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T oxic Dreams

Cara Ben-Yaacov
An open landfill, an uncapped, 

uncleaned 65-acre open dump exists within 
the city of Ithaca. Hundreds of residents 
live directly on top of the northern portion 
of this dump in Nates Floral Estates mobile 
home park, owned by local physician 
Reuben Weiner. The site is located in a 
flood plain and is bordered by two bodies 
of water that drain directly into Cayuga 
Lake. Mayor Alan Cohen knows this, the 
Tompkins County Health Department 
knows this, and New York State and feder
al environmental protection agencies know 
this. But in all likelihood, the reason Itha
cans know the dump’s name, Southwest 
Park, is because our city government is 
planning on redeveloping the area in hopes 
of boosting the local economy.

Available at the Tompkins County Pub
lic Library is a copy of a memo that was 
sent to John Anderson of the Tompkins 
County Health Department from Charles 
Chernoff of the New York State Depart
ment of Environmental Conservation back 
in July of 1987. Chernoff states in his 
memo that surface studies had been con
ducted, and that the site “contains indica
tions of contamination from hydrocarbons 
as well as metals.” Chernoff goes on to say 
that “The sediment that was under the 
water flowing from the fill shows benzene 
above detection limits, ethylbenzene, 
dichlorobenzene and xylene. This indi
cates, that something is coming out of the 
landfill.”

Benzene, perhaps the most toxic chemi
cal found at the site, is a known human car
cinogen even at low levels of exposure. 
Ethylbenzene can cause irritation to eyes

and skin, problems in the central nervous 
system, and in cases of greater exposure, 
narcosis and coma. Dichlorobenzene can 
cause skin blistering, damage to the eyes, 
nausea, vomiting, weight loss, and damage 
to the liver and kidneys.

Chernoff recommended a thorough 
investigation, including the drilling of 
wells to determine accurate levels of cont
aminants. Anderson replied from the 
Tompkins County Department of Health 
sixteen days later, informing Chernoff that 
“We have no budget item or specifications 
prepared for test wells.” Expansion of 
Nates Floral Estates was discouraged, but 
no extensive notification of residents took 
place and no study was done on the health 
effects these toxins may have had on the 
families who lived there.

In September o f 1986, almost a year 
before the Chernoff/Anderson exchange, 
Weiner had received letters from both the 
Tompkins County Department of Health 
and the City of Ithaca Engineering and 
Utilities Division, informing him of the 
possible dangers to residents on his prop
erty.

In a September 9th memo, plumbing 
inspector Ivan Burris, who was responding 
to a complaint of a leak in the water system 
at Nates, told Weiner “The water system is 
installed in the soil of a former landfill and 
could contain many hazardous materials.” 
He went on to say that if a leak in the sys
tem at Nates were to coincide with a break 
in the city system “hazardous materials 
could be drawn into the mains and conse
quently cause a health hazard to the com
plete City Water System. 1 believe that 
with your knowledge as a physician,” Bur
ris wrote, “you can see the probable health 
problems that could occur from such a

cross connection of waste waters with the 
public water system.”

Later that month, Anderson expressed 
his concerns about the water supply at 
Nates Floral Estates in a memo to Weiner 
which said in part: “The spectre of contam
inated ground water entering the mobile 
home park’s water lines concerns the 
Health Department.” Also, “The hazards of 
materials in the ground beneath the park 
are unknown but can be assumed to be 
severe.”

It is clear that both Weiner and the City 
of Ithaca had explicit knowledge of the 
dangers of the landfill. Yet to this date 
there has been no^vidence of resident noti
fication or environmental cleanup.

Residents at Nates appear reluctant to 
talk with the press. Robert Small, who 
lives less than two hundred yards from sev
eral exposed drums and half-buried scrap 
metal, told me that he didn’t want to talk 
about the site. “I don’t want to get involved 
with anything,” he said.

Michael Black, a resident of Nates for 40 
years, says that no one from the city or 
from Nates notified him that he was living 
on a landfill, but that he knew himself 
before he moved there. “I think people 
know what this was,” he says, “especially 
older people. I don’t know if people are 
being told by the office when they move in. 
Don’t you think it’s a little late now to let 
people know?” he asks.

I went to the Nates Floral Estates office 
to ask employee and emergency contact 
Kevin Uhr if residents were being notified 
of potential health risks. He became highly 
agitated, refused to speak to me, told me to 
leave, threatened to have me arrested and 
then called (orpretended to call) the police.

“We are not allowed to give out any

information to anyone,” Uhr said, shutting 
himself into an inner office in the rental 
information building. “You have to talk to 
the owners.”

Having failed to contact Reuben Weiner 
through Nates Floral Estates, 1 tried to 
reach him at his home. I even drove out to 
Family Fun, the miniature golf range he 
owns, looking for him in the ball and club 
rental kiosk that is decorated with posters 
of Elvis and figures of the seven dwarves, 
but I was unable to obtain denial or confir
mation from Weiner or his representatives 
regarding their resident notification policy 
at Nates.

In June of 1999 the City of Ithaca con
tracted with a Rochester firm, Clark Patter
son Associates, to conduct an environmen
tal impact study of the Southwest Park site. 
Though the study did reveal the existence 
of 37 highly toxic chemicals, pollutants and 
heavy metals in its limited surface testing 
alone, no comprehensive investigation, 
extensive well drilling, or study of the 
potential impact the pollutants would have 
on the Inlet and Cayuga Lake were under
taken.

When Walter Hang, president of the Itha
ca firm, Toxics Targeting, and co-author of 
the New York State Community Right to 
Know Executive Order, (which requires 
disclosure to the state’s Department of 
Environmental Conservation of past 
municipal, industrial and commercial 
dumping practices) read Clark Patterson’s 
Southwest Draft Environmental Impact 
Statement, he was “appalled at how bad it 
was. It didn’t follow the appropriate base
line protocol, it reached completely ludi
crous conclusions. It said, for example, that 
because the site wasn’t capped that all of 
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Crossing a Bridge
against the social conditions that produce 
homelessness and to help the needy. Not 
that this is not a worthwhile cause, but this 
essay really doesn’t add to the power and 
effectiveness of the images and text, which 
is what this series is really about.

The final two-page essay by Orloff, enti
tled “The Lie of Documentary Pho
tographs,” is interesting and informative, 
but the understanding that documentary 
photographs do not really tell the truth is not 
new. In the 1960s, Robert Frank, Bruce 
Davidson, Danny Lyon and Lee Freidlander 
launched a new vision of a much more per
sonal and idiosyncratic documentary that is 
as much about the individual picture maker 
as it is about the people or places depicted. 1 
found myself speculating as to the purpose 
of O rlo ff s essay. Was it to explain the 
selection of 32 out of some 4000 images? 
Or was it to make us realize how such a 
selection is subjective? In the end I really do 
not know why he included it, but 1 am also 
not concerned. For me the images and cap
tions can and do stand very nicely on their 
own.

Orloff is a very sensitive and skilled pho
tographer who uses documentary tech
niques to weave a powerful pattern of expe
rience for us. His subject is not so much 
homelessness as it is his intense personal 
encounter with individuals who happen to 
be homeless.

Stan Bowman is Professor Emeritus o f 
Art at Cornell University.

Neil O rloff will be speaking at the 
Women's Community Building on May 
13th. See the Off Campus at The Bookery
schedule on page 4 for more details.

Under the Fifth Street Overpass
photographs by Neil Orloff 
Art Access Gallery, 2000.
57 pages, $15.

Stan Bowman

VO LUNTEER: I’ve been coming down 
here for years hoping one day I’d run into 
my son.

ME: Have you ever seen 
him here?
VOLUNTEER: No, he 
was killed about three 
years ago in a drug deal.”

R: Do you have the pho- 
tograph of me from the

To make this 
photographic 
essay Orloff 
went Sunday 
mornings for 
two years to an 
event under the 
5th Street 
O v e r p a s s  
where volun
teers came and 
prepared a meal 
for 300-400 
homeless peo
ple. He became 
a regular, and 
d e v e l o p e d  

ongoing relationships with other regulars, 
enabling him to take over 4000 images. Yet 
these photographs are not simply a docu
mentation of homelessness. In the end, what 
they reveal is Orloff s personal encounter 
with his subjects. The knowledge that these 
people are homeless fades, giving way to 
portraits of individuals with hopes, aspira
tions, successes, failures, and disappoint
ments.

One senses that Orloff appreciates and 
respects his subjects. He wants to come 
close enough to touch them and wants you 
to do the same. He sees and responds to the 
drama of their lives 
and accepts it for what 
it is. He is a compas
sionate photographer, 
yet he does not turn 
this into a plea to help 
the homeless. He just 
introduces you to these 
people, and you as 
viewer decide what 
you want to make of it.

The 32 images with 
accompanying text are 
indeed compelling, 
and have a message of 
their own. Considering 
this, I found the two- 
page essay by Pamela 
Atkinson in the middle 
of the book, entitled 
“A Challenge on 
Homelessness,” to be 
out of place in its 
direct appeal to rally

ing moment and in turn creates an image that 
focuses on the pausing of time and the max
imization of the encounter between subject 
and photographer. Orloff provides copies of 
the resultant images 
to his subjects—an 
act which becomes a 
finale to this special 
picture-making event.

One of O rloffs 
images is of a young 
couple against a tex
tured brick wall. A 
teenage boy with a 
cap has his arms 
wrapped around an 
even younger adoles
cent girl in front of 
him. The cap over his 
head obscures most of 
his face although a 
slight smile shows.
But her face has an 
unsmiling openness 
reflecting the vulnera
bility of youth. They 
gaze directly into the 
camera, the viewer no 
more than two feet
away. You are 
engaged directly and 
personally with them, feel their closeness, 
sense the emotion of this encounter, and 
experience their fragility.

But unlike Davidson, whose collection 
consists of images only, Orloff employs 
accompanying text—personal exchanges he 
had with the people whom he photographed. 
He uses these bits of dialogue sparingly but 
effectively. The caption opposite one image 
reads:

Another image of an 
older bearded man wear
ing a Chicago Bears cap is 
gripping in its directness. 
Again the moment is 
frozen; he stands just a lit
tle more than a foot away, 
in a personal and moving 
confrontation. His face is 
weathered; one eye is 
almost shut, possibly from 
some accident. You sense 
that he is an old survivor. 
The text on the opposing 
page reads:

previous week?
ME: Yes.
R: Look of astonishment 
over his face.

suddenly came

LESSON: My 
having kept my 
word to him 
was a big sur
prise. Appar
ently few peo
ple keep their 
commitments 
to R.

A bushy-bearded wild-eyed man wearing 
camouflage fatigues and a bandanna around 
his head stares directly at us from the photo. 
The caption reads “I KILLED people in 
Vietnam. I KILLED people....” This striking 
photo is one of many sensitive and com
pelling images in a book of 32 black-and- 
white photographs by Neil Orloff, docu
menting his encounters with homeless peo
ple “Under the Fifth Street Overpass” in Salt 
Lake City, Utah.

Orloffs photographs lie squarely in the 
tradition of 20th-century documentary pho
tography. One quickly recognizes the resem
blance of his approach and content to classic 
images by Henri Cartier-Bresson and Robert 
Frank, and the more personalized pho
tographs of Danny Lyon and Bruce David
son in recent decades. Their work comprises 
a photographic searching out of people and 
places to picture the flow of real life around 
us. It is a reaching for the honest presentation 
of the facts of daily life in a pictorial mode 
that engages the viewer in the drama of the 
moment depicted. It is also a searching for 
the emotion of the moment, both that of the 
persons or scene shown, and the emotion of 
the picture maker.

Bruce Davidson may be the closest to 
Orloff in photographic strategy. In East 
100th Street, his collection of photographs 
from New York City, Davidson shot posed 
portrait images that caught the character of 
the people, the place, and the time. Orloff 
employs similar techniques with great effec
tiveness. He uses a larger format camera and 
asks permission first before making an expo
sure. This technique extends the picture-tak
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Meaning and Metaphor
City of God
by E.L. Doctorow.
Random House, 2000.
272 pages, $25.

In Time
by Jonathan Bishop, 
self-published, 1999.
441 pages.

Saint Augustine
by Garry Wills.
Penguin Putnam, Inc., 1999.
152 pages, $19.95

Memory & Narrative: The Weave of Life- 
Writing
by James Olney.
The University o f Chicago Press, 1998.
430 pages, $35.

James McConkey
The latest issue—Spring 2000—of the 

Virginia Quarterly Review contains an essay 
by John S. Spong, “Christ and the Body of 
Christ: Is There a Future for the Christian 
Church?” that says the theistic God of Chris
tianity has become unbelievable, its myths 
rendered inoperative by the knowledge that 
the Earth we inhabit is a tiny planet circling 
a sun that is itself but one star in a galaxy of 
a billion stars, our galaxy but one of at least 
125 billion more. How can we continue to 
hold to “the assumption that in the Christ fig
ure the theistic God from beyond the sky has 
entered human history and has been encoun
tered in human form” to save us from our 
sins by sacrificing Himself to appease that 
God? Humans were never “perfect” before 
their descent into sin; in the post-Darwinian 
world we inhabit, we realize that human 
beings, like other forms of life, reflect the 
evolutionary struggle for survival, and 
remain “unfinished, still evolving, emerging 
creatures.”

Nothing remarkable attaches itself to this 
contemporary rejection of Christian doc
trine; after all, we are the heirs of Copernicus 
and Kepler and Galileo, of Freud and Ein
stein as well as Darwin. Through optical 
instruments such as the Hubble Space Tele
scope and radio telescopes like the one in 
Puerto Rico operated by Cornell, we are 
reaching toward the edges of space and bil
lions of years back toward the origins of the 
universe. In the latter half of the 19th centu
ry, long before Earth had become such an 
inconsequential dot in the cosmos, the inves
tigations of Darwin and others had already 
led to rejections of a theistic deity. In the pre
ceding two centuries, deists (who included 
some of this nation’s founding fathers) 
thought God, having given a spin to the 
gears of His Creation, was thereafter content 
to let the mechanism run without further 
divine intervention. Spong’s views are 
remarkable chiefly because of his continuing 
attachment to Christianity, for decades as an 
Episcopal priest and decades more as a bish
op.

Both the Old Testament and the New Tes
tament—including the Gospels—are, he 
says, interpretive human explanations, as are 
the historic creeds of the church:

There are no words, no traditions, and no 
theological formulas that are not explana
tions, and every explanation is time-limit
ed, and its “truth" is time-bound. Theism, 
we need to understand, is but another 
explanation of a God experience. The 
death of an explanation does not require 
the denial of the experience. So all of these 
symbols of our faith story-our Bible, our 
creeds, our doctrines, our sacred tradi
tions—can be and must be debated, com
promised, changed and even surrendered 
if necessary. Only the experience of God is 
eternal and that experience ultimately has 
no words.

Spong, now Bishop of Newark emeritus

and a lecturer this spring at Harvard, remains 
a Christian; for God “is real for me, a mysti
cal, undefinable presence that I can experi
ence but never explain,” while Jesus “is the 
revelation of this God for me, not because of 
miracle stories or excessive pre-modern 
claims, but because he is portrayed as one 
who is fully alive with the life of God...” In 
the tradition of Luther, he has posted on the 
internet “Twelve Theses” in keeping with 
this essay and with a book he has written, 
Why Christianity Must Change or Die.

I came across Spong’s essay so closely 
after I had finished E.L. Doctorow’s City of 
God that it seemed a small miracle—a para
dox, as miracles are—wrought for my sake 
alone by the God who no longer keeps watch 
over me or the sparrows that fall. For Doc
torow’s new novel, its title an echo of a book 
by St. Augustine, not only takes on the issues 
raised by the Right Reverend Spong but 
seems to have used him (the evidence is in a 
brief reference to the unusually liberal nature 
of the Episcopalian diocese of Newark) as a 
model for the construction of his fictional 
character Thomas Pemberton, rector of a 
small Episcopalian church in Manhattan. 
Like Spong, Pemberton has lost his belief in 
the historical Jesus as well as in the Old Tes
tament accounts that prepared the way for 
Him; nevertheless—again like Spong— 
Pemberton maintains the belief in God. In 
one sense, Pemberton is the more radical of 
the two, in wanting to jettison Christ entirely 
while holding on to the ethical tenants of 
Christianity; in another sense, he may be less 
so, for he is still willing to accept signs of a 
mysterious intervention in human affairs. 
(Such a responsiveness to signs is necessary 
to the plot, for after all this is a novel, with 
all the strengths and weaknesses of that liter
ary form; but how am I to protest, given the 
providential arrival for me of the Spong 
essay?)

For a writer not only to devote a novel to 
religious matters but to suggest a way out of 
the contemporary spiritual dilemma is, on 
the face of it, a remarkably courageous 
undertaking, quite unlike anything Doc
torow or any other reputable novelist of our 
day has attempted. What audacity, what 
chutzpah, to write a novel in which an Epis
copalian priest renounces not God but the 
Trinity, and ends up a convert to Judaism! 
But this innovative new branch of Judaism 
has lost its provincial nature and all of the 
elaborations—the prophecies and no longer 
tenable miracles—associated with Jews as 
the chosen people.

A reader who ignores the words on the 
dust jacket of City o f God will at first be 
bewildered by its juxtapositions—its appar
ently fragmentary nature. We need those 
words to understand that we’re being 
exposed to the workbook of a fictional New 
York City novelist who is recording “the 
contents of his teeming brain” as he begins 
his search to uncover the reason that “the 
large brass cross that hung behind the altar of 
St. Timothy’s, a run-down Episcopalian 
church in lower Manhattan” has vanished, to 
reappear, mysteriously, “on the roof of the 
Synagogue for Evolutionary Judaism, on the 
Upper West Side.”

Everett, the novelist, thinks that the mys
tery might provide him the subject for his 
next novel, and from the various ideas for 
subjects we find in his workbook, we can 
assume he really needs something better—or 
at least something less depressing—than the 
ones he has put down. One reviewer of the 

'book has suggested, rather meanly, that Doc
torow has simply tossed into it, along with 
much else, all his own discarded fictional 
concepts; but everything revealed by that 
“teeming brain” (including narrative poems 
of a biographical and autobiographical 
nature, explorations of the implications of 
popular songs, cameo appearances by Ein
stein and Wittgenstein as well as the now 
almost-forgotten Bishop Pike, a description 
of the Big Bang which created the expanding 
universe out of nothing, depictions of preda
tory practices on this bloody planet even by

birds whose songs and feathers we admire, 
and the imaginative retelling of the gradual 
decimation of an actual Jewish ghetto in 
Lithuania during the Holocaust) become part 
of the postmodern world we all inhabit, 
shards demonstrating not only our lack of 
cohesion but the often extraordinary brutali
ty humans inflict on each other that con
tributes to a pervasive sense of spiritual 
emptiness. A skeptic, Everett has been in 
pursuit of purely secular subjects for his nov
els; what he arrives at through his pursuit of 
the mystery behind the journey of the cross 
is a narrative of both sexual and spiritual 
love granted to his renegade Episcopalian 
priest and an attractive woman, recently wid
owed, who serves as the progressive rabbi of 
the Synagogue for Evolutionary Judaism.

In another novel, the transference of the 
cross from the altar of an Episcopalian 
church to the roof of a synagogue would be 
an intrusive, finger-pointing symbol, but in 
City o f God it is a mysterious sign of God’s 
presence, at least as it appears in—or to— 
our human consciousness. (That conscious
ness, given its origin in the cosmic dust that 
materialized after the explosion that created 
the still-expanding universe, is quite incredi
ble in itself.) So Thomas Pemberton consid
ers the journey of the cross as a sign; and it 
must be the premise on which the story 
turns, for no other explanation is offered. 
Like the actual Bishop Spong with his 
“Twelve Theses,” Father Thomas Pember
ton and the progressive and lovely Rabbi 
Sarah Blumenthal of this novel have discov
ered that our growing knowledge of the cos
mos, and of human history and ourselves, 
requires the rejection from religion of what
ever no longer applies, leaving each person 
with her or his individual experience of God, 
the communal nature of religion now being 
supported by whatever can be salvaged from 
tradition.

Why is it that I find myself in agreement 
with all three of them and yet feel—especial
ly in the novel—a touching naivete in the 
resolutions that all three have come to? 
(While prevalent elsewhere in the novel, 
irony seems absent here.) I agree with Sarah 
Blumenthal in her discussion of the human 
soul at one of the Friday night services at the 
synagogue when she says that the “beauti
ful” word soul “carries so much, it expresses, 
really, longing for union with God, for the 
final resolution of all our questioning...”, for 
my own feelings and experiences have led 
me to think of the soul as a quality, as a 
desire for unity carried perhaps in our expe
riential as well as our biological memories, a 
hope for an ultimate synthesis that underlies 
the differing quests of science and art but 
that consciousness itself, however much it 
tries, keeps us from achieving. And from the 
time I first began to think about such con
cerns, it struck me that religion always has 
been the institutionalization of a pre-existent 
spiritual impulse within each of us: the insti
tutional development of rituals and a partic
ular history (usually replete with miracles) in 
order to explain and to give social and polit
ical direction to what, as Spong says, is a 
personal and wordless experience. We are 
social creatures, so what else could we 
expect? Bishop Spong and the two redemp
tive figures in Doctorow’s novel are seeking, 
for our salvation, a spiritual regeneration 
through institutional means. But if they won 
the congregations they require, how long 
would the purity and idealism of their con
ceptions last before the inevitable elabora
tion and distortion of them? To put it anoth
er way, the Society of Friends and the Uni
tarians already occupy much of their ground, 
and have yet to redeem the world.

Jonathan Bishop’s In Time—a title to be 
taken in two ways at once, secular and spiri
tual—can be seen as a serious effort to extri
cate Christianity from such problems, and— 
like Everett’s workbook—is a receptacle 
into which Bishop can put the contents of his 
thoughts; but “Everett” is fictional, or maybe 
quasi-fictional, while “Bishop” has to be the 
construction that the reader makes of the

actual person whose work he or she is read
ing.

The brief “Preface” which precedes Bish
op’s “Introduction” serves the same clarify
ing function that the dust jacket of Doc
torow’s novel does: it tell us that his is pri
marily a philosophical approach—though 
one with a literary emphasis and with sup
porting elements from personal experi
ence—to the interrelated questions of time, 
metaphor, and identity. The middle term 
(only later is this made explicit) refers to the 
imaginative faculty that must underlie all 
such philosophical inquiry. So here we have 
an interconnected triad, one in which 
metaphor is the necessary link between time 
and identity. Is this triad intended to remind 
us of the Trinity? It turns out that yes, it 
should; but in this preface the religious 
implications are withheld. Gradually, the 
reader who stays the course perceives the 
approximation of Bishop’s triad—really a 
metaphor in itself—to God, Christ, and tem
poral human identity.

Bishop’s book is divided into sections of 
time, moving from “Now” (or the present) to 
“Then” (the past in the present) to “Once” 
(origins) and then to “When” (whatever the 
future contains). The introduction and first 
two sections permit the entrance of personal 
and historical memory, with an acknowledg
ment of losses and of what continues, as well 
as a discussion of pertinent literary and other 
texts. The details of his personal life, includ
ing his teaching career, that Bishop gives us 
are, while controlled, moving; and his liter
ary insights— into figures like Emerson, 
Thoreau, and T.S. Eliot, for example—are 
persuasive. One can be engrossed in his text 
even by the amount of vexation he can 
give—at least to a reader like me—both for 
his acceptance of the philosophical dualism 
of Descartes and his ready rejection of wide
ly admired figures such as Augustine and 
Proust. (I assume such provocation is inten
tional.)

The first half of In Time is a preparation 
for the last half, which primarily is a study of 
passages in both the Old and New Testa
ments (an investigation not intended for the 
casual reader). Bishop’s frequent use of one 
word—eschatology .dealing as it does with 
the circling found in the doctrine of Christ’s 
death, resurrection and eventual return— 
suggests much about his view of time and 
reflects the circling within his text. Begin
nings prefigure ends, but, temporal creatures 
that we are, both elude us; and no historical 
moment contains the fullness of time. In our 
own lives, as in a larger history, certain 
rhythms are to be found—variations upon a 
theme, never a simple repetition. Does the 
past contain a prophecy of the present, the 
present of the future? It is Judaic-Christian 
history that matters to Bishop in answering 
such a question. The Old Testament prophets 
foresaw the coming of a new Messiah. Jesus, 
as historical figure, was influenced by such 
prophecies, including that of a new Promised 
Land, and by the ritualistic sacrifices. But 
Jesus, at the Last Supper and in the sacrifice 
of himself for us (and it is notable that Bish
op avoids capitalizing Jesus’ pronoun), 
translates the past into self-sacrifice and an 
encompassing love, and it is this that is cele
brated in the Eucharist, as the participants 
acknowledge their oneness in him and the 
promise to be revealed in the fullness of 
time.

Though Bishop’s explorations into the 
Bible offer some interpretations that strike 
me—one admittedly not an adept in this 
field—as wholly original, his conclusions 
are clearly within the tradition to which he 
subscribes. He differs from many others, 
though, in his scrupulous treatment of Jesus 
and the Old Testament scribes as historical 
figures, each caught in‘a particular move
ment of time. Like those scribes, Jesus 
speaks in parables, and does nothing “literal
ly.” He ‘idoes not write—unless ironically, 
in the dust.” It can’t be otherwise, for histor-

continued on page 8
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Off Campus at

THE BOOKER?
These presentations are part of our ongoing series of 
readings and talks In the Women’s Community Building.

Under The Fifth Street Overpass 
Neil Orloff
Saturday, May 13, 2:00 pm

Under the F ifth  S tree t O verpass  
( re v ie w e d  in this issue of The  
Bookpress) is a collection of pho
tographs that lie squarely In the 
tradition of 20th century documen
ta ry  pho tography, reca lling  the  
popular images of Dorothea Lange. 
W alker Evans and Henri Cartier-  
Bresson among o thers . In the ir  
stark p o r tra y a l  of human e x is 
tence. Yet O r lo ff 's  photography  
tack les  some dec ided ly  current  
topics and presents a style of doc
u m e n ta ry  all his own. For tw o  
years . O r lo f f  jo ined vo lun teers  
ev e ry  Sunday morning as th ey  

gathered under a Salt Lake City overpass to serve meals to the home
less. The end result is collaborative effort between subject and pho
tographer . a r ichly  te x tu re d  docum ent of m ean ingfu l personal 
encounters. At this event. Orloff will discuss his recent project and 
his photographic technique, as w ell as exhibit some more recent 
work.

Kin
Crystal Williams 
Sunday, May 14, 2:00 pm

In Kin, Detroit native and slam poetry veteran Crystal Williams uti
lizes memory and music as she lyri
cally weaves her w ay through love, 
loss, alienation and uncerta inty  in 
an e x p lo ra t io n  of fa m i ly  th a t  
e x ten d s  beyond  blood re la t io n s .
Williams, the adopted daughter of a 
black  j a z z  m usician and a w h i te  
school psychologist, unearths her 
ow n know n  and u nknow n roots  
through fie ry , evocative, passion
ate. and ultimately, uplifting verse.
Kin tackles not only issues of family  
and belonging, but also of race, and 
the troubling acts and violent reali
ties that can occur In a society that 
marks value In terms of "sameness” 
and "otherness.” But the world that 
Williams creates in Kin extends far 
beyond the racial/political dichoto
my w e exist In. beyond the l im ita
tions of color and blood, to embrace 
a reality limited only by the bound
aries of love.

The W alker’s Literary Companion 
Roger Gilbert with special guests 
A.R. Ammons and Ruth Stone 
Sunday, May 21, 2:00 pm

Cornell English pro fessor Roger  
Gilbert will be joined by celebrated  
local poets as he reads from his recent 
collection of fiction, essays, and poet
ry on the joys of walking. The W a lk 
er's L ite rary  Companion celebrates  
the beauty of athletic motion wedded  
with its spiritual and cerebral essence. 
Enjoy meditations on strolls, rambles, 
hikes, and jo u rn eys , by a d iverse  
selection of w riters  including Plato. 
Basho. Proust. Rilke, Neruda, and 
B radbury . W h e th e r  it be a summer  
stro l l ,  an autum n hike, or s im ply a 
bipedal commute to work, this a f te r 
noon's reading will enrich every walk 
you take.

The Impossible Body

At 12:47 a.m., the car spun off the road 
and collided with the house. The car plowed 
through a wall, killing an 87-year-old 
woman who was asleep in bed. Her husband, 
who lay beside her, suffered only minor 
injuries. At the time of this report, no cause 
had been established for the accident.

-The Baltimore Sun

I. Inviolate

She walks along the river 
threading violets through her windpipe, 
swallowing animals whole.
The impossible body.

She has no hands, but reaches into things. 
Through the choke o f purple weeds 
she feels the force o f green things pushed 
into the hapless air.

She is vigor without intent.
Stalking the pale evening, 
she scents the hot sap moving 
in the dumbstruck trees.

II. Vestige

Linnaeus takes the body, 
opens the chest like a curtain with his 

knife.
He is looking for the pea-sized heart, still 

squeezing.
He extricates ribs, esophagus, and lungs. 
Accustomed to flowers, he frowns, con

sults a book.

The body is made o f predictable struc
tures:

the leftward coil o f the intestines, 
the path o f bloodfrom heart to brain.
All bodies made the same.

Linnaeus closes the small body like a win
dow,

smooths the rent skin, half expects 
the frog to breathe again.

III. Vespers

The words bell and belfry seem obviously 
related, but in fact the bel- portion o f belfry 
has nothing to do with bells. Rather, belfry is 
derived from a compound formed in prehis
toric Common German, indicating "peace, 
safety " and "a high place. ”

—The American Heritage Dictionary

A tower, black and lacy, 
smudged with centuries of smoke, 
stands skeletal against the blue night.

A hundred bats rise like a column o f 
leaves

and strike their pointed voices 
against bodies, stone, and sky.

Their faces mild as rabbits, 
they are gargoyles in flight, 
making a cacophony of unheard sounds.

Moths crinkle, sweet and dusty, 
against the bats ’ longues.
Their bones are flutes.

At daybreak, they fill the empty belfry 
with a flurry o f wings, 
then settle into silence.

They close their igneous eyes, 
hang their angelic faces upside down 
and sleep till nightfall.

IV. Vigil

In violets the body lies, pale as a thumb
nail moon.

Winter rain falls greenly, breaking the 
snow into hills.

Her mother's perfume, her grandmoth
er ’s: lilacs.

Running through screen doors; a bird in 
the house.

We are born into the present tense, 
but we have learned to conjugate.

She is her body, but will not rot.
Her cheeks wilt bloom with lichen.
"Never climb on wet rocks, never dive

into unknown rivers;" she did these 
things.

Her limbs are vines, her teeth are bullets 
and stars,

there is nothing, she climbs higher,

there is air and lilacs. The body lies in 
state,

not listening to the sermon.

V. Viola

Make me a willow cabin at your gate,
And call upon my soul within the house.
—Shakespeare's Twelfth Night

We are our bodies, dumb and profligate. 
Like green stalks punched through dirt, we 

can 7 resist
the upwardforce.

We say old prayers: scissors, paper, rock; 
but these do not suffice. The impossible 
body eludes, steaming from ice to mist.

The chilly earth abhors us. We can die 
without warning, like candles left 
by open windows. Cars can go through 

walls.

Everything we know of taxonomy 
will fail us. The heart refuses to be found 
by knives or naming.

The impossible body threads her throat 
with flowers,

walks her grave, keens wildly at her death, 
and will not leave us.

— Madeline Still Bergstrom

WINSUSA!
Building Your Spanish Knowledge-Base

Version 5 for Windows 95/98

Spanish language editor ♦  On-line dictionary ♦  Grammar notes ♦  Customizable 
Download a 30-day FREE TRIAL from our website at: 
www.lnterlexlthaca.com or from download.cnet.com

#^INTERIEX T H E  IN T E R L E X  L A B  FO R  S P A N IS H
(6 0 7 )257-8663

http://www.lnterlexlthaca.com
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Dead-End Development
Tom Lyson

Is Bigger Better?
The current and seemingly never-ending 

debate over how and where economic devel
opment in Ithaca should proceed can be 
informed by a line of social science research 
that dates back to the 1940s. In the decades 
after World War II, American social scien
tists consistently demonstrated in their 
research and writing that large-scale indus
trial and commercial enterprises promoted 
the economic health of the country as a 
whole and contributed to the social and eco
nomic well-being of workers, families, and 
communities. Labor market segmentation 
theorists explained the positive effects of 
large firms on individuals and communities 
by showing that the lowest paid, least desir
able jobs were most often found in smaller, 
labor-intensive enterprises. In contrast, larg
er, more productive, more capital-intensive 
firms, those frequently affiliated with 
national or multinational corporations, 
offered their workers better wages and bene
fits packages. It stood to reason that locali
ties in which the economy was dominated by 
big businesses would have higher levels of 
social and economic well-being than com
munities without those types of employers.

The current restructuring of the American 
economy toward increased global integra
tion is premised on the assumption that large 
national and multinational corporations will 
be the primary engines of change and devel
opment. According to this perspective, rising 
productivity should translate into higher 
wages and more prosperous communities 
over the long run even though some workers 
and communities may at times fare less well 
than others.

However, as the economic system has 
shifted toward globally organized accumula
tion and regulation, the nation-state’s role in 
directing economic development and in pro
tecting the welfare of workers and communi
ties has been weakened. In the United States, 
for example, the deindustrialization of large 
segments of the manufacturing economy in 
the 1970s and 1980s showed that the federal 
government did little to prevent large multi
national corporations from succumbing to 
competition from lower-cost competitors in 
other parts of the world. The lessons for local 
communities were clear. Over the long term, 
large corporations rarely if ever make good 
neighbors. From the coal mining communi
ties of Appalachia, to the automobile and 
steel cities of the Midwest, and even to the 
so-called “high-tech” enclaves in the North
east, the social and economic fate of commu
nities has become integrally tied to the com
petitive position of corporations in the glob
al economy.

Since at least the 1980s, the task of shel
tering workers and communities from the 
disruptions of the marketplace has increas
ingly devolved from the nation-state to local 
communities, sparking a re-examination of 
the “bigger is better” model as the favored 
blueprint for economic development. A 
growing body of scholarship has focused 
attention on small firms, regional trade asso
ciations, industrial districts and local entre
preneurs as potentially important (though 
often neglected) agents of development. For 
example, Michael Piore and Charles Sabel 
(Second Industrial Divide, 1984) have 
described how advanced industrial societies 
organized around smaller-scale, flexibly- 
organized, municipally-supported produc
tion enterprises can contribute to both eco

nomic growth and individual and communi
ty welfare.

Local is Better
The emerging perspective on smaller 

locally-based enterprises as engines of eco
nomic development was foreshadowed in a 
study by the sociologist C. Wright Mills and 
his colleague Melville Ulmer over 50 years 
ago. In a report to a U.S. Senate committee 
charged with assessing the problems faced 
by small business, Mills and Ulmer 
addressed the following question: “Does 
economic concentration tend to raise or 
depress the levels of civic welfare?” They 
were particularly interested in evaluating the 
“effects of big and small business on city 
life.” In the forward to their report, Senator 
James E. Murray, Chairman of the Special 
Committee that commissioned the study, 
noted that “...for the first time objective sci
entific data show that communities in which 
small businesses predominate have a higher 
level of civic welfare than comparable com
munities dominated by big business.” (See 
Small Business and Civic Welfare. Report of 
the Smaller War Plants Corporation to the 
Special Committee to Study Problems of 
American Small Business. Document 135. 
U.S. Senate, 79th Congress, 2nd session, 
February 13. Washington, DC: U.S. Govern
ment Printing Office.)

In particular, Mills and Ulmer found that:

1) The small-business communities pro
vided for their residents a considerably 
more balanced economic life than did 
big-business cities;

2) The general level of civic welfare was 
appreciably higher in the small-business 
cities;

3) The differences between city life in big- 
and small-business cities were in the 
cases studied due largely to differences 
in industrial organization— that is, specif
ically to the dominance of big business 
on the one hand and the prevalence of 
small business on the other.

To explain differences in community wel
fare, Mills and Ulmer turned to two interven
ing variables. First, they contended that the 
amount of civic engagement in a community 
was directly related to levels of socioeco
nomic welfare. According to Mills and 
Ulmer, “Civic spirit may be said to exist in a 
city where there is widespread participation 
in civic affairs on the part of those able to 
benefit a community by voluntary manage
ment of civic enterprises. These enterprises 
may consist of attempts to improve the 
parks, obtain better schools, make the streets 
broader, etc.” Simply put, communities in 
which participation in social and political 
affairs was widespread manifested higher 
levels of well-being and welfare.

Second, and more importantly, Mills and 
Ulmer identified the economically indepen
dent middle class, more prevalent in commu
nities not dominated by big business, as the 
driving force behind civic engagement. It 
was this group of economic actors that “usu
ally took the lead in voluntary management 
of civic enterprises.” According to Mills and 
Ulmer, the small businessman

usually has some time and money avail
able with which to interest himself in these 
matters. He is, on average, fairly well edu
cated. His work in conducting a small busi
ness trains him for initiative and responsi
bility. He is thrown into constant contact 
with the administrative and political figures

of the city...Furthermore, the small busi
nessman often stands to benefit personal
ly as a result of civic improvement...

Community Problem Solving
The perspective set forth by Mills and 

Ulmer in the 1940s fits within a renewed 
interest in civil society, civic engagement, 
and community problem solving which is 
challenging the assumption that a more glob
ally integrated and corporately managed 
economy is the “best” and perhaps “only” 
development path that will lead to enhanced 
social and economic welfare for workers and 
communities. The problem-solving 
approach posits that small-to medium-size 
production enterprises can serve as the foun
dation of modern industrial economies. At 
the local level, a civic community is one in 
which residents are connected by a plethora 
of local institutions and organizations; busi
ness enterprises are embedded in institution
al and organizational networks; and the com
munity, not the corporation, is the source of 
personal identity, the topic of social dis
course, and the foundation for social cohe
sion.

Over the past several years, I have under
taken a set of empirical studies to better 
understand the relationship between a com
munity’s economic structure and the average 
level of well-being of its residents. My 
results have consistently shown that 
economies organized around smaller-scale, 
locally-controlled economic enterprises are 
associated with high levels of community 
well-being. In fact, my findings have been 
remarkably consonant with the summary 
statement made by Senator James E. Murray 
in the forward to the Mills and Ulmer report:

It appears that in the small-business cities 
is found the most favorable environment 
for the development and growth of civic 
spirit. A more balanced economic life and 
greater inaustrial stability is provided in the 
small business cities. There the employ
ment is more diversified, the home-owning 
middle class is larger, and self-employ
ment greater. Public health is greater in the 
small business communities investigated; 
the study reveals that a baby has a consid
erably greater chance to survive his first 
year in the small-business city than in the 
one dominated by a few large firms.

Mills and Ulmer conducted their research 
during World War II, at a time when big 
business had become the primary engine for 
military production. Once established, the 
military-industrial complex became a model 
for large-scale corporate industrial organiza
tion in general. The consequences of an 
economy increasingly organized around 
large-scale economic enterprises for workers 
and communities were unknown, but toward 
the end of World War II, at least some mem
bers of Congress felt compelled to hold hear
ings on this subject.

While Mills and Ulmer’s study affirmed 
the social and economic benefits of small 
business on community life and the deleteri
ous effects of big business, little if anything 
was done to stem the trend toward economic 
concentration. Writing about this time in 
American history, economists Barry Blue- 
stone and Bennett Harrison (The Deindustri
alization of America, 1982) noted:

In the years following World War II, a host 
of public policies promoted and facilitated 
the centralization and concentration of

control over private capital. Especially in 
the form of tax breaks to business, these 
political and legal ‘incentives’ were often 
publicly justified as potential ‘job creation’ 
devices. But whatever the official rationale, 
the ‘de facto’ outcome of government poli
cy was to promote and protect concentrat
ed economic power...in the United 
States...

One consequence of the concentration of 
economic power was that American eco
nomic hegemony generated the material 
basis for raising workers’ standard of living 
and greatly expanded the “social wage”— 
that amalgam of worker benefits and legal 
rights that increased the social and economic 
security of the working class. However, as 
global competition heightened and corporate 
profits in the U.S. fell in the 1970s, the abil
ity of large corporations to honor the social 
contract with labor and the willingness of the 
federal government to provide a large and 
growing social safety net ended. One need 
only look at what happened to the old indus
trial cities in Upstate New York, such as 
Buffalo and Utica, to understand the perils of 
global capitalism.

If, as it appears, smaller, locally-owned 
businesses are associated with enhanced lev
els of social and economic well-being, the 
implications for Ithaca’s economic and com
munity development programs are clear. 
Communities that seek primarily to attract 
big-box retailers, develop more shopping 
malls, abandon their downtowns, and hide 
behind the pro-business rhetoric of the free 
market will diminish civic spirit, increase 
inequality and depress social and economic 
welfare. In the current era of economic glob
alization and political devolution, an effec
tive economic development strategy should 
be geared toward fostering local entrepre
neurship and small business development 
everywhere. Policies to promote and 
strengthen regional trade associations, local 
industrial districts, producer codperatives 
and other forms of locally-based economic 
activity should be part and parcel of a com
prehensive community-based economic 
development strategy.

Tom Lyson is a professor o f Rural Soci
ology at Cornell University.
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Infinite Perspectives: Two Thousand 
Years of Three-Dimensional Mapmaking
by Brian M. Ambroziak and Jeffrey R. 
Ambrosiak.
Princeton Architectural Press, 1999.
109 pages, $75.

Jason Cons
He had bought a large map representing the 

sea,
Without the least vestige of land:
And the crew were much pleased when they 

found it to be
A  map they could all understand.

"What's the good of Mercator's North Poles 
and Equators

Tropics, Zones, and Meridian Lines?"
So the Bellman would cry: and the crew 

would reply
"They are merely conventional signs!"

— Lewis Carroll, The Hunting of the 
Snark

In a recent New Yorker article, Lawrence 
Weschler outlines David Hockney’s new, 
controversial theory of representational 
techniques in painting prior to the invention 
of photography. Hockney, who developed 
the theory while studying the pencil sketch
es of Ingres, proposes that for centuries 
before the development of the daguerreo
type, artists relied heavily on the use of 
such aids as camera lucida and camera 
obscura to produce remarkably realistic 
portraits. Hockney’s “discovery,” provides 
an explanation for the almost photographic 
realism of many 16th- and 17th-century 
paintings, especially in difficult-to-render 
features such as lips and hands. Hockney 
claims, “The whole insight about optical 
aids doesn’t diminish anything [of the 
artists’ skill]; it merely suggests a different 
story, ajnore accurate one perhaps-certain- 
Iy a more interesting one.”

While the Hockney theory is simultane
ously remarkable in its detail and somewhat 
conspiracy theory-esque in its capacity for 
explanation (Hockney argues at one point 
in the article that painters such as Caravag
gio cultivated cults of personality that 
allowed them to work in conditions that 
both enabled the use of such tools and 
simultaneously hid them from their sub
jects), what is particularly interesting about 
the piece is the artist’s own fascination with 
realistic representation. “I used to struggle 
for hours to get a proper likeness, revising 
and revising so as to transcend the draw
ing’s inherent awkwardness, and, even so, 
if you look back, say, at those meticulously 
realistic drawings of mine from the early 
seventies, you’ll notice how the sitters are 
hardly ever smiling: they’re stiff, poised, 
still-posed.”

This photo-realistic impulse is, in some 
sense, shared by map-makers Brian and Jef
frey Ambroziak. The brothers’ book, Infi
nite Perspectives: Two Thousand Years of 
Three Dimensional Mapmaking, is, in some 
sense, a historical study of cartographers’ 
love affair with accurate representation in 
maps. “It is widely hypothesized that our 
need to map and spatially delineate our 
environs coevolved with our developing 
minds and cultures,” write the Ambroziaks. 
“As such, our ability to perceive events and 
objects within the theoretical constructs of 
time and space reflects not merely a mani
fest attribute of human cognition, but also 
the very fabric of our cerebral composi
tion.” For the Ambroziaks, this means 
building finely wrought maps that are liter
al three-dimensional images of terrain. But 
if this desire to represent our surroundings 
is, as the authors suggest, a cognitive func
tion, it is bounded by an internal tension. 
On the one hand, maps must digest huge 
amounts of information and present them in 
scale. As such, they are abstract tools used 
to understand landscape, infrastructure,

What’s the Good
demography, etc. On the other hand, maps, 
or at least the ones in Infinite Perspectives, 
are works of art, which strive to transcend 
their iconic functionality and, similar to 
Hockney’s 17th-century painters, present a 
living portrait of their subjects.

Infinite Perspectives purports to be a his
torical survey of three-dimensional map
ping, but it is also a thoroughly beautiful 
showcase for the Ambrosiaks’ own unique 
contribution to perspective maps. The 
Ambrosiaks’ company, A3D, is a pioneer in 
contemporary mapping techniques, using 
simple 3-D technology, popularized in 
schlock horror films of the ‘50s and ‘70s, to 
produce total perspective maps that, when 
you wear the glasses, literally jump off the 
page.

While the Ambrosiaks’ technique is no 
doubt revolutionary, in Infinite Perspec
tives it is positioned as the culmination of 
2000 years of mapping technology. Of a 
110-page survey of perspective mapping, a 
full 30 pages are dedicated to the Ambrozi
aks’ maps. The book is much more interest
ed in showcasing this new method than 
exhaustively exploring the history of, or the 
need or desire for, perspective maps. Infi
nite Perspectives is, in short, a very, very 
attractive brochure for A3D.

Which is not to say that the book isn’t a 
thoroughly fascinating historical explo
ration of maps. The authors make no 
attempt to be comprehensive, and their sur
vey skips whole centuries at a time, but they 
do present a rich, if incomplete, record of 
the attempt to represent three-dimensional 
landscape in maps from the Roman Empire 
to the present. Beyond providing a pictorial 
history of mapping techniques, the book 
documents our developing sense of our
selves in relation to geography, moving

from seemingly metaphysical views of the 
earth to efforts to plot the topography of 
other planets.

The first map explored in Infinite Per
spectives is a one-foot-by-twenty-one-foot 
strip map dating from 250-500 A.D. It 
documents Roman trade routes from Eng
land to India. The strip map’s geography is 
barely recognizable, but, interestingly, it 
looks roughly like a modern day road map, 
laying out basic paths, towns, mountain 
ranges, and bodies of water. This relative
ly recognizable map is in stark contrast to 
the next perspective map in the series that 
dates from around 1475. This earliest 
known printed world map represents the 
world in “T-in-O” style, dividing the earth 
into four quadrants representing the cross,

and depicting each separate country as an 
isolated city-state on a hill. The map is rich 
in iconography: Paradise, overgrown in 
vegetation, is situated at the top, while 
temptation—a man walking with the devil 
in the west and a woman floating above a 
city in the east—hem in the horizontal 
edges of the world. The T-in-O map pre
dates Ptolemy’s famous atlas by only a 
decade, but in contrast to the detailed 
Roman trade map, it seems radically sym
bolic. Unfortunately, the Ambroziaks 
make no attempt to explain this dramatic 
representational shift, and the viewer is 
left to presume that the difference between 
the strip map and the T-in-O is largely due 
to use and scale. While the Roman map is 
a tool for traders, the T-in-O serves a more 
representational function, documenting a 
medieval Christian imagination of the 
world.

From the T-in-O, the Ambroziaks move 
quickly through perspective mapping’s 
early history to the beautiful Swiss and

German maps of the 16th century, rich in 
functional and stylistic detail. Most of these 
early maps represent terrain from a bird’s- 
eye view, which positions the viewer just 
south of and above the map. The bird’s-eye 
view demonstrates the relative heights of 
mountains—not surprisingly the most beau
tiful examples from this pre-18th-century 
period are of the Swiss and German Alps— 
and allows the user to see the shape and size 
of valleys and ranges. While many of these 
maps are striking in the amount of detail they 
offer, much of the terrain is masked behind 
mountains, and the relative topography is 
dependent on the perspective of the cartogra
pher and the angle at which he positions the 
viewer.

It is not until the late-18th century that 
map-makers developed 
alternatives to the bird’s- 
eye view in favor of more 
data-rich methods of rep
resentation. Many of the 
maps return to a direct 
overhead view and begin 
to employ the hachure 
method, which uses finely 
printed, parallel lines to 
illustrate relative eleva
tion. The closer the lines 
are placed together, the 
higher the elevation. But 
while the hachure method 
is perhaps more descrip
tive than the bird’s-eye 
view, it still offers only a 
relatively . restricted 
amount of information.

Topographical con
tours, which provide 
information about height 
and elevation through a 
series of concentric 
shapes, first make their 
appearance in an 1822 
map designed by George 
Whistler (father of the 
painter) and William 
McNeil. Perhaps the most 
interesting document in 
the book, the map, 
designed for the US 
Army, is a defense plan of 
Salem Neck, Massachu
setts. It presents two per
spectives of the Neck side 
by side, one using hachure 
and the other using con
tours. Seen together, the 
limitations of each 
method becomes immedi
ately apparent. Looking at 
the hachure map, one gets 
a vivid image of the Neck, 
its double peaks, the 
strategic location of Fort 
Lee, and, in an interesting 

touch, the reflecting wave 
patterns along the coast that go so far as to 
suggest water depths. While the hachure map 
provides a recognizable portrait of the penin
sula, it is somewhat difficult to gather any 
data about the heights of the two hills. Pre
sumably, the hill that Fort Lee sits on is taller 
than it’s twin (why else would one build a 
fort on it), but it is impossible to tell how 
much higher or to get a good sense of the 
approach to the hills from any direction.

All this information is readily available in 
the contour version, but it is difficult to read 
and interpret. Its stark contour lines, drawn 
over an empty space, create the distracting 
illusion of vibrations—what Edward Tufte, 
in his book, The Visual Display o f Quantita
tive Information, refers to as visual noise— 
and the peninsula appears to be a formless, 
floating collection of contour lines.

Much of the rest of Infinite Perspectives is 
an attempt to resolve this rift in quantitative 
and qualitative representation. Some maps, 
such as I. Woerl’s striking 1835 map of 
Switzerland, modify the hachure method by
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Africa, Libya, Mortland, mil alien Kunigreichen so zu unsern zeiten darin gefunden warden (Africa, Libya, and Egypt with their kingdoms to date), 

Sebastian MUnster, from Gcographia Universalist, Basel, 1540.

providing contour-like bands that represent 
relative elevations and use hachure to desig
nate the slope in between the bands. Some, 
such as James Parson and T.R.H. Garrett’s 
1902 bathymetric survey of fresh-water 
lochs in Scotland, demonstrate height using 
color.

The pre-A3D portion of the book culmi
nates in the Swiss Foundation for Alpine 
Research’s breathtaking 1991 map of the 
Everest region. The map, developed using 
aerial photography, satellite imaging, and 
pictures taken from the space shuttle with a 
metric camera, combines lightly drawn con
tour with subtle hachure to create an 
impressively data-rich map that not only 
gives detailed information about the glaci
ers, valleys, and ranges surrounding Ever
est, but also provides a dramatic view of the 
mountain’s terrain and physical surround
ings. As such it comes the closest of any 
map in Infinite Perspectives to blending 
photo-realist representation with rich 
amounts of data.

The principle behind the A3D maps is a 
relatively simple one. The company com
bines satellite images and digital landscape 
data provided by Geographic Information 
Systems to form “anaglyphs”—composite 
pictures printed in two colors, layered at 
similar angles, to be viewed through glasses 
with different colored lenses. The glasses— 
similar to those used by audiences to watch 
“The Creature From the Black Lagoon”— 
effectively split the images, allowing the 
eye to see them from two slightly different 
angles, thereby creating a three-dimension
al effect. A3D chooses this anaglyph tech
nology over computer modeling and stereo
scopes because it provides for minimal dis
tortion and offers greater flexibility for the 
user. “Though anaglyphs do not allow for 
the production of three-dimensional images 
in full color, they require less obtrusive 
apparatuses for viewing than do stereo
scopes, consist of only one image to be 
viewed as opposed to two images placed 
side by side, and allow the viewer to move 
freely about the image.”

Satellite photography and anaglyphs 
allow the Ambroziaks to represent every
thing from San Francisco to the Valles 
Marineres on Mars as three-dimensional, 
annotated maps. If all of this seems reminis

cent of ‘50s’ science fiction, it should. The 
Ambroziak brothers are as enamored of their 
maps as any kid who has just purchased his 
first 3-D comic book, and their text abounds 
with self-congratulatory declarations like, 
“With each new application, we find our
selves pushing the envelopes of both art and 
science,” and “It is not possible to examine 
the potentialities of digital processing with
out addressing the artistic imperative of the 
modern mapmaker.” Adding to this tone of 
awed fascination with technology is the 
introduction by—who else but—Ray Brad
bury. Bradbury (who reportedly got hold of 
the company’s Valles Marineres map and 
excitedly corresponded with them until they 
named an as-yet untitled canyon “The Brad

bury Abyss,”) breathlessly writes:

These cartographies then are a vast 
and curious stage on which, invisible, we 
performed our hates, our loves, our 
sounds and furies signifying everything! 
The charts lie here, dead. We rise here 
alive, to see its mortalities and find our
selves special in a careless universes.

While Bradbury’s praise is a bit hyper
bolic, the maps themselves are spectacular. 
When you first look at them through the 
glasses, they look a lot like a 3-D comic 
book, still flat, but with a vague sense of 
depth. As one’s eyes adjust, their spectacu
lar scale comes into focus. The incredible,

stark drops of the Grand Canyon slowly 
become apparent and, on the Mars maps, the 
vast size and depth (almost 4 miles of verti
cal drop) of the Valles Marineres as well as 
the astonishing height (10.5 miles) of Olym
pus Mons come into vivid perspective. With
out a doubt, these images are impressive in 
their ability to transpose an almost visceral 
sense of depth onto paper, creating an 
unprecedented relationship between map 
and viewer.

All the same, the Ambroziak maps are bet
ter at giving a sense of size and perspective 
than at providing useful data about their sub
jects. The limits of 3-D mapping are best 
illustrated in an experimental 3-D rendering 
of a USGS topographical map of Yosemite. 
The Ambroziak version gives a detailed pic
ture of such features of Yosemite as the 
sheer face of Half-Dome and the peak of 
Yosemite Point. On the other hand, the orig
inal USGS is much easier to use. Details, 
such as contour lines, site names, foot
bridges, and creeks, are quite difficult to 
read in the 3-D rendering. For anyone setting 
out to explore Yosemite, the original USGS 
map is much more functional than the 
Ambroziak update. Even so, the Ambroziak 
Infinite Perspective Project is a fascinating 
take on the age-old cartographic problematic 
of representing the three-dimensional world, 
and the A3D maps do provide the viewer 
with a unique and often breathtaking 
encounter with their subjects.

In his book, Envisioning Information, 
Edward Tufte writes, “Escaping this flatland 
is the essential task of envisioning informa
tion—for all the interesting worlds (physi
cal, biological, imaginary, human) that we 
seek to understand are inevitably and happi
ly multivariate in nature. Not flatland.” 
A3D’s maps are exactly this, a bold attempt 
to break out of flatland. If they have limita
tions, they also present possibilities. With 
the development of better ways to render 
three-dimensional images, the company may 
someday produce a truly functional map that 
will, as their introduction so boldly propos
es, wed “technological innovation and artis
tic genius...unbound by the dictates of 
either.”

Jason Cons is a writer living in 
Somerville, MA and a former editor at The 
Bookpress. He can be reached at 
jcons@emaiI. com.

“Level,ng wMi quadrant.” Walter RyfT, Derjumemkxta, notwendigsten JergaMzen Architectur cngeh/lrigen mathcmauschcn mdmeehtmischen Kunst. 1547.
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Meaning and Metaphor
continued from page 3

ically Jesus—like those scribes and like us 
today—exists in a given moment of time, 
and writing only restores us to that moment, 
to whatever is apparently true there and then.

“Time,” Bishop says, “is an ambiguous 
gift of God; who is always ahead of us, not 
behind.” We can perceive His “gift” only 
metaphorically. Jesus “is a parable,” he is 
“one we don’t outlive: he is in front of us 
still.” He is a “sign”—in Biblical history, the 
ultimate prophet, subsuming his predeces
sors.

What separates Spong from Bishop? 
Aren’t both speaking of an experience that 
time-bound words cannot eneompass? 
Treated metaphorically, are the Old and New 
Testaments a valid approach to the fullness 
of time, or are they simply a human explana
tion? To Bishop, the Bible is, I assume, both; 
Jesus, the poet who writes no words, gives us 
the metaphors we need to find ourselves.

Each of the recent books here under 
review at least mentions Augustine, who is, 
after all, a seminal figure in discussions of 
spiritual as well as literary concerns. Everett, 
the writer of Doctorow’s novel, admires 
Augustine for his use of language, for his 
“voice.” To Pemberton, the priest already 
doubting the framework of his faith, Augus
tine is no more than that, simply a rhetori
cian. Here Bishop and Pemberton are in 
agreement, for Bishop finds Augustine a flu
ent theological politician caught up in the 
conflicting dogmas of his age. What came of 
Augustine’s famous conversion in the gar
den—his conversion to Catholicism upon 
hearing a little girl say a few words? He 
came to no new comprehension of God, for 
God remained for him a Neoplatonic con
ception, Augustine continuing to be 
entrapped in the conceptual abstractions of 
eternal time.

Garry Wills takes a contrary opinion. I 
find it refreshing to look at Augustine 
through the research of this polyglot scholar. 
Wills disguises the scholarship that went 
into the making of his Saint Augustine; as 
consequence, his book is as lucid as it is 
brief, and can be recommended as a biogra
phy to any reader curious about the historical 
figure of the man who, in Wills’ words, was 
“the creator of the theology that would 
resound” in the Catholic Church—and 
whose continuing influence can still be felt 
in psychology and literature and in all our 
explorations of memory.

Wills gently corrects what he finds to be 
the many misapprehensions that have dis
torted our apprehension of Augustine. For 
example, the title of his most famous book— 
known to us as his Confessions—should 
more properly be translated, Wills instructs 
us, as his Testimony, since Augustine “sin
cerely experienced his memories as 
drenched in God’s grace,” his words a testi
mony to that. The Latin confessio covers far 
more than a private admission of sins, but it 
doesn’t imply the public revelations of inti

mate secrets so prevalent in present-day 
memoirs. Augustine’s writings reflect a 
process in the mind of a man whom Wills 
describes as a “tireless seeker”:

Impatient with all preceding formulas, even 
his own, he was drawn and baffled by mys
tery. We seek one mystery, God, with 
another mystery, ourselves. We are mys
terious to ourselves because of God’s 
mystery in us: “Our mind cannot be under
stood, even by itself, because it is made in 
God’s image."

In the current neurobiological view, the 
“mind” is created by the brain, but—unlike 
the brain—it is clearly not a substance but a 
quality. Though Wills does not mention this, 
the Testimony describes Augustine’s long 
labor before his own reason made it clear to 
him that God is not a substance existing 
everywhere and at every moment in the 
observable universe of space and time. God, 
then, is Mind. However circumscribed or 
otherwise limited it is, the human mind is an 
image of the Divine Mind, containing more 
than it can know it knows.

Augustine valued the community of others 
for the help its members could mutually pro
vide in the pursuit of such a mystery . He 
moved from one communal group to anoth
er, conversation being a sharing of intellec
tual discovery. His own love of language led 
him to rhymes, puns, and sometimes 
pyrotechnical displays, but despite such 
rhetorical excess—and indeed Wills calls 
him an “antirhetorical rhetorician”—he had 
a lifelong abhorrence of lies. To him, all 
lying was sinful; but lying about one’s reli
gious beliefs was blasphemous, a sin to be 
avoided, whatever the political risk. Though 
Plotinus had been an influence upon him, 
Augustine’s conversion to Catholicism was 
authentic. Augustine depicts his own strug
gle before conversion as the conflict within 
his own divided will. His introduction of 
will—and his depiction of a will in opposi
tion to itself—into the terms of theology is 
Augustine’s major contribution to that field, 
as later it would be to the fields of philoso
phy and psychology. Wills suggests that if 
we read the Testimony properly, we see that 
Augustine’s memories of his conversion and 
of all the earlier events of his life are viewed 
from a later perspective. The final three 
books of the work, Wills observes, represent 
the three parts of Augustine’s thinking as he 
considers his past: “the human mind’s mys
tery, God’s creation of time out of eternity, 
and God’s triune nature.” Recognizing this, 
a reader can see the application of these three 
concerns to Augustine’s reconstruction of 
his earlier self, for that reconstruction acts 
out his own discovery that present memory 
always informs the past.

But if the present informs and even inter
prets the past, what is now the present will in 
itself be interpreted when it becomes part of 
the past. If memory is integral to identity, the 
sense of self, then must not that sense (con

stituting the ever-moving present as con
tained in the past) be amorphous, always in 
flux? The self, in contemplating itself, can 
get entangled in questions like that, and so 
must find its definition in narrative. For the 
self can never know itself except in relation
ship to the story of its past and all that sur
rounds that past—or so James Olney persua
sively demonstrates in Memory A Narrative: 
The Weave o f Life-Writing.

His book is no less than a history of writ
ing about the self—he prefers the term “life
writing,” even though he’s not wholly con
tent with it, to “autobiography” or the obvi
ously inadequate “memoir.” He limits his 
scope only in that his references are to writ
ers in the Western world; to provide a neces
sary focus, he gives primary attention to 
three—Augustine, Jean-Jacques Rousseau, 
and Samuel Beckett—to represent the begin
ning, the middle, and the end (the present 
end: the narrative of our self-narratives is, of 
course, a never-ending one).

Had Olney ignored all other writers to 
concentrate on his representative figures 
(something, given his theory of narrative, he 
can’t and won’t do), his field would still 
have been formidable; for, as a treatment of 
self-narratives, it must encompass the entire
ty of the life-writings of the individuals 
under study—all the major works, that is, of 
Augustine, Rousseau, and Beckett. A more 
ambitious task is difficult to envision, and 
Olney refers to it as “exploratory.” Despite 
the extent of material to be covered, howev
er, his explorations are carried out in a prose 
that is free from jargon; and—while his 
patient accumulation and elucidation of 
details may on occasion strain the reader’s 
own patience—the style is everywhere a 
model of clarity.

His consideration of Augustine amplifies 
what Wills summarizes. Olney’s description 
of Augustine’s conception of the mind is of 
assistance to the reader. As an image, how
ever imperfect, of God, the mind is a triad, 
being composed of memory, understanding, 
and will; they are as interconnected as the 
Trinity they reflect, the first of the Father, 
the second of the Son, and the third of the 
Holy Ghost. God exists within us as the 
source of our memory, and that presence is 
the reason we can never fully comprehend 
ourselves; the Son, in taking on our physical 
form, provides us with what understanding 
we have; and the Holy Ghost, informed by 
memory and understanding, becomes anoth
er name for love and charity—the qualities 
that can direct our behavior and actions 
through a willing acceptance. (In thinking of 
this, 1 at once saw Freud’s own triad of id, 
ego, and superego as a wholly secular emen
dation of Augustine’s: was Freud ever aware 
of such an influence upon him?)

For Augustine, the self is far less conse
quential than the divine mystery beyond his 
present understanding; and that mystery, 
encompassing our own, is the subject of his 
search. In using Augustine’s title for his own 
Confessions, Rousseau must have had the
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former in mind. Still, in turning only 
inward—in finding the contemplation of 
himself such a delightful and engrossing 
subject—Rousseau broke from the Augus- 
tinian tradition: it was under his warm self
gaze that Romanticism burst forth with its 
subjective flowering. My own reading of 
Rousseau’s Confessions was such a disquiet
ing experience that in my mind 1 turned it 
into the novel it almost is, a first-person 
account by an unreliable narrator as he 
moves from sensitive appreciation of his nat
ural surroundings to an ever-deepening para
noia he never comprehends. Of course, to 
see how Rousseau transformed Augustine’s 
love of God into what he hoped to be love of 
self—a goal that ended up hopelessly entan
gled with the self-love he thought he could 
avoid—one would need to read not just his 
Confessions but Rousseau’s other work, 
especially the two other books in which he 
vainly attempted to depict his true self (the 
reading that Olney has done).

Though Beckett’s fiction and plays have 
long been perceived as the projection 
through characters of his own inner life, he 
might seem at first an unlikely representative 
upon which to conclude the ongoing story of 
self-writing; but his choice turns out to be as 
inevitable as that of Rousseau in the center. 
Years ago, Olney was intrigued by Augus- 
tinian references in Beckett’s work; it is now 
apparent to him how much the dual tradi
tions of Augustine and Rousseau permeate 
Beckett’s writing. Given all that he had 
absorbed from the past, given his situation in 
the twentieth century, Beckett couldn’t have 
searched beyond the self for divine answers, 
even had he wanted to; and Rousseau had 
already demonstrated the impossibility of 
finding the self through the self. In short, 
given such an impasse, all Beckett could do 
was to take impossibility itself—the shape
less mess of the self—as his major subject. 
To paraphrase the constant paradox of his 
characters, he can’t go on but must go on, 
somehow shaping that mess into art. Olney 
returns several times to a remark Beckett 
once made about himself: “1 take no sides. I 
am interested in the shape of ideas. There is 
a wonderful sentence in Augustine: ‘Do not 
despair; one of the thieves was saved. Do not 
presume: one of the thieves was damned.’ 
That sentence has a wonderful shape. It is the 
shape that matters.”

In summarizing what is most obvious 
about Olney’s remarkable achievement, I 
find I’ve said very little about what his book 
really offers. Yes, shape matters, but shape is 
disclosed in narration, and Olney’s own nar
ration gives shape to the continual inter
weaving found in the history of life-writing, 
and in so doing offers us a way to consider 
ourselves. Maybe we can’t go on, but as sen
tient beings moving in the flux of time 
toward an unknown destination, we must.

James McConkey is the author o f several 
novels and memoirs.
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Watch Out
Our friend, walking home from work one 

evening, passed an apartment building on 
which some facade work appeared to have 
recently been done, and while admiring the 
deep-red, evenly mortared brick nearly 
stumbled into a yellow sign on which the 
words WATCH OUT were printed in black. 
The sign was painted on a board and 
attached to a freestanding wooden post, and 
referred to no obvious danger.

Our friend continued on his way, lost in 
thought, and had nearly reached home when 
the image of the sign filled his head to over
flowing, and he realized that he needed to go 
back for a second look. Surely the sign was 
there for a reason, and some part of him 
seemed to need to know what that reason 
was. He’d never felt such a powerful pull 
toward such a mundane thing, and though 
the intensity of his desire alarmed him, he 
figured it would be easy enough to find out 
the truth, and his curiosity would be sated.

Unfortunately, when he arrived at the 
apartment building, the sign had been taken 
away. Neither the doorman nor the super 
knew anything about it. W"ith some prodding 
he learned the name of the company that had 
restored the facade, but a call to its manager 
proved inconclusive. This time, when our 
friend turned for home, his curiosity was 
compounded by a vague unease.

This unease didn’t disappear with time. 
When our friend’s wife asked him what was 
the matter, he lied to her, embarrassed that 
he had become obsessed with a sign. Its 
words—WATCH OUT—remained at the 
forefront of his thoughts, and as he went 
about his daily activities, he was unnerved 
by the idea that someone might be following 
him, that he could be hurt or killed by a 
falling object, or that he would be caught in 
a knife fight, robbery or shootout on the 
street. When his wife and children began to 
suffer from his change of mood, he withdrew 
even further, convinced they might consti
tute some threat, and eventually he moved 
out and rented a cottage in the woods outside 
town.

Sadly, the isolation of country life seems 
to have had an aggravating effect on his 
paranoia. Repeated phone calls to him go 
unanswered, as have written invitations to 
our home for dinner or drinks. Other friends 
of his report similar rebuffs.

Of course there were probably other fac
tors in our friend’s life that were the true 
cause of his apparent breakdown, and his 
encounter with the sign simply a fuse that 
brought to those factors a deadly spark. On 
the other hand, I find that I avert my eyes 
from posted signs these days, or push them 
from my thoughts if they happen to catch me 
unawares. This practice is probably not 
healthy, but I sometimes find it difficult to 
restrain myself.
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Short Short Stories by 
J. Robert Lennon 

Brevity
A local novelist spent ten years writing a 

book about our region and its inhabitants, 
which, when completed, added up to more 
than a thousand pages. Exhausted by her 
effort, she at last sent it off to a publisher, 
only to be told that it would have to be cut by 
nearly half. Though daunted by the work 
ahead of her, the novelist was encouraged by 

•the publisher’s interest, and spent more than 
a year excising material.

But by the time she reached the requested 
length, the novelist found it difficult to stop. 
In the early days of her editing, she would 
struggle for hours to remove words from a 
sentence, only to discover that its paragraph 
was better off without it. Soon she discov
ered that removing sentences from a para
graph was rarely as effective as cutting entire 
paragraphs, nor was selectively erasing para
graphs from a chapter as satisfying as elimi
nating chapters whole cloth. After another 
year, she had whittled the book down into a 
short story, which she sent to magazines:

Multiple rejections, however, drove her 
back to the chopping block, where she 
reduced her story to a vignette, the vignette 
to an anecdote, the anecdote to an aphorism, 
and the aphorism, at last, to this haiku:

Tiny Upstate town
Undergoes many changes
Nonetheless endures

Unfortunately, no magazine would pub
lish the haiku. The novelist has printed it on 
note cards, which she can be found giving 
away to passersby in our town park, where 
she is also known sometimes to sleep, except 
when the police, whose thuggish tactics she 
so neatly parodied in her original manu
script, bring her in on charges of vagrancy. I 
have a copy of the haiku pinned above my 
desk, its note card grimy and furred along the 
edges from multiple profferings, and read it 
frequently, sometimes with pity but always 
with awe.

J. Robert Lennon is the author o f two 
novels, The Light of Falling Stars and The 
Funnies.

The Cement Mailbox
A farmer who lives on our road had lost 

three mailboxes in as many weeks to the 
drunken antics of some local youths, who 
had taken to driving past late at night and 
smashing the mailboxes with an aluminum 
baseball bat. Because the police had been 
uncooperative in apprehending the youths, 
the farmer devised a solution to the problem: 
he bought two mailboxes—a gigantic, indus
trial-strength one, and a small aluminum 
one—and arranged the boxes one inside the 
other, with a layer of cement between the 
two. He mounted this monstrous megabox 
on a length of eight-inch steel pipe, which 
was set into a four-foot post hole and stabi
lized there with thirty additional gallons of 
cement.

The following weekend the youths sped 
past in their convertible, and T., the captain 
of the high school baseball team and a local 
slugger of some renown, swung at the box 
from a standing position in the back seat. 
With the bat moving at more than seventy- 
five miles per hour relative to the car, and the 
car itself traveling nearly as fast, the com
bined velocity of the impact was approxi
mately 150 miles per hour. It was at this 
speed that the bat ricocheted and struck the 
head of J., a seventeen-year old girl who had 
been sitting in the car, killing her instantly.

A series of criminal charges and civil suits . 
followed. T. was tried as an adult and con
victed of involuntary manslaughter. The dri
ver of the car was sentenced to community 
service on charges of vandalism and reckless 
endangerment. The farmer was also convict
ed of reckless endangerment and fined; in 
response he sued the police department for 
failing to address the problem beforehand. 
The parents of the dead girl lobbied to have 
all the car’s living occupants, five in all, 
expelled from school; they also sued T., the 
driver and the farmer for several million dol
lars. They even tried, and failed, to sue the 
hardware store where the farmer had bought 
his cement-mailbox supplies, arguing that 
the store’s employees ought to have, figured 
out what the farmer was doing, and stopped 
him. In a peripheral case, T.’s parents sued 
the hospital where he was treated for a bro
ken arm; apparently the doctors there had set 
the break improperly, resulting in a painful 
re-setting that was likely to ruin T.’s chances 
to play baseball in the major leagues. Their 
lawyers demanded a percentage of T.’s pro
jected future salary.

In the end, all charges were reversed on 
appeal. It seemed that everyone involved 
was to blame, which the courts determined 
was no different from no one being to blame. 
All that remains, apart from the many legal 
debts incurred by the litigants and the 
accused, is the cement mailbox, which has 
proven too costly and cumbersome to 
remove.

Two poems newly 
translated from 

the Greek Anthology

The Greek Anthology is a collection of 
about 4000 epigrams written between the 7th 
century B.C. and the 10th century A.D. It 
was first put together by the Byzantine 
scholar Constantine Cephalus in the 10th 
century, then abridged and supplemented by 
the monk Maximus Planudus in the 14th 
century. The modem edition combines both 
versions. The subject matter of the epigrams 
varies, but if their philosophy can be summa
rized it is to “gather ye rosebuds while ye 
may.”

Automedon (12.34)

Yesterday I dined with Demetrius, 
the gymnastics teacher, luckiest 
of men. One boy lay on his lap, 
another leaned against his shoulder.
One brought food, one drink: a feast 
for the eyes, that quartet. So 
I said as a joke: "My dear, 
do you train them at night too? "

___________________________ Page 9

Krinagorus (7.376)

Why do we wander, wretched men 
placing our trust in empty hopes, 
oblivious of painful death?
Here lies Seleukos, silver-tongued, 
his manners perfect, but his prime lasted 
a brief season in the wilds of Spain, 
so far away from Lesbos. A stranger, 
he lies on those uncharted shores.

— G a i l  H o l s t - W a r h a f <

Gail Holst-W arhaft is a writer and 
adjunct professor o f Comparative Literature 
and Classics at Cornell University
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Toxic Dreams
continued from page 1

the contamination in the dump would have 
already drained out into the lake and there
fore there was no point in checking out the 
problems of the landfill.”

Hang, whose research has brought his 
name to the front page of the New York 
Times, as well as exposes on “60 Minutes,” 
has more than twenty-years experience 
working with dump-site identification. He 
sits cross-legged in his bright high-win
dowed office in the DeWitt Mall, surround
ed by well-ordered stacks of documents 
and environmental reports. Large foam- 
mounted maps of Cayuga Lake and the city 
lean against the wall.

Hang’s interest in bringing attention to 
environmental concerns at Southwest Park 
is independent of his position at Toxics 
Targeting.

“I started doing this because I'm a sailor 
and I became very concerned about water 
quality in the lake,” he says. The informa
tion he has amassed is part of a watershed 
study involving hundreds o f hours of 
investigation of pollution sources impact
ing Cayuga Lake.

Looking over his shoulder at a map of 
the site, I ask if all the contamination actu
ally could have drained out of the South
west Park landfill, as the city-commis
sioned report states.

“No,” he says. “Their own data showed 
that there were about three dozen toxic 
chemicals that were identified on, in, under 
or immediately adjacent to the dump. 
There’s no question that a lot of contami
nation has leaked out of the landfill, but 
they should never have concluded that all 
of the contamination had leaked out and 
that therefore the site didn’t pose a hazard 
anymore. There are always residual 
amounts because many of the toxic chemi
cals found in landfills, including this one, 
are insoluble in water, they stick to dirt and 
they are not going anywhere. They will be 
there until the end of time.”

The toxins identified at the site include 
heavy metals such as lead, cadmium, 
chromium and mercury, which are, accord
ing to Hang, “highly toxic and able migrate 
long distances attached to dust particles.” 
The site also contains polynuclear aromatic 
hydrocarbons, including benzo(a)pyrene 
and benzo(a)anthracene, which can cause 
long-term health problems, such as cell 
mutagens and cancer, at very low levels of 
exposure.

“There has been no health survey, no 
epidemological assessment,” Hang says. 
“The really bothering thing is that, unfortu
nately, even though there were concerns 
about expanding the trailer park that’s on 
the northern portion of the landfill, the 
authorities at both the state level and the 
local county level didn’t do anything to 
assess the health of the people who were 
already living on the landfill.”

“A landfill,” says Hang, “is really like a

mammoth chemical reaction that’s taking 
place. The volume of the gas that’s been 
produced by the landfill is extraordinarily 
large. Most big landfills have gas retrieval 
systems that suck off the gas and then sell 
it to a utility.” These kinds of gas retrieval 
systems are designed to keep landfills from 
releasing explosive gas.

The Southwest Park site has no perma
nent cap, liner, leachate controls or 
methane gas recovery systems. A cap, 
which is an impermeable layer of plastic or 
clay, would prevent water from percolating 
through the waste and then seeping out the 
sides or bottom of the site.

“The problem with the city’s investiga
tion is that it was incomplete,” says Hang. 
“They went around and only collected dirt. 
You need to drill, drill, drill. The bottom 
line is that this site has to be the subject of 
a very intensive investigation. They drilled 
almost no wells. And as a result they have 
insufficient data, and that’s why they can’t 
conclude what’s going on at the site.”

Mayor Alan Cohen considers the Clark 
Patterson report to be sufficient. “Both the 
county and the state have been aware of 
this situation for quite some time. 1 rely on 
their expertise in what needs to be done, 
barring any changes to the site.”

Cohen says he has done his homework 
on the proposed development area. “Test
ing was done,” he says. “We were able to 
determine that nothing is leaking from the 
site. Nothing has to be contained. I can’t 
answer for the past, but based on all the 
studies that have been done now, there are 
no leaks.”

“That is completely untrue,” says Walter 
Hang. “The site is not designed, construct
ed or maintained to hold its contents 
securely.” The dump is bordered by the 
Cayuga Inlet Flood Control Channel as 
well as a tributary which connects with Six 
Mile Creek. Hang points to the fact that 
nothing was ever done to cap the site. 
“This landfill has been leaking each and 
every day” Hang says. “All of this pollu
tion is just going right into the lake. There 
is no question that this is all in the drainage 
basin. We identified this for the state and 
Feds last August and they haven’t done 
anything.”

So how is it that a place that poses seri
ous health hazards to the community has 
been able to stand untouched for so long?

“This landfill is not identified as a land
fill by any of the state or federal health or 
environmental authorities who are in 
charge of dealing with toxic hazards” Hang 
says. “So this landfill, in effect, just 
doesn’t show up on the radar scope.”

Just how legal is that?
“There were two major requirements to 

identify landfills,” Hang explains. “The 
first one was called a 103-C of the original 
federal Superfund, and this was a disclo
sure requirement. It was a federal govern
ment regulation that said if you generate 
hazardous waste you have to tell the public

where you put it and if you don’t do that 
you may be liable for up to $25,000 in fines 
a day. The second requirement is Commu
nity Right to Know Executive Order, which 
mandates disclosure by industries and 
municipalities for a thirty-year period 
between 1953 and 1983. Community Right 
to Know was then added to the State Inac
tive Hazardous Waste Disposal Site Reg
istry.

This site should have been identified,” 
says Hang. But the dump was also not 
included in a survey of former garbage 
dumps conducted by the New York Leg
islative Commission on Solid Waste Man
agement. “Anyone who dumped anything 
in that landfill should have told the state 
and the Feds that they did it. No one did, 
even though the City of Ithaca owned it at 
one point. At the time, the failure to dis
close past dumping practices could have 
resulted in major fines. Now, unless the site 
gets added to the federal Superfund, from 
the regulatory perspective of state and fed
eral authorities it’s just a piece of land. 
They can build anything they want on it.”

“There are brownfields all around this 
nation and world,” says Alan Cohen. “Just 
because a brownfield is contaminated 
doesn’t mean it can’t be developed. There 
is a public benefit because there is environ
mental remediation that takes place due to 
development.” Cohen uses an example of 
one developer who was considering the site 
and proposed to dig out the waste.

“You can’t dig out a 65-acre landfill,” 
says Hang. “The northern quarter of this 
one has a residential community on top of 
it. Big old landfills get closed and capped 
where they are located.” Before anything is 
undertaken at the site, Hang says, the 
responsible party has to investigate and 
remediate. “The investigation the DEC rec
ommended 12 years ago should be done. 
They need to follow through.”

This is why Hang is petitioning the state 
and the federal government to include the 
site in the Superfund as well as the New 
York Hazardous Substance Waste Disposal 
Site Registry.

Dooley Kiefer, a member of the Tomp
kins County Board of Representatives and 
head of the conservation committee of the 
League of Women Voters, supports Hang’s 
efforts to obtain remediation for the South
west Park site. “We strongly support the 
idea that this site should be looked into and 
that remediation should take place sooner 
rather than later,” she says. “We share his 
concerns, and the desire for action being 
taken by the appropriate agencies.”

Last summer Hang and his colleagues 
reported illegally dumped fifty-five gallon 
barrels, and what appeared to be an illegal 
industrial discharge on the site. Both the 
barrels and the discharge are still there. 
Hang talks about widespread failure to 
clean up toxics at the state level, despite the 
fact that there is no shortage of money for 
investigation and cleanup. Right now

Reuben Weiner, as owner of Nate’s Floral 
Estates, is responsible for undertaking an 
investigation. If he is unable or unwilling 
to pay for one, the State and Federal DEC 
and EPA could do the work and sue for the 
cost of recovery. The City of Ithaca, and 
anyone who has owned and operated a 
dump on the site is potentially liable.

“It’s really rare that you have a site like 
this,” says Hang. “I’ve never heard of one 
like this anywhere else in the State of New 
York, where people are living on a site 
that’s posing a threat to the source of drink
ing water for tens of thousands of people.” 

So far the Health Department, the 
Department of Environmental Conserva
tion, and the Environmental Protection 
Agency have been unresponsive to con
cerns about the cleanup they recommended 
12 years ago.

“There’s no question it’s a threat,” Hang 
says. “They have to cap it, make sure it 
doesn’t leak, make sure the people who are 
living there are fully protected from fugi
tive emissions. If the people have been 
harmed, then they have to be compensated. 
If they haven’t been hurt yet, they have to 
be monitored because they may have been 
exposed. It’s pretty hard to envision that 
people living there for extended periods of 
time haven’t been exposed. We really need 
a lot of investigatory work and cleanup 
undertaken without further delay if we’re 
going to protect Cayuga Lake as well as the 
people who might live on or near these 
contaminated areas.”

“We are an aware community,” says 
Mayor Cohen. “We look at these issues and 
take the appropriate steps necessary.”

And what is the environmental impact of 
development?

“The State and the DEC’S determination 
of what should be done about any environ
mental concerns is predicated on what the 
future use of the site is going to be,” says 
Mayor Alan Cohen.

“Under current law that can’t happen,“ 
says Dan McLean, spokesman for Assem
blyman Richard Brodsky, chairman of the 
New York State Assembly’s Environmen
tal Conservation Committee. Under current 
law the Superfund works well and has 
strict cleanup requirements,” says McLean.

Assemblyman Brodsky confirms this, 
saying, “Use-based standards are not part 
of the law. But the Governor is trying to 
make it part of the law and he’s wrong. 
He’s endangering people.”

“If the city goes forward to try to rede
velop the site as they’ve proposed,” says 
Walter Hang, “then all that digging and 
excavating could release a massive amount 
of pollution. They may pave over the site, 
but the contamination can still leak out.”

Cara Ben-Yaacov is a writer who lives 
in Ithaca. She studied documentary and 
media studies at the University o f Buffalo.
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The Real Y2K Challenge
The Great Work:
Our Way into The Future
by Thomas Berry.
Bell Tower, 1999.
241 pages, $23.

Steven Chapman
Now that all the hype over Y2K is thankfully 

behind us, the task of thinking seriously about 
the new millennium can begin in earnest. 
Thomas Berry, an historian of religion, eco-the- 
ologian, former director of the Riverside Center 
of Religious Research, former president of the 
Teilhard de Chardin Association, author of 
Dream o f the Earth and many other works, is a 
thinker particularly suited for such a task.

Berry’s most recent book, The Great Work: 
Our Way into the Future, is a concise distillation 
of his vision of an alternative ecological future 
that works its way through the dark night of 
industrial despair towards a new era of creative 
interaction with the natural world. As he writes: 
“The Great Work, as we move into a new mil
lennium, is to carry out this transition from a 
period of human devastation of the Earth to a 
period when humans would be present to the 
planet in a mutually beneficial manner.”

The starting point for Berry’s reflections is the 
current convergence of human history with the 
larger history of the biosphere. The situation has 
become acute because human predations against 
nature now exceed the ability of natural systems 
to absorb these assaults. Berry argues that human 
interference has now become a “macrophase” 
power, akin to the great glaciers of the Pleis
tocene or whatever earth-shaking events caused 
the massive extinctions of the past. Nature sim
ply cannot sustain further unchecked human 
rampage. As he puts it, “The planet cannot sup
port its human presence unless there is a recipro
cal human support for the life systems of the 
planet.” The primary concern for humanity at 
this junction must therefore be the preservation 
and enhancement of the larger biotic communi
ty-

Berry takes issue especially with the excessive 
anthropocentrism of the Western tradition, argu
ing that we need “to change from a human-cen
tered to an Earth-centered norm of reality.” 
Faced with the irreversible closing down of the 
Earth’s major life systems, Berry argues that our 
ethical and religious traditions need to be 
enlarged to embrace new modes of relating to 
the natural world.

“Our current economic system,” Berry writes, 
“is based on our mechanistic exploitation of the 
Earth in all of its geobiological systems.” In a 
chapter on the corporation, he attacks what he 
calls “the commercial-industrial complex,” 
which in its current globalized form has subject
ed the entire earth to its voracious metabolism, 
devouring resources and spewing out pollutants. 
He criticizes institutions of higher learning for 
failing to teach students what really matters, 
preparing them instead to take their place within 
the extractive economy.

According to Berry, our growth-oriented, 
petroleum-based economy is a kind of addic
tion, and like any addiction those who are in 
its thrall would prefer any alternative to the 
cure. On the mad rush to disembowel the 
earth of its carbon compounds and conse
quent global warming, Berry speaks wryly 
of the “the intrusion of the chemical profes
sion into the physics of the universe.” And 
yet, instead of producing the promised won
derland of universal well-being, modern 
technological society has created a waste
land, a vast sprawling complex of concrete 
and asphalt whose ugliness is everywhere 
apparent.

To move beyond the current dysfunctional 
stage of human society Berry invokes the 
various traditions of what he calls the “four
fold wisdom”: the wisdom of indigenous 
peoples, of women, of the classical tradi
tions, and of science. Many indigenous peo
ples still retain the lessons acquired through 
millennia of intimacy with the natural world, 
and their insights can provide alternative 
ways of relating to the Earth. By and large, 
the wisdom of women is also important 
because of their nurturing relation to life. By 
“classical traditions,” Berry means the great 
philosophical and religious traditions of both 
East and West, of Lao-Tsu and Heraclitus, of 
Sankara and St. Francis—all traditions moti
vated by an awe and respect for the sacra
mental quality of nature. And lastly, Berry 
pays homage to modern science, because it 
is the wisdom gained from careful observa
tion which enables us, for the first time, to 
tell the story of the universe in all its 
grandeur.

Unlike some Deep Ecologists, for whom 
the human presence on the planet is an aber
ration, even a “cancer,” Berry sees the cur
rent human predicament as part of a larger 
evolutionary process. Recalling some of the 
insights of his spiritual mentor, Teilhard de 
Chardin, Berry sees the future of planetary 
evolution as bound together with that of 
humanity. More sanguine and less prone to 
“new age” delusions than Chardin, Berry 
holds that the future of both the species and 
the biosphere depends on a mutually benefi
cial interchange:

The distorted dream of an industrial tech
nological paradise is being replaced by the 
more viable dream of mutually enhancing 
human presence within an ever renewing 
organic-based Earth community.

Berry’s empowering vision explains why 
so many environmental activists and others 
concerned about the state of the world today 
look to him for inspiration and guidance.

Steven Chapman writes on environmen
tal issues for The Bookpress.
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A Shot in the Dark
Tom Eisner

His name was unpronounceable but his per
sonality was hard to beat. Daniel Aneshansley 
was a first-year graduate student when he 
appeared in my office in 
search of a doctoral pro
ject. His field was electri
cal engineering rather 
than biology, so I didn’t 
know whether we had any 
common ground. As soon 
as we started talking, 
though, it became clear 
that we would really hit it 
off, so finding a problem 
of mutual interest became 
a necessity.

Among the many 
insects that I had studied 
over the years there 
always had been one, the 
bombardier beetle, which 
I rated as a favorite. Bom
bardiers have the most 
extraordinary defense 
mechanism. When dis
turbed, as when you grab 
them in the fingers, they 
let off an audible “pop,” 
while at the same time 
ejecting a little cloud of 
puff from the rear. They 
have two large glands in 
the abdomen that affect 
this discharge. German 
researchers had worked 
on the chemistry of the 
ejected fluid and found it 
to consist largely of benzo- 
quinones, familiar chemicals long known for 
their irritating properties.

I had published a paper showing that bom
bardiers can accurately aim their spray, and 
that they make good use of this ability when 
they fend off enemies such as ants and spiders. 
The German scientists also reported some
thing quite remarkable about the formation of 
the spray. They discovered that the benzo- 
quinones are not stored as such in the glands, 
but are formed by interaction of two sets of 
chemicals ordinarily kept separately in the 
glands. At the moment of ejection these chem
icals are mixed, causing a reaction to occur, in 
which the quinones are formed and ejected. 
The reaction occurs explosively, hence the 
popping sound that accompanies the ejec
tions.

1 had long suspected the spray of bom
bardiers to be hot. There had been published 
reports saying that some of the large bom
bardiers from the tropics eject their spray at 
such high temperature that it hurts to pick 
them up by hand, and 1 myself had experi
enced a distinct burning sensation when 1 
popped a bombardier beetle in my mouth. 
Why not look into the thermal properties of 
the bombardier’s spray? It might be fun to try 
to measure the spray temperature. I proposed

the idea to Dan and he perked right up.
Dan is a fabulous gadgeteer and he was 

quick to come up with an electronic device 
that did the job, using a tiny thermistor bead as 
a thermometer. Thermistors are resistors com
monly used in electrical circuits. The amount

of current they conduct depends on their tem
perature. This means that if you calibrate a 
thermistor according to the amount of electric
ity it conducts at various temperatures, you 
can use it as a thermometer.

Dan rigged up a thermistor so that we could 
cause the beetle to spray directly upon it. By 
measuring the amount of current flowing 
through the thermistor at the moment it was 
hit, we could determine the temperature of the 
spray. Incredibly, the thermistor registered 
100 degrees Centigrade, the temperature of 
boiling water. Friends of ours at the Chem
istry Department at Cornell, Joanne and Ben
jamin Widom, had already predicted on theo
retical grounds that the spray should be scald
ing hot. We were delighted with the find. No 
other organism was known to perform thermal 
tricks at such high temperature.

Dan and I next set ourselves the goal of 
photographing the beetle in the act of spray
ing. We knew we had to resort to a special 
technique, since the discharges are very short 
in duration, lasting on average only a few 
thousandths of a second. We tried convention
al photography but kept missing the dis
charges. It was simply impossible to release 
the shutter by hand in synchrony with the brief 
moment of spray ejection. We would have to

design a system whereby the spray itself acts 
to trigger the photography. In other words, we 
had to get the beetle to take its own picture.

We found that there was a relatively simple 
way of doing this. Since the beetle was unwill
ing to pose for us, we had to find a way to hold

him in place in front of the camera. We did 
this by fastening him to a metal rod, using a 
small dab of wax placed on his back. He could 
thus be adjusted to assume a perfectly normal 
upright stance. The wax didn’t hurt the beetle 
and came right off after the experiment, so we 
could release the beetle when we were fin
ished.

We knew we would have to use a brief and 
bright burst of illumination to take the picture, 
which meant using an electronic flash unit. 
The trick was to cause the popping sound of 
the beetle’s ejection to trigger the unit. To do 
this we adopted a standard procedure. After 
focussing on the beetle in the camera’s 
viewfinder, we dimmed the room lights to an 
absolute minimum and opened the shutter. 
Using a pair of forceps we then briefly 
pinched one of the beetle’s legs, just as an 
attacking ant might do with its mandibles, 
causing the beetle to spray. A microphone 
placed directly above the beetle picked up the 
accompanying sound, which was relayed 
instantly by electronic circuitry to the flash 
unit, causing it to discharge. The moment we 
saw the flash we closed the shutter again, and 
got things ready for the next picture. There 
were some skills we had to master to insure 
that the procedure would work. For instance,

after dimming the lights and opening the shut
ter, we had to work fast, to prevent the back
ground illumination from giving us a “ghost” 
image on the film. But with experience we got 
to the point where pinching the beetle’s leg 
was something we could accomplish in a sec

ond or two.
We took several rolls 

of film in our very first 
portrait session with the 
beetles. Waiting for the 
pictures to come back 
from development was 
sheer agony. But the 
reward was there. The 
beetles had taken some 
fabulous pictures of 
themselves. The best 
one, in fact, was the 
very first picture of the 
first roll we had shot. 
We are proud of that 
picture, which has been 
reproduced in many 
magazines and books. 
But more than anything 
else we are grateful to 
our little collaborators 
for allowing us to look 
into their lives. In refer
ring to them in the mas
culine we are trying 
merely to avoid the use 
of the impersonal “it.” 
Gender neutrality is 
implied in our use of 
“he.” Our lady bom
bardiers took self-por
traits every bit as tanta
lizing as those taken by 

the males.

Tom Eisner is a biologist at Cornell Uni
versity.
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