stories, upon the series’ 
debut at JFK University’s gallery. “I dream here and my 
heart opens,” another wrote in the guest book. It was April 
of 2003, one month shy of my mom’s graduation. I flew to 
Berkeley for her artist reception.

Only two years earlier, after my younger brother grad-
uated from high school, she had ventured from Alaska to 
California to earn an MFA in studio arts from JFK. She 
planned to return to Alaska each summer to work at the 
family’s fly fishing lodge; my dad planned to spend a few 
months in California during the winter. From the outside, 
everyone accepted this transition: she was a recent empty 
nester migrating to warmer climates and intent on spend-
ing her time tinkering with pastels. But I knew the escape 
was calculated. She was intent on transforming her craft, 
and desperate to transform her life.

We walked briskly toward the gallery, my mom’s 
dirty-blonde bob taking flight in the marina air. We were 
running late to the event, on “mom time” as it was often 
referred to by my brother and me, so when the rickety el-
evator stalled mid-flight for a moment too long, she pushed 
her long bangs behind her ears and shot me a concerned 
look. “At least you have good hair,” I smiled, a joke I’d offer 
up anytime she was having a hard day. She shot back an 
exaggerated smile that could have been a substitute for a 
four-letter word.

Even in her agitated state, I couldn’t help but notice 
her beauty. She wore a black high-neck halter that showed 
off her delicate collarbones, and a fitted skirt that ended 
right before her knee-length boots. Her favorite pink shawl 
hugged her arms. She had a jeweled pink clip-on earring 
fastened to the halter’s ruched details, a souvenir she’d 
bought at her favorite consignment shop. “I adopted more 

rich-lady clothes!” she’d often sing into the phone before 
reporting her latest find. But it wasn’t so much her ap-
pearance that had me smiling in admiration, it was her 
confidence. She seemed younger and happier than I’d ever 
remembered. She looked like the high school pictures in 
her yearbook that I used to gawk over as a child.

The elevator jolted down before resuming its steady 
upward crawl. My mom let out a giggle that sounded like 
the noise babies make right before they scream. She was 
nervous, and it had nothing to do with the elevator. It was 
then that I registered the weight of that night’s event. In 
Alaska, there had been several art openings; but there, the 
audience consisted of hunters and gatherers sophisticated 
enough to attend the exhibit but not sophisticated enough 
to talk about it. In New York, her work showed in a hand-
ful of venues, but she was always just one of several artists. 
This was different. This was a solo show, a significant de-
tail that had been lost on my twenty-four-year-old self. It 
was the unveiling of her new life—unattached from the 
children who called her Mom and the man who used to 
call her Wife. It was a chapter of Judi Miller that no one 
had ever seen before.

I put my arm around her, my larger frame protecting 
hers, her right shoulder fitting perfectly into my armpit. 
She leaned her head on my shoulder and I smelled her 
hair. “You look beautiful,” I said. Linked like two pieces 
of a Tetris game, we proceeded down the hallway’s old 
wooden floors toward the gallery’s main entrance.

It wasn’t that long ago that we were linked in a similar 
fashion, but in support rather than celebration. Standing 
in her Oakland apartment, I held her tight as she cried. 
She was thin; I could feel the bones in her shoulders. Her 
hair was coarse against my face, and smelled musty like 
the mushroom tea the acupuncturist prescribed to help 
her sleep. “California vegetables,” was her initial reason-
ing when I questioned her about the weight loss, before 
she confessed: “Kickboxing every morning at six a.m., but 
always followed by a few donut holes.” My mom had obvi-
ously found an outlet for her anger. I imagined her wear-
ing her worn tie-dyed stretch pants pretending to kick my 
dad’s ass. Apparently there was no right equation to split-
ting a family business, and their divorce would eventually 
involve seven years of lawyers, court dates, and appeals, 
dividing our family into two teams: Alaska versus Cali-

K’Dee Miller is a producer-writer of film and video who 

resides in Berkeley, but enjoys bouncing between Los 

Angeles, New York and Alaska. She’s currently working on 

an MFA in NonFiction Creative Writing at University of San 

Francisco.  
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Judi miLLer

Flowing, 2002
 oil on canvas, 36 x 36 in
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marY bLair

Preliminary design collage,  
It’s a Small World, 1964.

postcard, 4 x 6 in

aLLan LangdaLe

The  
Not-So-Small 

World of  
Mary Blair 

Female Animator  
in a World of  

Mice and Men

t here’s a black-and-white photograph, taken in the 
mid-1960s, of a group of people who were the 
principal animators for Walt Disney at the height 

of the expansion of Disney World. At the center of the 
otherwise-all-male team is a diminutive blonde woman in 
a confident pose: Mary Blair, one of Disney’s most prolific 
and talented illustrators. Blair received her training in the 
early 1930s at the prestigious Chouinard School of Art in 
Los Angeles, under the tutelage of artists such as Pruett 
Carter, who was an illustrator for McCall’s, Ladies’ Home 
Journal, Good Housekeeping, and other popular magazines. 
She was the wife of another accomplished Disney anima-
tor, Lee Blair, who eventually left Disney to start his own 
design and marketing company, to which Mary contrib-
uted in later years. Long before it was fashionable to do so, 
Mary Blair juggled a high-pressure career while raising 
two children. She produced a huge body of work in myriad 
techniques: collage, watercolor, gouache, mosaic, oil, and 
even ceramic tile murals. Her output was so impressive 
and her legacy so durable that in 2011 she was accorded a 
decidedly contemporary kind of honor: Google designed a 
masthead—a “Google Doodle”—in Mary Blair style, cel-
ebrating her 100th birthday.

When you look at her work, there’s something preter-
naturally familiar about it. For those of an older genera-
tion, there are the memories of backgrounds, settings, and 
costumes in the Disney classics of the Golden Years: Song 
of the South (1946), Cinderella (1950), Alice in Wonderland 
(1951), and Peter Pan (1953). But younger people might per-
ceive these films as forerunners of the super-cute world 
of manga and anime Japanese comic illustration, whose 
huge-eyed figures owe much to Blair. Japanese animation 
artists, such as Osamu Tezuka, the “Godfather of Anime,” 
were impacted by Disney classics such as Snow White and 
the Seven Dwarfs and Bambi—Tezuka did a Japanese an-
ime version of the latter. These and other Disney works, 
including those produced by Blair, were disseminated 
worldwide by Animated Disney Films.

Versions of Blair’s children with circular heads, also 
intoxicatingly cute (though she may have gone overboard 
with the giant-headed tots of Baby Ballet in 1941), found 
their way into five Golden Books children’s stories in the 
1950s and 1960s. One, Ruth Krauss’s I Can Fly, is still in 
print. In 1960, Jacqueline Kennedy sent a letter to Blair 

Mary Blair reviews concept drawings for 

Cinderella.
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courtesy: The Estate of Mary Blair and CaliforniaWatercolor.com

marY bLair

End of the Day, ca. 1930
watercolor on paper, 23 1/2 x 28 1/4 in

saying it was Caroline’s favorite book. Her children were 
showcased in appearances populating that unforgettable 
Disney display designed by Blair, “it’s a small world” (Dis-
ney styled the name in all lowercase). It could as easily 
have been called “it’s a Mary Blair world,” so indicative is 
it of the dynamism of her design. “It’s a small world” be-
gan as a ride at the 1964 World’s Fair in New York, where 
boats took passengers, fifteen at a time, on a “world cruise” 
through Blair-designed international stage sets. Later, the 
ride was moved to Disneyland, and was replicated in other 
Disney parks in Hong Kong, Tokyo, and Paris.

Also sparking recognition in the over-fifty crowd are 
the many examples of Blair’s commercial designs, such as 
the blonde pixie dressed in denim coveralls and wooden 
shoes who was the icon for Dutch Boy paints. Similarly, 
though maybe more insidious from our current perspec-
tive (but perhaps forgivable for a chain-smoking artist), 
there’s the series of advertisements for Pall Mall that as-
sociated the company’s cigarettes, in energetic Picasso-
esque collage compositions, with refreshing natural and 

“healthy” tastes such as watermelon, lemon, and pear.
Not all of Blair’s works were for Disney’s youthful au-

dience or for commercial advertising. In Blair’s stunning 
early watercolors from the 1930s, such as her Okie Camp 
of 1933, she imparted the shadowy despair of a Depres-
sion-era migrant workers’ camp as deftly as a story by John 
Steinbeck or a photograph by Dorothea Lange. A little boy 
plays with a broken wagon on a dirt path, a father hangs 
tattered laundry on a line, and ramshackle homes made 
of scavenged materials create a sorry skyline of desolation 
and poverty. Everything teeters at a tired angle, jury-rigged 
and signaling dilapidation—even the telegraph pole in the 
background which, transfigured, becomes a lonely cue for 
one’s Christian sympathies.

If you saw last year’s David Hockney exhibit at the de 
Young Museum in San Francisco, you could have noticed 
some haunting similarities to Blair’s work. Like Hockney, 
Blair often used large blocks of bold, solid color—a strat-
egy that sometimes gives an impression similar to that of 
Matisse’s cutouts of the 1940s, or to the works of Raoul 
Dufy (1877–1953), who was active from the 1930s through 
the 1950s, Blair’s formative years. In many of Blair’s hap-
pier designs there’s a real joy of life told in brilliant color, 
something I also love in Dufy’s works. Another way of look-

ing at Blair’s bright colors is that, mid-century, they were 
competing for attention in a highly colorized environment 
of emerging pop art and other abstracting movements that 
emphasized color for visual impact. Blair borrowed freely 
from the modernist trends of her time, as had painters 
such as Phil Dike and George Post, artists she had worked 
with earlier in her career when she was part of the influen-
tial California Water Color Society.

Blair was also attentive to folk art from various cultures. 
Along with cubism, expressionism, and even surrealism, 
there are hints of Navajo blankets, African kente cloth, 
and Peruvian textiles woven throughout her designs. In 
a study Blair did for “it’s a small world,” children of New 
Guinea play below a backdrop of tall shields vibrant with 
indigenous-inspired designs. You can get a powerful sense 
of this if you’ve ever been to Disney’s Contemporary Re-
sort at Walt Disney World in Florida, in the hotel’s Grand 
Canyon Concourse. There, you can see Blair at her most 
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marY bLair

Peruvian Boy, ca. 1941
watercolor on paper, 10 1/4 x 7 2/3 in

monumental and breathtaking—in the ninety-foot-high 
mosaic in the hotel foyer, depicting Native American chil-
dren in a fabulously patterned landscape in oranges, that 
cascades down the towering wall like a patchwork woven-
textile waterfall. 

Blair admired the American quilting tradition and 
the dynamism of its patchwork designs, and this aesthetic, 
too, finds its way into her art. She loved the medium of 
glazed tile for mural mosaics, as the shiny surfaces gave 
a watery feel to the works. The Contemporary Resort 
mural reminds me of the flowing abstract clothing and 
backgrounds of Gustav Klimt, in such works as Portrait of 
Adele Bloch-Bauer I (1907) and The Kiss (1908). In another 
instance, as John Canemaker notes, a study of an urban 
skyline busy with construction projects, painted by Blair 
for the short film The Little House (1952), seems to have 
borrowed from Piet Mondrian, especially his The City 
(1919); Fernand Léger also comes to mind. The whole wide 
world of art was Mary Blair’s playground, and she was an 
extraordinary synthesizer of styles. Her visual memory 
must have been astonishing.

Blair’s sense of the potentialities of exotic locales and 
other cultures as sources for design and color may have 
been inspired by a trip she and her husband took with 
Walt and Lillian Disney to South America in 1941. Visiting 
seven countries over three months, Blair worked every day, 
producing a staggering number of paintings. The rhythms 
of the samba, the palette of the Latin landscape, the vivid 
tapestries of local costumes, and the opulent diversity of 
the vernacular culture must have inspired her. This trip 
was followed by others in later years as well—to Mexico 
in 1942 and Cuba in 1943. Her voluminous sketches and 
studies from these years contributed to two Disney classics: 
Saludos Amigos (1943) and The Three Caballeros (1945). 
Her Latin themes were so admired that two murals were 
commissioned for the Beverly Hills home of that era’s most 
popular Latin star, Carmen Miranda—who was also the 
poster girl for Teddy Roosevelt’s Good Neighbor Policy, 
just as the Disney films echoed of the government’s official 
friendship towards Latin America. Carmen’s sister, Aurora 
Miranda, had starred in Disney’s The Three Caballeros, to 
which Blair had contributed both set and costume designs.

This sensitivity to myriad cultures and their worlds 
enabled Blair to create exhibits that spoke of a universal 

human aesthetic. And while her designs implied an in-
clusive internationalism—very much in keeping with the 
Disney philosophy—it was color that struck an even more 
fundamental human chord, since, like music, color crosses 
cultural boundaries in its universal appeal. With her Dis-
ney projects, Blair was addressing a worldwide audience, 
emphasizing commonality even as the Cold War was cast-
ing its threat of nuclear destruction. Blair’s most lasting 
legacy is an art of unadulterated joy, a celebration of style 
and form that unifies all people in an aesthetic experience.

It seems such an old-fashioned idea now; naive, even: 
beauty as a universal and unifying component of the hu-
man experience. Yet, one wonders: if art can’t, at least oc-
casionally, offer this to contemporary societies, then its 
mandate has truly run its course. The “it’s a small world” 
theme ride, which made its first appearance in 1964 as a 
display for UNICEF (United Nations Children’s Fund), 
is sometimes derided as naive and cloyingly cheery, but it 
appeared on the world’s stage at a tough time for America. 
John F. Kennedy had been assassinated only months be-
fore, and America’s involvement in Vietnam was increas-
ing. It generated an attitude of hope in a time that was 
increasingly disheartening for Americans. It encouraged 
people to envision a better world.

Blair knew how color could play out in different me-
dia: films, set decoration, magazine pages, murals. She 
realized that animated films were a luminous medium, 
made of light. She is said to have considered white the 
most festive color; but I think she was often most effective 
at the other end of the spectrum. Stories such as Snow 
White and Cinderella, based on European fables, juxta-
posed virtue with terrifying evil. Blair knew how black 
could impart a sense of dread, and how it could make 
other colors pop out and make white radiant in contrast.

In a paint study for Cinderella, the heroine appears 
backlit and silhouetted in a doorway to a shadowy room, 
reminiscent of a still from a film noir classic, complete 
with a “Dutch tilt”— the point of view is slightly canted to 
strengthen the sense of unease. Cinderella’s tiny figure is 
surrounded by a darkness shaded with the menace of omi-
nous spiderwebs, as if she is a small and lonely beacon in 
a world of evil. The webs in the foreground, with Cinder-
ella in the background, impart a dramatic tunnel effect of 
deep space. The light that creeps into the room around her 
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courtesy: Walt Disney Family Foundation copyright Disney Company

marY bLair

Visual development, Cinderella, 1950
opaque watercolor on paper, 8 1/2 x 10 1/4 in

body rakes across ancient cobblestones, creating dramatic 
perspectival lines. It’s pretty scary, and these are things 
kids respond to strongly—and adults, too, if we’re honest 
with ourselves.

A similar film-noir-like composition is a study that 
shows Cinderella illuminated on a rickety Escher-esque 
staircase that could have been imported from a German 
expressionist film of the 1920s. It makes me think of the 
staircase of the mission bell tower in Alfred Hitchcock’s 
Vertigo (1958). Blair used lighter colors and tints at the 
bottom of the staircase, lighting the shot like a cinematog-
rapher and thus emphasizing the deep perspective. The 
stairs are so effectively used as compositional devices, Ser-
gei Eisenstein would have been impressed. At Cinderella’s 
feet lie the glass slippers, radiant glints of white, casting 
shadows in a raking light.

In a study for Peter Pan, Blair painted a dark, cloudy 
sky through which a brilliant moon beams a yellow shaft 
of light that Peter Pan, Wendy, and her brothers ride upon. 
The silhouettes of Peter and the children are jagged zig-
zags, like little black fragments of lightning, to give an im-
pression of their speed. The radiance of the soft moonlight 
is picked up on the clouds that drift about in luminescent 
layers.

Much of Blair’s work has been lost. Other work is to 
be found only in private collections. Yet there are some 
that are merely hidden. Blair created large murals for To-
morrowland, and they still survive at Disneyland—com-
pletely hidden by later walls. I’d love to be around when 
they’re revealed again. John Canemaker ends his book on 
Blair with a quote from Pete Docter, the director of Pixar’s 
Monsters, Inc. (2001), saying that at some point in every 
production the animators say, “Let’s look at Mary Blair 
stuff!” Mary Blair’s legacy survives. Her not-so-small world 
is still expanding.

Mary Blair in front of her mural design for 

Tomorrowland, Disneyland, ca. 1967.

Born Mary Browne Robinson in 1911 in McAlester, Oklahoma, 

Mary Blair spent the last years of her life in Soquel, 

California. Her life’s work is on display in the exhibition 

Magic, Color, Flair: the World of Mary Blair at the Walt Disney 

Family Museum in San Francisco, March 13 to September 7, 

2014. The show is curated by the accomplished animator 

and scholar John Canemaker, author of the definitive book 

on Blair, The Art and Flair of May Blair (New York: Disney 

Editions, 2003). I am indebted to Canemaker’s volume for 

information in this essay. (See also Michael Gormley, “Mary 

Blair: Painting in Hollywood,” in American Artist, vol. 76, Issue 

827 (March/April 2012), pp. 30–34, and The Colors of Mary 

Blair, exhibition catalogue of the Museum of Contemporary 

Art, Tokyo, in Japanese and English, 2009.) Canemaker is 

producing a lavishly illustrated 172-page catalogue for the 

Magic, Color, Flair exhibition.

Allan Langdale is a freelance scholar, travel writer and 

photographer, and documentary filmmaker who teaches 

part-time at the University of California in both Santa Cruz 

and Santa Barbara. An art historian specializing in architec-

ture, he has taught courses in many aspects of world art 

and architecture. He is the author of several articles as well 

as the definitive guidebook to the archeology and histori-

cal architecture of northern Cyprus. He also directed and  

produced the award-winning documentary film The Stones 

of Famagusta: the Story of a Forgotten City, which tells 

the remarkable story of one of the Mediterranean’s most  

famous cities.
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marY bLair

Visual Development,  
Alice in Wonderland, 1951

opaque watercolor on paperboard, 10 7/8 x 11 in

marY bLair

Visual Development,  
Peter Pan, 1953

opaque watercolor on paperboard, 6 3/4 x 8 1/3 in
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Don’t go down there. Let your mind sail on with its deep fretwork.
Don’t let the murky abyss of harsh humors undermine your head.
Don’t sink into the absence that obsesses you
And sways you in that war against yourself.
Look in the dark at the shiny mirror, I insist at your side
Like a soldier set to find another fallen man wounded in battle.
Rediscover my voice muted to the level of your decline.
Let me keep you company in your labyrinth of mist.

—Translated from the Spanish by Suzanne Jill Levine

pedro  
xavier soLís

Don’t Go  
Down There

Pedro Xavier Solís, grandson of one of Nicara-

gua’s most famous poets, Pablo Antonio Cuadra, 

lives in Managua. A poet, essayist, and fiction 

writer, he serves on the boards of directors of 

the Nicaraguan Academy of Language and of 

the Granada International Poetry Festival.

Suzanne Jill Levine’s recent work includes her 

poetry chapbook Reckoning (Finishing Line 

Press) and her five-volume Penguin Classics edi-

tion of Jorge Luis Borges. The director of Trans-

lation Studies at University of California, Santa 

Barbara, and recipient of many honors, she re-

ceived in 2012 her third PEN prize for translating 

José Donoso’s The Lizard’s Tale (Northwestern 

University Press).

pauL fortis

Zane Grey Trail, 2014
pastel,  38 x 18 in

editorial noteeditorial note
art credit rule should be: if on side, then in gutter.  if underneath, 
then at same baseline as text page blue line, raise art image above it.



CATAMARAN  1 29128  CATAMARAN

pauL fortis

Coastal Color, 2013
pastel, 20 x 24 in

annie stenzeL

One Ascent of 
Mount Vision

If only it were all
uphill from here—
the ground always rising
to meet my feet; each step a slap
at gravity’s vanity.

And the steady filling
of the chest
with air—that’s the body in business:
aerobic respiration;
nucleotides hard at work.

See, uphill allows the heart
to show its mettle
as muscle (sturdy pump
goes gladly to the well
      the well
          the well)
this lovely pounding—
bone skull
amplifies the sound
to a drum solo in my ear.

And the sea-level poison
pours out, drop by slippery
steaming drop
to drench
my grey bandanna.

Please, tell me
I need not descend
skitter-foot over rocks and dirt
momentum
like a pushy foe who tries
to chivvy me to the precipice.

Let me continue this steady
climb, angles of afternoon light in my face
the sought object still simple:
invisible
because it is too near.

Annie Stenzel received both a BA and an MFA from Mills 

College. Her poetry has appeared in various journals and 

anthologies, including Academic Medicine, Poetry Flash, 

The Sow’s Ear Poetry Review, Patient Poets, and Quiddity, 

and her translations of the poet Hilde Domin have appeared 

in Parthenon West Review and Two Lines. She is also an un-

repentant letterpress printer. She supports her poetry habit 

by working for a mid-size law firm in San Francisco.
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Still Different. Always Relevant.

From printmaking to poetry.  

UC Santa Cruz is a cultural hub— 

presenting year-round lectures,  

concerts, art exhibitions, dance,  

and theater to our community.

events.ucsc.edu
creativewriting.ucsc.edu

kathrYn 
deLanceLLotti

Emily 
Dickinson Got 

Me Thinking 
(About God)

1
I saw a bobcat bathing in the middle of a path. She 

looked
up at me with black eyes, and puffed her tail. I got 

anxious,
yelled, I love you kitty! She ran off.

2

My cousin and I were smoking a joint at Thousand Steps
in Laguna Beach, when a humpback whale breached
high above the water, then vanished back into the sea.

3

I was kayaking topless at Santa Margarita Lake,
and without warning, a white-headed eagle
swooped beside me. I screamed, and held both breasts.

4

As I was cooling my sister’s forehead with a damp cloth,
her son was pulled from her vagina.
Misty blood blew into the air.

5

I dreamt I was drinking tea with Emily Dickinson.
She whispered,
the mushroom is the elf of plants.

Winner of Catamaran’s  
George Hitchcock Memorial  

Poetry Contest for UCSC students

Kathryn deLancellotti is a candidate for a degree in Lit-

erature with a Creative Writing Concentration at UC Santa 

Cruz in 2014. She was the winner of a Cowell Press Poetry 

Prize, and her poems have been featured in Kresge Writ-

ers’ House Presents. Recently her poetry was accepted for 

publication in Chinquapin Magazine and Red Wheelbarrow 

magazine.

Art by George Hitchcock courtesy Marjorie Simon. 
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Louise LeBourgeois was born in New Orleans, and grew 

up in Oxford, England and Clemson, South Carolina before 

moving to Chicago at age fourteen. She earned her MFA 

in Painting from Northwestern University, and exhibits her 

work throughout the United States. She is currently work-

ing on her M.F.A. in Nonfiction Writing at Columbia College 

Chicago. She is an avid open water swimmer, and swims in 

Lake Michigan from May until October. The lake’s presence, 

the constant flux of water and changing skies above, inspire 

her paintings.

Judi Miller “I am seduced by nature. It is the essence of 

my creativity. My paintings are reminders that nature is ever 

changing, and that my essence, like everyone else’s, is in a 

constant flux of creativity. Through this lens, opens a world 

of potential.”   —Judi Miller (1951–2008)

Anna Oneglia was born in New York City, and has lived in 

Santa Cruz for the past twenty-five years. She attended 

several schools, including the Aegean Center for the Fine 

Arts in Paros, Greece, and the School of the Museum of Fine 

Arts in Boston. Anna is a painter working in oils and mixed 

media as well as a printmaker producing block prints and 

lithographs. Her paintings have been published as post-

ers for many causes, including Aid for AIDS, Bike to Work 

Week, and the Santa Clara County Commission on the Sta-

tus of Women.

Brad Orsburn was born in Oklahoma, and he currently lives 

in Monterey, California. He received his BFA from the School 

of the Art Institute of Chicago and his MFA from Cranbrook 

Academy of Art. He started his own company, Orsburn 

Construction, Inc., in Chicago, and then moved to Monterey 

with his wife in 2002. 

P.J. Palmer was raised in the rural mountains of Northern 

California before moving to Los Angeles at age 21 to pur-

sue a career in motion pictures. He landed his first job in 

production at Warner Brothers Studios on the NBC show 

“ER”, which he remained with for years learning filmmaking 

first hand. He has since has worked on dozens of award 

winning projects as a director, producer and writer. He 

is a 2013 Edinburgh Film Festival Talent Lab alumni and 

a 2014 artist-in-residence with The National Steinbeck 

Center. Notable projects include his work as Series Pro-

ducer on the New York based LGBT web-series Anyone 

But Me and his work as co-director and producer on the 

documentary, American Red Cross: Katrina Relief. Palmer  

recently acquired the documentary film rights to John 

Steinbeck’s The Grapes of Wrath and is now in production 

directing the feature length documentary The Grapes of 

Wrath: We Shall Overcome featuring James Franco and Lois 

Smith. P.J. resides in Santa Monica, California with an insane  

orange cat.

Andrew Purchin is a plein-air painter who chooses to work 

in unusual locations. He has been an artist in residence with 

The Fields Project on two occasions, in which he lived on 

farms in Ogle County, Illinois, sharing his art process with 

the farmers as he painted scenes from their lives. His work 

has been exhibited in many venues, including the Lana San-

torelli Gallery in New York City’s Chelsea neighborhood, The 

Santa Cruz Museum of Art and History, and the Atelier Gal-

lery. Purchin is currently a Santa Cruz County Open Studios 

participant.

Philip Rosenthal has a long-standing interest in the psy-

chology of perception, particularly the lacuna between 

what we experience and what is there. He studied paint-

ing at Tyler School of Art in Philadelphia and Rome, and 

has been awarded fellowships at the Fine Arts Work Center, 

Yaddo, and Villa Montalvo. His work has appeared in gal-

leries in New York, Boston, Washington D.C., San Francisco, 

and Los Angeles.

Bonnie Sklarski grew up in rural western New York. She 

received her BFA from Pratt Institute and her MFA from 

Brooklyn College. As an early postmodernist figurative art-

ist she exhibited her work widely and was represented by 

Robert Schoelkopf Gallery in New York City and the More 

Gallery in Philadelphia. Her work is defined by her expertise 

in anatomy for the artist and plein-air landscape painting 

combined with an interest in metaphorical narrative. She 

headed the graduate painting program at Indiana Univer-

sity until her retirement in 2009.

Maia Snow was born in a small town of Polevskoy, Russia. 

She lived in an orphanage among seventy other children 

until an American family adopted her. Coming to the United 

States at the age of twelve, Maia had to learn how to speak 

a new language, adjust to a different culture, and live in a 

family setting. Being raised in two such diverse cultures, 

Snow has learned how to accept and love both her Russian 

heritage and her American life. Snow graduated from Maine 

College of Art in 2013 with a BFA in Painting and a minor in 

Drawing. She currently works at Maine College of Art as an 

Admissions Counselor and has a studio practice at the Art-

ist Studio Building on Congress Street in Portland. 
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Mary Blair began her lifelong multifaceted art career in 

the 1930s as a member of the prestigious California Water 

Color Society. By 1940, she was working for Walt Disney, 

and in 1941, her passionate “explosion of color” style be-

gan to emerge during the Disney Studios’ South American 

goodwill tour. Mary continued to make extensive contribu-

tions to the “world” of Walt Disney off and on for a period 

of over thirty years. She influenced films such as Peter Pan, 

Cinderella, and Alice in Wonderland. During the late 1950s 

and early 1960s, she worked on multiple commercial art 

projects in her home studio in Great Neck, New York, for 

clients including Kraft Foods, Pall Mall, and Hanes.

Warren Chang is an acclaimed realist artist whose figura-

tive work focuses on biographical interiors influenced by the 

old Masters and the outdoor subjects of the fieldworkers of 

Monterey County. His work has won many awards and has 

been profiled in many national publications, most recently 

he is the subject of a 112 monograph book on his paintings 

published by Flesk Publications in 2013. Warren’s paintings 

will be featured in a solo exhibition at the Monterey Museum 

of Art from late October, 2014 to early April, 2015. Warren is 

represented by the Winfield Gallery, Dolores Street, Carmel.   

www.warrenchang.com

Paul Fortis received a BFA in painting and printmaking 

at the University of California, Santa Cruz, and has been 

creating fine art for over thirty years. His primary medium 

is chalk pastel, which he uses to depict the natural beauty 

surrounding his hometown. His works have appeared in 

numerous solo and group exhibitions, including the Santa 

Cruz Open Studios, in which he has participated since 1988. 

Paul’s work can be seen in local Santa Cruz and Capito-

la galleries, and is represented by various publishers and 

agents.

Shelby Graham has had a thirty-year career as an  educa- 

tor and fine-art photographer, and has shown her work in 

Philadelphia, Tokyo, and the Czech Republic. With an MFA  

in photography from San Jose State University she has 

been the director/curator of  the Mary Porter Sesnon Art  

Gallery at  the University of  California, Santa Cruz, since 

1999. She has curated over 60 exhibitions and has taught 

courses in digital arts and new media, photography, con- 

temporary art, and exhibition practices at UCSC,  San Jose 

State University, Cabrillo College, and Seinan Gakuin Uni- 

versity in Kyushu, Japan. She is currently working on  a long- 

term project about Okinawa.

Gary Irving was born in a small town in Wales in the late 

1960s, and moved to the United States in the mid-1990s. His 

love of photography stemmed from his passion for surfing 

and for the outdoors. Gary travels extensively throughout 

the world, visiting various surf spots and historical areas, 

where he photographs the expansive elements of nature 

and hopes to create expressions full of form, light, and 

movement.

Andrea Johnson’s artist statement reads: The distance be-

tween land and sky is sometimes just a glimmer of light on 

the newly plowed fields moist with rain. This valley gives life 

to many. The cycle of earth to green to harvest reflects the 

larger cycle of life from beginning to end and then begin-

ning again. John Steinbeck once declared it his intention to 

tell “the story of this whole valley … so that it would be the 

valley of the world.” He wanted readers of East of Eden to 

feel afterward that they would have a sense of belonging in 

Salinas Valley, that they would “actually be a native of that 

valley.” It is my hope that I too have been able to capture 

a sense of place and the spirit of this valley called Salinas.

Katell Le Bourdonnec was born in France, and is currently 

based in Paris and California. Dissatisfied with the increas-

ing focus on the melancholic in daily Parisian life, she uses 

collages to re-create a universe that is both Edenic and 

joyous. She finds inspiration for her art while traveling, and 

uses images that are very colorful and exotic in order to 

transport viewers elsewhere. Her technique consists of a 

blend of collage and acrylics, while her palette of materi-

als is varied, including everything from papers and photo-

graphs to rhinestones and resin.
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As the nation’s premier nonprofit environmental law 
organization, Earthjustice takes on the biggest, most 

important cases across the country—cases that preserve 
the wild, fight for healthy communities, advance clean 
energy and combat climate change.  

Join our fight. EARTHJUSTICE.ORG



MIRANDA COSGROVE  
WANTS TO KEEP 
DOLPHINS SINGING

Miranda Cosgrove swims with Atlantic  
spotted dolphins off Bimini, Bahamas.

© Tim Calver

DOLPHINS USE SOUND  
TO FIND FOOD, TO  
COMMUNICATE AND LIVE. 
But dolphins and their song could be blown  
away by seismic blasts a hundred thousand  
times louder than a jet engine. It could hurt  
and kill tens of thousands of dolphins.  
Join Miranda and help save the dolphins.

oceana.org/dolphinsong
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