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Horror and disbelief are the immediate reac
tions most readers will feel to this book, which 
tells of a contemporary, and non-fictional heart 
of darkness beyond anything Joseph Conrad 
could have imagined. The product of ten years 
of arduous research that carried the author, 
investigative journalist Patrick Tierney, from 
warfare among tribal people in the Amazonian 
forests of Venezuela to the savage conflicts of 
American academia, the book purports to 
describe a stupefying array of misconduct and 
abuse visited on the indigenous Yanomami peo
ple of the Venezuelan forests by anthropolo
gists, geneticists, other scientists, politicians, 
and journalists.

This is a sensational book, full of dramatic 
anecdotes and melodramatic rhetorical flourish
es but also based on extraordinarily thorough 
and detailed research. At a few points, Tierney 
stretches his interpretation beyond what his data 
can support, but these instances are rare. The 
focus of the book is a critical dissection of the 
works, ideas and behavior of anthropologist 
Napoleon Chagnon, life-long researcher of the 
Yanomami and author of a best-selling anthro
pological text called initially The Fierce People 
(the title, if not the content, has become less bel
licose in later editions). Other anthropologists 
and associated scientists figure in the plot, 
among them James Neel, the noted geneticist.

Because of its revelations, the reputation of 
the scientific figures it purports to expose, and 
the prestige of the governmental, professional, 
and academic institutions it implicates, the book 
is bound to be widely read both outside and 
inside the profession. As an indication of its 
public impact, the New Yorker is planning to 
publish on October 2 an extensive excerpt, in 
advance of the publication of the book itself in 
November.

The sensational nature of Tierney’s allega
tions makes it all the more essential that they 
should be thoroughly investigated by independ
ent parties before being accepted as confirmed. 
Among Tierney’s many charges, the most terri
ble is that American scientists, funded mostly 
by the U.S. Atomic Energy Commission, know
ingly conducted a medically irresponsible 
measles vaccination program with a highly dan
gerous vaccine that actually spread and intensi
fied, or may even have caused, an epidemic that 
killed hundreds of Yanomami. When the reac
tions to the virus turned into a full-scale epi
demic, researchers failed to provide adequate 
medical assistance as their human subjects died 
around them. The dangerous vaccine was used, 
Tierney suggests, for experimental reasons, not 
despite but because of its virulence, in order to 
simulate and observe the effects of a “real” epi
demic of wild measles on a population with no 
exposure or genetic resistance to the disease.

The same team of anthropologists and geneti
cists, seeking to find support for sociobiological 
theories of social and sexual dominance by war
riors and “headmen” in “pristine” human soci
ety, actually contributed, by their presence 
and activities, to arousing violent conflicts 
within and between indigenous communi
ties, which they then represented as arising 
solely from the natural “fierceness” of the 
Yanomami, considered as an instance of 
the intrinsic social dynamics of primitive 
human society.

The anthropologist responsible for 
these representations then stood by with
out comment as his distorted findings 
were used as ammunition by Brazilian 
politicians seeking to break up the 
Brazilian Yanomami reservation.
Another anthropologist (not part of the 
same team) maintained a seraglio of 
Yanomami boys whom he dressed in 
fancy clothes in exchange for sexual 
favors. Some of the scientists 
involved allied themselves with cor
rupt figures at the highest levels of 
the Venezuelan state in exchange 
for their help in gaining access to 
indigenous villages, in return pro
viding scientific “cover” for the 
latter’s illegal attempts to secure 
ecologically and socially ruinous 
gold mining concessions in 
Yanomami territory.

The focus of the scandal is the long
term project for study of the Yanomami 
of Venezuela organized by the late 
James Neel, the distinguished human 
geneticist, in which Napoleon Chagnon, 
Timothy Asch, and numerous other anthro
pologists took part. One of Tierney’s more 
startling revelations is that the whole 
Yanomami project was an out
growth and continuation of the 
Atomic Energy Commission’s 
secret program of experi
ments on human subjects.
James Neel, the originator 
and director of the project, 
was part of the medical and 
genetic research team 
attached to the Atomic Energy 
Commission since the days of the 
Manhattan Project. He was a member of me 
small group of researchers responsible for 
studying the effects of radiation on human 
subjects, personally heading the team that 
investigated the effects of the Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki bombs on survivors. Later he was 
involved in studies of the effects of radioac
tivity on Marshall Islanders from the experi
mental A and H bomb blasts conducted there. 
The same group (but not Neel personally) also 
secretly carried out experiments on human 
subjects in the U.S. that included injecting 
people with radioactive plutonium without 
their knowledge or permission, in some cases, 
according to Tierney, leading to their death or 
disfigurement.

Another member of the same AEC group of 
human geneticists and medical experimenters, 
Marcel Roche, a Venezuelan, was a close col-

league of Neel’s and spent some time at his 
AEC-funded center for Human Genetics at 
Ann Arbor. He returned to Venezuela after the 
war and did a study of the Yanomami that 
involved administering doses of a radioactive 
isotope of iodine and analyzing samples of 
blood for genetic data. Roche and his project 
were apparently the connection that led Neel 
to choose the Yanomami for his big study, 
which was conceived in part as a “control 
group” for comparison with other societies 
more affected by civilization. Neel tended to 
idealize small primitive peoples as genetic 
utopias in which genes for “leadership” (or as 
he later came to call it, “ innate ability”) could 
be selected for through the differential rates of 
reproduction of dominant and sub-dominant 
males in a genetically “isolated” human popu-

Jack Sherman

lation.
Tierney posits a “genealogical” connection 

between the the human experiments carried out 
by the AEC, and the use of a measles vaccine 
known to cause especially strong reactions by 
Neel and his associates in the Yanomami project, 
which was from the outset funded by the AEC. 
Tierney implies that this connection may 
account in some degree for the willingness of 
Neel to use the Yanomami as guinea pigs to test 
the effects of the Edmonston B measles vaccine. 
There is no hard evidence for this either way, 
however.

Tierney does present a good deal of hard evi
dence that the strong reactions of the 
Yamomami to the vaccine caught Neel and

continued on page 11
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A Little Primer on How & What
Thom Ward

At least, let's acknowledge this: each of us 
in our own way is quite fond of our 
whats—those particular and myriad goods we 
collect, cherish and enjoy throughout our 
lives. O.K. So we like stuff and often wish we 
had more. Yet, conversely, now that we’ve 
admitted such behavior (and without judg
ment) we can entertain the notion that it might 
be invigorating to climb out, every once in a 
while, from behind our seductive clutter, and 
take a long, thoughtful look at the underlying 
aesthetic strategies which keep our what-stuff 
in motion.

Consequently, I’d like to say a little bit on 
behalf of how: oft forgotten step-sister of 
chest-thumping what. If, in fact, we believe 
our poems must work/play in the service of 
love, help us abide one another while illumi
nating the hard-fought ambivalences and 
ambiguities that make us human, we do well 
to remember Wallace Stevens’ seminal line in 
his poem An Ordinary Evening in New Haven. 
“The poem is the cry of its occasion,” Stevens 
writes, “Part of the res itself and not about it.” 
Stevens’ claim challenges poets to let the pre
siding impulse be how the events (our occa
sions) enter language, and not just the events 
themselves.

Anyone can write about the actual. 
Transcribe the literal like cub reporters. But 
poetry that reaches frisson, that speaks to the 
heart/mind/body of others demands that we go 
further than merely the what. Our poetry, in its 
most accomplished moments, should give 
others, as W. D. Snodgrass argues in To Sound 
Like Yourself, “not some objective truth about 
the world, but rather the nature of the mind 
experiencing that world, the nature, if you
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like, of cortical response.”
Perhaps such a dynamic is analogous to 

how a wave turns over a shell, again and again 
and again. A rhythm or an unfamiliar pulse. A 
curiosity propelled by the thrust of syllable or 
syntactic pattern, along with the nudge of the 
imagination. As bodies of words, sounds and 
silences, our most accomplished poems are 
much like our children. They too are from us, 
but they are not of us. We do well, at times, to 
stand up and get the hell out of their way. 
Moreover, poems that draw only from memo
ry and avoid imagination often suffocate sur
prise, their occasions overwhelming the as- 
yet-discovered possibilities of the cry. In our 
best efforts, those “crying” possibilities enrich 
our poems with philosophical and psycholog
ical opportunities without a loss of emotional 
intensity. Simply put, the language Finds a 
locus from where it can think and sing, sing 
and think.

What else about how? Well, let’s return to 
Stevens. He insists that cry and occasion are 
symbiotic and often almost identical with 
each other but not quite. This “not-quiteness” 
relationship, a dynamic interaction between 
the act of the poem and the event of the poem, 
Stevens asserts, produces the dramatic tension 
characteristic of compelling poetry, and dis
closes that the poet understands how the how 
serves as aorta for the imagination. Poems 
which lack this interaction remain flaccid and 
mundane, do little service for the art, and do 
not bring us, as powerful verse does—new 
wine in old wineskins.

Which takes us back around to another apt 
metaphor for how.' Ripened on the vine, aged 
in oak barrels, and, subsequently, bottled, the 
grape becomes wine. And no matter the qual
ity of the vintage, or if that grape is Cabernet, 
Shiraz or Riesling, leisurely sipped from 
Riedel crystal the fruit’s flavor and bouquet 
reward the drinker. Conversely, that same vin
tage chugged from a paper cup in no way 
reflects the former experience. Someone 
please call 9 11: the how has been abused.

And so, when we begin to stumble in the 
half-light toward the tenuous hemp that may 
become a poem, why not twist or shake that 
hemp once we grab hold. The act of the 
poem—the syntactical maneuvers, pacing, 
tone and music which comprise the cry—is 
often how naked ideas and resistance to those 
ideas arrive. We ask that contemporary films 
and music discover and surprise from start to 
finish, hold us in their dreamscapes so thor
oughly that we find no excuse to leave. Why 
shouldn’t our poems do the same? After all, 
we can argue that in the history of Western lit
erature there have only been two stories, two 
whats: man goes out on a journey; man jour
neys back home. Obviously, we can’t escape 
subject matter, the what-stuff of our lives. Nor 
do we want to. There are intellectual opportu
nities and emotional intensities laden “in 
things,” as William Carlos Williams champi

oned. But we should be careful how we take 
Williams’ long-standing aesthetic creed. 
We’ve always understood that those two 
famous short poems aren’t merely about their 
central what-stuff: a wheelbarrow and plums. 
Williams’ subjects are developed, maneu
vered and altered so effortlessly, (he is the 
most nimble line-breaker of the 20th century), 
that his poems cease to be about X or Y and 
end up providing the reader with another 
expression of human consciousness con
fronting and being challenged by itself and the 
world.

Conversely, there are also ideas about the 
ideas satelliting our things. From this tact 
Stevens launched many of his poems, deftly 
following, as he says in The Irrational 
Element in Poetry, the “poetry of the subject” 
as opposed to the “true subject” or “nominal” 
event of the poem. This sensibility offers us 
another strategy we can exploit. To reiterate: 
the dynamic process of how the surface and 
sub-surface events of a poem propelled by 
imagination enter language. As such, our debt 
to both the Jersey doctor and the Connecticut 
insurance man is great.

Let’s go forward strengthened by the belief 
that the dynamic interaction between cry and 
occasion provide myriad possibilities. Let’s 
not rehearse the poem before we write, but 
allow it to startle with process—rhythm and 
pulse, syllable and silence. Even if we think 
we know where we are in our initial drafts 
and subsequent revisions the poem is better 
served when we act like we don’t. Those of us 
who call ourselves poets should strive to be 
attentive, receptive and brilliantly naive in 
writing these brief yet vital offerings. We 
should entertain all perspectives, including 
irony, wit and humor. Moreover, when our 
impulses fly toward metaphor, we do well to 
consider how those metaphors string togeth
er, how they listen to each other, how they, as 
little engines, drive the poem beyond mere 
figurative ornamentation. We should afford 
the reader opportunities to make full contact 
with the language by crafting patterns of 
intelligent and visceral metaphor with which 
they can identify.

In other words, we may have to push away 
from ourselves, distrust our what-stuff and our 
own best thinking, welcome resistances to the 
queries and claims in our poems, resistances 
that might engender a surpriseful dialectic: 
yes, no, maybe, perhaps, then again, but....to 
keep us aesthetically nimble, safe from the 
mire of a calcified aesthetic.

We aren’t alone in this endeavor. Emily 
Dickinson championed a spry poetics, was 
seldom interested in merely strapping her 
poems to the topical details of her life, (myri
ad and particular what-incidents). Rather, 
aided by liturgical forms lifted from 
Protestant hymns, disjunctions of grammar 
within phrases and those crucial dashes, her 
language leaps to the psychological effects
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these incidents produce, enabling the energy 
pulsing though her poems to span the whole 
range of human feelings from irony to sincer
ity, from “a perfect - paralyzing Bliss” to “that 
White Sustenance - /Despair.” As such, the 
language becomes a river through which the 
reader passes to “finish” the poem. By align
ing herself aesthetically to the powerful fluid
ity of the how, Dickinson’s poems, written 
more than a century ago, continue to reverber
ate in us.

So what’s been explored in this little piece? 
I’d argue we’ve reminded ourselves that in 
our best efforts the language moves effortless
ly from surprise to surprise, engages and 
delights our readers, and, perhaps, even com
pels them to speak the words aloud. We 
should hope our poems advance some sense 
of unexpected inevitability that will get us, if 
only momentarily, to where aesthetics leaps to 
encounter latent or conspicuous metaphysical 
questions and concerns.

I’ll conclude with a small poem, one in 
which the triggering occasion is rhythm-and- 
memory-driven. In revision and in the time 
away from the poem, that specific memory 
was happily shuffled by my imagination 
enabling, I hope, innocence and experience 
consciousness to collide, and language to 
loose itself from itself. Figuratively speaking, 
I went into the school with my son and came 
out with my nephew, swapped a male teacher 
for a female administrator, all the while pur
suing some happy fiction bouncing this way 
and that.

Well Through the Test

for entrance into kindergarten 
the administrator places a ball

in my nephew’s restive hands.
Alex, please describe this ball,

its shape and color, how you 
play with it, those kinds o f things.

After a pause he looks up and says,
Rainbow eye. I f you get hungry

lollipops make a parade.
She bites her lip and scratches notes

on lined paper fastened to a board.
No Alex, describe the ball, she says

a little more emphatically.
Lots o f things are good to watch,

he says. Her forehead crimps 
then releases. Tell me about the ball

in your hands, sweetheart. Can you do that? 
Another pause, this one longer.

What ball? he says.

Thom Ward is Editor/Development 
Director for BOA Editions, Ltd. He is the 
author o f the poetry collection Small Boat 
With Oars of Different Size and the recently 
published Tumblekid.
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Down by Law
Harvey Fireside

In September 1940, the Quanza, a small 
Portuguese liner carrying German refugees, 
tried to dock in Norfolk, Virginia, and thereby 
set off a State Department crisis. The ship had 
been permitted to discharge 196 of its original 
317 passengers— U.S. citizens and others with 
American visas—on August 20 in Brooklyn, 
New York.

The remaining 121 Jewish refugees lacked 
proper papers and had not been allowed to dis
embark. The Quanza had taken them first to 
Veracruz, Mexico, then to a Nicaraguan port, 
but they were refused the right to land at either 
place. Now the ship's request to refuel in 
Norfolk was seen by Assistant Secretary of 
State Breckinridge Long, who was in charge 
of immigration matters, as a subterfuge to dis
charge passengers outside established proce
dures.

An entry from Long’s diary, which may be 
seen at the Library of Congress, reveals his 
misgivings about the would-be immigrants. 
“They were all Jewish. They all had money,” 
he wrote, though his stereotype ignores the 
severe restrictions imposed by the Nazis on 
Jews attempting to flee Germany in 1940. The 
plight of these refugees had aroused a wave of 
sympathy, but Long was not one to allow him
self to be swayed by emotion.

“I was flooded with pressure groups and 
telegrams and telephones and personal visits 
to permit the landing of the persons off the 
boat,” he wrote on September 18. “I consis
tently refused to deviate from the procedure 
which we had adopted and said that the fact 
that the people were on the boat and were 
nearing the American shores did not constitute 
an emergency of any kind.” Long knew that, 
in June 1939, the State Department had 
adamantly refused to admit 907 passengers on 
the St. Louis who had been turned away in 
Havana and were cruising off the Florida 
coast. They were forced to return to Europe. 
On his watch, Long would be more callous 
than his predecessors, keeping immigration 
below the quota levels set by Congress in 
1924.

Even concern from the White House could 
not deter Long from resisting the pressure to 
let the Quanza passengers land. After all, he 
prided himself on having won over President 
Franklin D. Roosevelt in June 1940 to his pol
icy of making it as difficult as possible for 
refugees from the Nazis to obtain U. S. visas. 
Now, three months later, he noted, “Mrs. 
Roosevelt called me up and expressed her 
interest in the children” aboard the ship. “She 
talked to the President, and the President 
asked me to call him the next day. They were 
then in Hyde Park, and he was about to return 
to Washington. 1 called the next day, but it was 
apparent that he did not want to talk to me on 
the subject, and I inferred—and now it seems 
correctly . so—that he will leave the matter

entirely in my hands.”
Two years before, religious leaders, 

including Rabbi Stephen S. Wise and several 
Christian bishops, had prevailed on the 
White House to establish the President’s 
Advisory Committee on Political Refugees, 
whose purpose was to enable European 
intellectuals, labor leaders and political 
activists, to gain preferred status for 
American visas.

With the fate of the passengers aboard the 
Quanza still in doubt, Patrick Malin, the 
committee’s representative, rushed to 
Norfolk. Long thought he had an understand
ing with Malin that only a handful of the 
Quanza's passengers would be admitted into 
the U.S- A few might fit the committee’s pri
ority of saving “leading intellectuals of the 
liberal movement in Europe.” Others could 
include any children, a special concern of 
Eleanor Roosevelt’s, as well as other “per
sons whose travel documents were corrobo
rated to us as authentic.” As for the others, 
merely qualifying under a quota number 
from a U.S. consulate would not suffice. Not 
only would they need an American visa, but 
also an exit visa, which authorities in occu
pied France and other Nazi-run areas were 
loath to issue.

Much to Long’s chagrin, he was told by 
Malin that he had found at least “thirty-five 
persons who had valid travel documents enti
tled to travel across the United States.” Long 
was sure that Matin’s approval of these transit 
visas was “due to a very generous interpreta
tion of the validity of the documents in ques
tion.” To top things off, Malin “had construed 
everybody else on the boat to be a political 
refugee and that they should come ashore.” 
Malin had evidently reacted to the plight of 
the Quanza passengers by recognizing that, in 
light of Hitler’s escalating war on the Jews, 
sending them back to Europe amounted to a 
death sentence.

Long notes that he “remonstrated violently” 
to Malin. He said Malin’s action “was a viola
tion of the law...that I would not be a party to 
it.” Instead, Long called on Secretary of State 
Cordell Hull, who “authorized me to present 
the whole matter to the attention of the 
President. 1 did this today in the form of a let
ter which reviewed the situation and asked his 
consent to change the procedure, which would 
place in our Consuls abroad rather than in the 
President’s Committee in New York the final 
determination as to whether the person was 
entitled to entry into the United States.” The 
President’s Advisory Committee, which had 
been granted only the power of recommend
ing candidates for visas, would, if Long’s end 
play succeeded, be reduced to total impo
tence.

In the draft of his appeal to FDR, Long 
boasts that the United States had already done 
more than refugees should rightfully expect.

We have been very generous in offering

hospitality in the United States to persons 
who have been in imminent danger there, 
in the form of Rabbis in Germany, Poland 
and nearby territories and also to a cate
gory of leaders in the labor movement in 
Europe who were recommended by 
William Green and a committee of the 
American Federation of Labor, and also to 
certain intellectuals who were guaranteed 
by the President’s Advisory Committee. 
The list of Rabbis has been closed and 
the list of labor leaders has been closed. 
And it now remains for the President’s 
Committee to be curbed in its activities so 
that the laws again can operate in their 
normal course.

Long, a State Department official under 
Woodrow Wilson, had served as floor manag
er of the Democratic convention in 1932 that 
nominated FDR. The newly elected President 
sent him as ambassador to Italy. He was 
recalled in 1936, ostensibly for health reasons. 
However, in the newspaper PM  (Dec. 11, 
1941), Tabetha Petran and William Walton 
wrote that the true cause of Long’s return was 
that he had publicly praised Mussolini, 
notably for his conquest of Ethiopia in 1935.

Back home, between special missions to 
South America, Long lived on a palatial estate 
in Maryland. His diary is replete with expres
sions of glee over the victories of his race 
horses. On the downside, it records his bouts 
with crumbling dental work and his dismay at 
the resignation of his head gardener. There are 
also running commentaries on European 
developments, notable for their underestima
tion of Hitler’s aggressive plans. Thus, on the 
eve of Germany’s annexation of Austria, he 
writes, “Hitler’s speech is a very able presen
tation of the German point of view...  I believe 
he desires an extension of German influence 
to the east and southeast, but that does not 
mean military or political control or domina
tion or annexation.” Following the Austrian 
Anschluss, Long expresses his disappoint
ment that “Mussolini did not oppose the 
entrance of German troops” into Austria and 
concedes, “I was mistaken in believing it 
would happen.”

Throughout 1938 and 1939, Long support
ed a policy of appeasement, so that the U.S. 
would not “drift” into a ’’conflict with 
Germany and Italy.” He thinks Germany has 
the leadership it deserves, since its people are

the only ones in Europe with intelligence, 
courage and obedience sufficient to bring 
back order, system and comparative 
peace...They need a strong
leader— Fuehrer, King or Emperor. They 
are warlike. They have the psychology to 
submit to discipline. So I wrote the 
President three or more years ago from 
Rome. But that was probably just one of 
[the] things which caused me to be sus
pect.

After Germany’s conquest of 
Czechoslovakia, he prophesies, “So now the 
war scare is over.” In December 1939, he feels 
that Germany “is in a receptive mood for a 
peace proposal...in which she would relinquish 
Poland.”

Long hoped that, despite his wrong assess
ments, he would be picked by the President to 
be ambassador to Berlin. He was eager to 
accept that post but, with his long career in the 
State Department to recommend him for an 
administrative job, he settled for the Assistant 
Secretaryship that let him supervise the 
Foreign Service as well as the Visa Division. 
Roosevelt was by then fully aware of Long’ s 
isolationist views; he may have selected him 
as a counterweight to advisers, including 
Eleanor, who were arguing for a liberalized 
immigration policy.

Soon after the Quanza incident, Long 
exchanged heated words with James G. 
McDonald, the recently elected chairman of 
the President’s Advisory Committee on 
Political Refugees. McDonald’s international
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reputation rested on his having been High 
Commissioner for Refugees at the League of 
Nations. Long writes on September 24, that 
McDonald “looked upon me as an obstruc
tionist and was very bitter and somewhat 
denunciatory.” McDonald challenged Long to 
“Go ahead— lay the matter before the 
President.” Most likely, he did not suspect that 
Long was already plotting to put Roosevelt 
firmly in his own comer.

As he prepared for the White House meet
ing on September 28, Long notes, “In the 
meantime I am tightening up on immigrants 
and visitors.” His October 3 diary entry 
reports, “About noon I had a long satisfactory 
conversation with the President on the subject 
of refugees.” It turned out that McDonald had 
relied on Mrs. Roosevelt’s support, but what 
he communicated to her, in Long’s opinion, 
must have given her “the wrong impression.” 
In short, Long felt he had the complete sup
port of a President who “was 100% in accord 
with my ideas.”

Long notes that Roosevelt “expressed 
himself as in entire accord with the policy 
which would exclude persons about whom 
there was any suspicion that they would be 
inimical to the welfare of the United States 
no matter who had vouchsafed for them and 
irrespective of their financial or other stand
ing.” Preposterous as it now seems, Long 
perceived desperate Jewish visa applicants 
as potential enemy agents being planted by 
the Nazis. Further, in his eyes, any record of 
their political opposition activities in 
Europe should bar them from being granted 
entry.

In his key meeting with Roosevelt, Long 
presented a pending case of a man and his 
wife who had been represented by Rabbi 
Wise’s “organization [the American Jewish 
Congress] but who professed to a long series 
of political activities in Europe...including 
working for the overthrow of the Romanian 
government.” Evidently, the President 
accepted Long’s position whereby Jewish 
resistance to a fascist anti-Semitic regime 
was made to appear subversive. Roosevelt 
“agreed that those persons ought not to be 
admitted to the United States in spite of the 
fact that Rabbi Wise in all sincerity desired 
them here.”

Long thus obtained a White House mandate 
to run his visa division without any outside 
interference. He writes that future visas will 
depend entirely on the subjective reaction of 
American officials to the applicant during a 
personal interview. “The Consul is reinvested 
with complete authority to determine as to 
whether or not in his judgment the person is of 
the character represented and whether or not 
he is a proper person to be admitted to the 
United States from the point of view of the 
best interests of the United States and the pub
lic safety."

This writer recalls how, as a ten-year-old 
child in March 1940, he accompanied his par
ents with great trepidation to the American 
consulate in Vienna. We withstood a lengthy 
interrogation about my father’s ability to 
work, to guarantee that we would not go on 
welfare. Based on the affidavit of financial 
support by my uncle in Illinois, our applica
tion for visas was granted. Two months later, 
we arrived in New York on the Italian liner 
Roma. My gratitude to the government that 
saved our lives is tempered, however, by the 
knowledge that we were not able to rescue 
any of the uncles, aunts, cousins and grand
mothers we left behind. Only now, sixty years 
later, after looking at Breckinridge Long’s 
papers, is it clear to me why they never had a 
chance.

Harvey Fireside is a visiting fellow o f  the 
Institute for European Studies at Cornell. He 
retired as the Dana Professor o f Politics at 
Ithaca College. Harvey and his wife Bryna 
are involved in many local human-rights 
organizations and were the organizers o f the 
Ithaca Chapter o f Amnesty International in 
1973.....................
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upcoming readings at

THE BOOKERY
Saturday, October 7, 2000, 2:00 p.m.

Gail Holst-Warhaft
The Cue For Passion: Grief and its Political Uses
DeWitt Mall Atrium (please note the special date and location of this event)

■
 In her new book, The Cue For Passion, Gail Holst-Warhaft,
examines the expression of grief in a modem context, focusing 
on the social and political implications of group mourning. Her 
research includes diverse examples of mourning across the globe 
including the campaign to retrieve the bones of soldiers killed in 
Vietnam, the political efforts of the Mothers of the Disappeared 
in Argentina, the gay community’s response to the AIDS pan
demic, as well as grief in the aftermath of the Holocaust. 
Drawing on and weaving together Ancient Greek literature, 
Shakespeare, contemporary poetry, anthropology, and history, 
Holst-Warhaft provides a readable, moving look at mourning rit

uals and acceptance of death across cultures, both ancient and modem.

Saturday, October 14, 2000,2:00 p.m.
Alyce Faye Cleese 

How to Manage Your Mother: 
Understanding the Most Difficult, Complicated, and 

Fascinating Relationship in Your Life
Women’s Community Building Auditorium

This event is co-sponsored by the Women’s Community Building

Using real-life stories culled from dozens of interviews with 
patients, and celebrities such as Helena Bonham C arter,
Colin Powell, Mia Farrow, and Alyce Faye Cleese’s husband, 
actor John Cleese, How to Manage Your Mother explores the 
myriad of emotions that mothers evoke—from guilt, affection, 
anger, to embarrassment—and provides practical ways to deal 
with issues both past and present, such as family secrets, privacy, 
aging, and expectations. Cleese’s book offers an opportunity to 
improve our relationships with our mothers—or at the very 
least, to understand the relationship.

Sunday, October 22, 2000, 2:00 p.m.
Marty Kaminsky

Uncommon Champions: Fifteen Athletes Who Battled Back
Women’s Community Building Auditorium

Marty Kaminsky, a frequent contributor to Highlights for  
Children magazine and a local fourth-grade teacher, offers 
profiles of 15 sports heroes who have battled against the odds
to achieve success. Uncommon Champions is a collection of 
inspiring tales that reveal how athletes such as soccer superstar 
Michelle Akers, world-renowned cyclist Greg LeMond, and 
tennis player Zina Garrison have faced incredible adversity to 
overcome the physical, mental, and social obstacles and 
achieve athletic greatness and fame.

Sunday, October 29, 2000, 2:00 p.m. 
Thomas Eisner

Chromatic Fantasy: Leaves in the Midst of Change
Women’s Community Building Auditorium

This event is co-sponsored by the Fingerlakes Land Trust

In his new book, Cornell biologist Thomas Eisner presents us 
with a portfolio of natural imagery hitherto unseen, the fruit of 
his search for beauty in nature. Eisner examined autumnal 
leaves in the midst of color change and was enthralled by what 
came into view at higher magnifications. The imagery is art at 
its best; the result is a series of natural masterpieces.

All Bookery events are free and open to the public. 
Books are available for 10% off on the day of the reading.

Gotham Lite
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M.D. Morris, P.E.

A Short and Remarkable History 
of New York City
by Jane Mushabac, et. al 
Fordham University Press, 1999 
158 pages, $17.50

When there is double cheese on the 
spaghetti already, how do you make it tastier? 
There are so many books on every possible 
aspect of the: history, geography, architecture, 
and the very being of the City of New York, 
you might say, “One more NYC book on the 
shelf adds as much to the general knowledge 
larder as a sneeze to a cyclone.”

Yet with A Short and Remarkable History 
o f New York City, co-authors, Jane Mushabac 
and Angela Wigan fill a minute but unique 
interstice in an otherwise saturated market.

Its modest dimensions and lack of brilliant 
art precludes its being a conversation piece on 
a coffee table. It is too large to fit into a pock
et as does the A1A Guide to New York. It has 
none of the useable information in the old 
Frommer’s guides, or today’s Zagat’s guides, 
and is totally devoid of the detailed depth 
Kenneth T. Jackson, et. al. packed into the 
eight pounds of The Encyclopedia o f New 
York City. Yet this short volume, manages to 
work. Why?

The authors present their material in a ver
tical chronology instead of a horizontal geo
graphic layout or solid anecdotal episodes. In 
lieu of a dear-track story line, the content is 
an ascending procession of tiny beads strung- 
up on a timeline. Its easy, conversational tone 
moves you right along, undisturbed by some 
years having several entries while other years 
do not appear. The authors wisely opted to 
pass them by rather than add some meaning
less crumb just to maintain numerical conti
nuity.

This is not a Danielle Steele novel that nails 
you to the pages till it’s done. Nor is it the 
kind of reference you’d use for a scholarly 
dissertation. It is charmingly easy, light, 
(sometimes fascinating) fare, that wants to 
inform rather than educate.

As the title claims, it is short. The 1.500 
entries laid end-to-end, might fit onto 50 of its

134 pages were it not for the copious art gen
erously provided by the Museum of the City 
of New York, and the enticing little side-bars 
set off in grey boxes. Every page comes alive 
with scenes and personages emerging from 
the text. The design is so deft that the black- 
and-white reproductions never appear flat and 
the text benefits from the crispness of the 
short entries.

Not all writers have a talent for quiddity 
(expressing the essence of things.) Mushabac 
and Wigan have it down pat, only occasional
ly omitting a salient fact:

• 1979 The Guardian Angels entry should 
have named the founding leader, Curtis 
Sleewa.

• 1891 Tchaikovsky stayed with Walter 
Damrosch at the Dakota. (When he conduct
ed the opening of Carnegie Hall, the major 
work was Hector Berlioz’s “Te Deum.”)

One perfect quiddity is, “ 1932 Breadlines.”
There are miniscule flaws that cause no 

problems but tend to detract from excellence, 
as:

• The poignant picture on page 32 was 
called “Hooverville” by its residents.

• 1932 The pine tree was not to celebrate 
Yuletide; it is a symbol used by construction 
workers to announce the safe completion of a 
structure.

Other memorable moments:
• “ 1797 The death penalty for ‘lusts of men 

with men and women with women’ on the 
books since 1665, is abolished.”

• “ 1799 New York State’s Act for the 
Gradual Emancipation of Negroes and Other 
Slaves is passed.”

The light touch of this flying mouse, bat, of 
a book should serve writers, speakers, and 
editors who need quick, non-profound refer
ences.

It is something you can read-at if you have 
only a few minutes to kill. Travelers who 
want to know more about their destination 
than just where to get a good tongue sandwich 
and native Gothamites who think they know 
everything about their own hometown, all 
will benefit from having and using this 
charming book.

M. D. Morris, P.E. is an Ithaca based 
writer, editor, and educator.
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Katy Payne

Katy Payne is a Research Associate in the 
Bioacoustics Research Program o f  the 
Cornell Laboratory o f  Ornithology. She 
began her research into animal communica
tion with a fifteen-year study o f the constantly 
changing songs o f humpback whales. In 1984, 
Katy discovered that elephants make infrason- 
ic calls that lie below the range o f human 
hearing and travel exceptionally well. She 
then focused on long-distance communication 
among African elephants in Kenya, Namibia, 
and Zimbabwe. Payne's book, Silent Thunder: 
In the Presence of Elephants, was recently 
published by Penguin in paperback.

In 1999 Payne founded a conservation-ori
ented initiative called the Elephant Listening 
Project (ELP). Its purpose is to test the value 
o f acoustic monitoring to establish the loca
tions, numbers, and reproductive health o f 
African elephants that are largely inaccessi
ble because they live in dense forests. These 
forest elephants are endangered by current 
ecological and political trends. The pilot 
phases o f the study took place this summer in 
the Dzanga-Sangha rainforest o f the Central 
African Republic and in Kakum National 
Forest in Ghana. ELP is funded by the U.S. 
Fish & Wildlife Service, Wildlife 
Conservation Society, Conservation 
International, International Fund for Animal 
Welfare, and World Wildlife Fund. The Lab o f  
Ornithology has also provided a great deal o f  
support and assistance.

Katy’s three letters from the field to friends 
and colleagues are reprinted here. She writes 
from deep within the equatorial rainforest in 
the southwestern corner o f  the Central 
African Republic, in the Congo basin. She 
spent three months in this forest, the Dzanga- 
Sangha. Some o f her colleagues and assis
tants in this venture are mentioned in these 
letters: Andrea Turkalo, her host and col
league, a biologist who has lived in Dzanga 
fo r ten years in this remote camp; Steve 
Gulick, an electronics engineer who made the 
first recordings o f forest elephants; and 
Melissa Groo and Mya Thompson, her field  
assistants. These four are now working with 
her at Cornell to analyze the voluminous data 
they brought back from the field. I f  all goes 
well the project will result in a practical 
methodology for monitoring the least known 
and most severely threatened African ele
phants—in fact, will prove useful for monitor
ing elephants wherever they remain.

Katy Payne

May 5, 2000
Dear friends and dear family,

We are here intact and well and rested, in 
Andrea Turkalo’s exquisite camp, with every
thing we needed and hoped to bring, and with 
Andrea. It is our second night here; we arrived 
after ten hours of wild driving and were 
stunned by the deep timeless night that sur

Pachyderm Postcards

Katy Payne

rounded us. Now 1 am in Mya’s and my field 
house, writing by Aladdin lantern light and 
Zephyr glow (Zephyr’s “my” new trusty com
puter), and because both are young and inno
cent they seem quite harmonious. Beyond us 
the night is full of insect calls, some crickety 
others unfamiliar, distant frogs, an owl, and 
beyond that a deep peaceful silence except for 
every now and then a distant elephant rumble 
or roar. The only human sound all day has 
been voices—ours, and Andrea’s three gentle 
pygmy assistants, who remind me in stature 
and pride of Bushmen, though they’re quieter.

The place is so magical that I fear any effort 
to describe it in words—it is the center of the 
earth and it is alive in every color and on 
every scale. If only I could simply send you 
the calm that has been filling us all as we 
gradually realize we are here and what here is 
like, in the aftermath of such a long hard labor 
on the part of so many, and a certain amount 
of resistance and fearfulness on mine. But it is 
one of those things that can’t be conveyed 
unless it reminds you of a similar experi
ence—we were exhausted and under-prepared 
but we somehow made it, and now there’s this 
sense of overwhelming loveliness and peace 
and huge gratitude.

This morning we set up house, shop and 
study, filled four batteries with acid and got 
the solar panels charging them. Then we 
entered the forest, which I believe is primeval. 
A winding red sand path led us below huge 
buttressed trees single-file, with one of 
Andrea’s assistants, who knows it all by foot- 
feel, leading and another bringing up the rear. 
A large gorilla’s footprints ran before us all. 
Coming out on a swamp (containing some 
voices that sounded like gradually tightening 
winches) we waded for a quarter hour waist- 
deep in a rapidly flowing cool stream, this 
being an aspect of the path, then entered a 
deeper forest where we were surrounded by 
African grey parrots singing lusciously. After 
quite a long time I suddenly had the sense that 
we were approaching an opening. A flight of 
wooden steps suddenly appeared on the path 
before us. Running up we found ourselves on 
a huge thatch-roofed platform overlooking the 
most breathtakingly ideal place for the study 
of elephants I could possibly imagine. We set 
down our loads—the first of many—and sat 
shaded on wooden benches with a little breeze 
wafting over us to watch forty elephants, 
young, old, female and male, involved in a 
dozen different elephantish behaviors—all 
familiar, all at once—and listened.

Tomorrow we will get the first recording 
units up and tested. The greatest obstacle we 
foresee is elephant curiosity, perhaps this will 
turn out to be a terrible problem, but tonight 
there are no problems.

I wish everyone who helped us so very 
much, and especially those who stood by us 
through the final patch of disarray, could be 
here now to savor the reward. We are all 
deeply happy and grateful and a huge green 
praying mantis just landed on the keyboard so 
it must be suppertime.

Love,
Katy

May 22, 2000 
Dzanga bai camp

Dear friends and dear family,
It begins to feel like home. That doesn’t 

mean that I understand the forest— it only 
means that this set of mysteries is becoming 
familiar. There’s some bird or mammal that 
sings a rich slow three-section song in the 
middle of the night. There’s a fruit bat with a 
low voice. There are clanking and creaking 
frogs in the sandy-bottomed swamp: though 1 
haven’t yet found one to look at, their voices 
seem like such an aspect of home that in 
August l will probably be listening for them in 
upstate New York. Gorilla chest-thumping is 
also getting familiar, as an aspect of supper
time.

All through this vicinity we also hear evi
dence of elephants, about which I (wrongly or 
rightly) form opinions from a distance. A

growl—impetuous shriek—growl has got to 
be the protest of a newly weaned calf. On sev
eral days there have been many of these on the 
bai, newly weaned because of the arrival of 
infant siblings. Their calls seem louder than 
necessary and have a harsh quality, suggesting 
to my maternal ear more than a plea for 
milk—suggesting jealousy. Several times I’ve 
seen a mother chase or kick one of these 
protesting calves until it got interested in dig
ging wells, or chasing buffalo or bongo or but
terflies. In the new absorption the calf drifted 
away, sometimes out of the bai or to the far 
end, 200 meters or more from the mother. 
Then we would start to hear a different sort of 
call, both from the mother and from the juve
nile. This is a long, low, soft, fluttering rum
ble, revealing an elephant searching for a rel
ative, or saying, “here I am if you want me.”

About our work, the initial indications are 
promising on all fronts. Ever since we arrived 
Steve has been testing and modifying the 
components of our remote monitoring system, 
for there were aspects of the design that we 
couldn’t finalize until we got the gear into this 
climate and started trying to record calls at 
these levels and frequencies. Most of the 
problems that have arisen are now solved. To 
watch Steve at work—a craftsman as well as 
a thinker—and to gradually appreciate the 
technical challenges he and the Cornell engi
neers have been dealing with is to gain admi
ration by the hour. Meanwhile, the rest of us 
have gotten a start at recording and counting 
elephant calls in relation to numbers of ele
phants present, a task for which we consult a 
running spectrogram on a computer screen 
under the mirador (observation 
platform)— the computer and all of Steve’s 
electronic enterprise being powered by an 
array of solar panels mounted on the 
mirador’s thatched roof. Although there’s a lot 
of variation it is safe to say that a lot of ele
phants make, on the whole, a lot more noise 
than do a few: I hope a larger sample will tell 
a more precise story. We have also started a 
log of loud calls that we can, even without the 
array in place, attribute to particular animals: 
from this we hope to learn what cues ele
phants use for recognizing each other’s voic
es. I have never worked in a situation where 
this objective looked so achievable. All in all, 
being here is the most extraordinary privilege.

We have been enormously helped by 
friends and colleagues back in Ithaca, espe
cially by Melissa Groo. Bringing a myriad 
things for which we developed needs, Melissa 
will join us next week for the remainder of the 
research period. We can't wait to take her out 
to the bai and show her what all the fuss was 
about.

Meanwhile it is hot, hot, hot, by ten in the 
morning already too hot for comfort in any 
except one place—the cool, sandy-bottomed 
shallow stream that flows through the swamp 
between camp and the bai. I have taken to 
spending a few minutes in the stream on the 
way to and from work. Imagine me there if 
you will, face up, slowly and silently drifting 
downstream into the primeval forest. If you

look from far above there will be no embar
rassment, for you will find me invisible 
beneath a cloud of vermillion and emerald 
butterflies. . .

Yours truly,
Katy

P.S. A beautiful young bull elephant whom 
Andrea has named “Cheeky” digs holes in the 
dirt floor of the kitchen each night and eats her 
tomato plants. He never disturbs the cutlery or 
glasses. Yesterday when we arrived home at 
the end of the day I met him at the outhouse, 
fanning his huge perfect ears as he leaned 
down to look in.

Dzanga Sangha, Central African Republic 
June 23, 2000

Dear friends and family.
The month just past has contained many 

experiences 1 don't fully understand, but 1 am 
longing to be in touch so here comes a fum
bling try. I have one summary to offer, a sci
entific one in the form of a graph confirming 
my sense that forest elephants’ patterns of 
calling reflect their numbers. This was the 
first thing we needed—a finding that might 
pave the way for the development of a tool for 
assessing the abundance of forest elephants in 
remote places. I’ll append the graph as an 
“attachment” for anyone who would like to 
see a bit of analyzed data. Will you who 
understand statistical nuances please have a 
look at “the upper envelope”—will these data 
help us assess the abundance of elephants in 
sparse populations? My impression is acoustic 
relationships should also be examined in a 
less densely populated environment than the 
Dzangha bai, but where?

The vertical lines (standard deviations) 
show that there’s a lot of variation, and that’s 
a fact. Elephants tend to call more on hot then 
on cool days. The hot days tend to be when 
bothersome big bulls come in. These fellows 
take it upon themselves to systematically dis
place everyone else from their drinking spots 
in an endless show of dominance. Lesser 
males protest loudly while running away, and 
dispersing families call in alarm and then in 
efforts to find one another again. The extrem
ity of these interactions changes from day to 
day, but once they get going the bai fills up 
with elephants till all the best sipping places 
are taken, after which it’s musical chairs. 
Everyone takes over someone else’s hole, and 
each displacement is characterized by rum
bling and squealing. Grand Central Station in 
the rainforest. This situation always produces 
the highest numbers of elephants and the 
highest rates of calling.

These are the only data we’ve analyzed so 
far, otherwise we are single-mindedly collect
ing more. It’s a good thing that we got a good 
start, for now the rains are upon us. Some days 
and nights the sounds and feelings of thunder 
come at us from all sides for hours at a time. 
There was a day of deluge when 70 mm of 
rain fell in 2 hours, swelling the swamp from

continued on page 7
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Animal Crackers
Tony Del Plato

Until his retirement in 1992, Richard Mandl 
was part o f a world-leading research team at 
Boyce Thompson Institute in environmental 
research. He has over 55 peer-reviewed arti
cles published in the field. His particular area 
o f research was the effects o f air pollutants on 
plants. Prior to retirement, he was beginning 
to study the effects o f ozone depletion and 
ultraviolet (UV) radiation on plant growth as 
an implication o f global warming. Mr. Mandl 
recently arranged a discussion between some 
o f the staff at the Boyce Thompson Institute 
and some members o f the Ithaca-area Safe 
Food Campaign/Organic Consumers 
Association campaign. We discussed con
sumer and producer concerns as well as 
research, testing, patenting and labeling o f  
products with genetically modified organisms 
(GMOs).

TD: Could you give us a brief description 
of the research conducted by the Boyce 
Thompson Institute?

RM: Since its inception, BTI has been inter
ested in the production of food and fiber for 
the world population. It was active in the 
development of 2-4 D herbicide prior to 
WWII, which was used to clear irrigation 
canals and solve many severe problems of 
weed infestation around the world. It helped 
tremendously in the growth of crops at a crit
ical time when we needed food. All of the 
work done at BTI becomes part of the public 
domain. It’s a privately funded non-profit 
institution endowed by the late mining mag
nate William Boyce Thompson.

TD: Considering the controversy it has 
aroused, is there a valid argument for bioengi
neering ?

RM: Yes. By the year 2025, there will be an 
estimated 8.25 billion people in the world. 
How will we feed these people? Biotech com
panies argue that biotechnology will create 
larger yields and protect habitats that would 
have to be destroyed. In fact 40 percent of 
world food comes from 17 percent of irrigat
ed land. There is plenty of land for food. It is 
a matter of applying the correct technology to 
produce the food. I’m not sure biotechnology 
is the way to go, but it can lend something to 
the development of food in the world, particu
larly in developing countries that cannot 
afford to spend money on the pesticide and 
herbicide practices we use in this country.

TD: According to numerous governmental 
and private philanthropic reports, more than 
enough food is produced in the world, but 
equitable distribution is the problem. 
Historically, in such countries as Bangladesh 
and Ethiopia where famine has occurred, food 
was still being produced for export. So the 
idea that biotech will feed the world has been 
challenged by a wide range of scientists, poli
cy makers and religious leaders.

RM: I don’t think the distribution problem 
is an answerable problem. There will always 
be problems reaching remote areas to access 
food and bring it out to market. We perhaps 
can develop ways in which these areas can 
support themselves.

TD: One of the key points that the biotech 
industry brings up is that it will increase food 
security. When we talk about subsistence 
farmers and some of the more isolated peo
ples, I think your point about people being 
able to feed themselves is the way to go. And 
yet access to the technology is not geared to 
the small subsistence farmers.

RM: I can cite examples of what works well 
in Third World countries, and genetic engi
neering may be applied in the same way. At 
the International Rice Research Institute 
(IRRI) in the Philippines, a breed of rice was 
being developed that can utilize atmospheric 
nitrogen. It’s upland rice, not paddy rice. The 
implications of this are that animal fertilizer 
does not have to be used. However, the crop 
yields from this particular breed do not 
approach those that have been animal fertil
ized. Still, it is a sustainable agriculture

Richard Mandl

because it uses atmospheric nitrogen. It’s an 
upland rice which means it can be grown on 
poor soil areas. This breed of rice was devel
oped by classical techniques of cross breed
ing. As long as the proper testing is done, it 
can be simulated and developed by genetic 
engineering in much less time and at less 
expense. That’s one of the advantages of using 
genetic engineering in the proper way. These 
techniques are very simple but you won’t see 
them being used by multinational companies 
because there’s no profit in them.

TD: If GE biotechnology could reduce the 
use of hazardous chemicals, surely there’s 
some benefit in that. We may eliminate harm
ful insects in the short term, but how does this 
technology affect soil ecology? Would we be 
creating other problems that we may be 
unaware of at the moment?

RM: In the example I just used of using 
atmospheric nitrogen, we can expect no effect 
on the environment because 80 percent of the 
atmospheric content is nitrogen. This is a vast 
quantity of gas and certainly will not be 
depleted by agriculture. The fact is, these vari
eties would allow the plants to incorporate the 
atmospheric nitrogen into forms that can be 
used by the plants, utilizing its symbiotic rela
tionship with soil bacteria. It’s a natural 
process. This does not affect the environment 
at all.

TD: Most of the world is requiring labeling 
of foods which contain genetically engineered 
products, but Argentina, Canada, and the 
United States do not.

RM: I agree wholeheartedly that there 
should be proper labeling of anything we eat. 
It should be our inherent right. And there 
should be proper testing before the release of 
anything into the environment that can possi
bly have an effect on it. We are just talking 
about one aspect of bioengineering, and that is 
the production of food crops. There are so 
many other aspects of bioengineering that are 
vitally important, such as the production of 
vaccines and plant resistance to abiotic and 
biotic factors. These things are far more 
important now than developing food. We’re 
looking at the possibility of shutting down all 
GE experimentation because of the poor use 
of bioengineering by multinational corpora
tions. They should be affected by a moratori
um, not the public and private research foun
dations that are looking at pure research.

TD: Making distinctions between food and 
medical biotechnology is certainly an impor
tant point. At BTI, researchers are combining 
vaccines and antibiotics with food substances. 
Yet there are already concerns that antibiotics 
are being overused, resulting in resistances to 
disease. Should the work on bananas at BTI 
be continued?

RM: Yes, it’s a vital thing. First of all, let’s 
clear up the issue about vaccines. Right now 
small pox is a not a problem in the developed 
world. For the mere price of a dollar, or less 
than that, we can take a shot of vaccine to pre
vent outbreaks of small pox. But the value of 
a dollar in the developing world is unbeliev
ably expensive. They could never afford that 
type of disease control. But if we could intro

duce a vaccine for small pox or whatever into 
an edible food, and use that as the delivery 
system, the cost would be phenomenally 
lower. That would make it available to Third 
World countries. As with any medicine, a 
plant with medicinal qualities would be grown 
under very specialized conditions. There 
would be no danger of uncontrolled release 
into the environment.

TD: But even if such plants were grown in 
enclosed environments, there is the potential 
for escape into the environment. Unlike most 
other “technologies,” you cannot recall a 
genetically modified organism. Currently, 
there are problems with genetically engi
neered and farm-raised salmon. They are 
escaping and may interbreed with natural or 
wild salmon. The problem with the farm- 
raised GE salmon is that they do not know 
how to survive in the wild. Do you feel confi
dent that production controls could prevent 
genetically modified bananas from being 
eaten by other animals?

RM: Suppose an animal can get at a crop of 
bananas that has been specifically grown with 
a vaccine in it. What’s going to happen? The 
animal may be protected against that specific 
disease or there will be no effect. It’s not 
going to carry it any further than that. It will 
be food for that animal. It will be a food for 
anybody whether or not they have the disease 
for which the vaccine was developed. It’s not 
going to hurt anything.

TD: Perhaps the vaccine may not hurt, but 
aren’t there risks in using viruses and bacteria 
as vectors to carry modified genes?

RM: Let’s put that to rest right away. In 
order to genetically engineer a plant, you have 
to use what is known as a vector. In many 
cases it’s a bacteria or a virus. They take a 
bacteria and apply, by certain techniques, the 
modified gene to the genetic material of the 
bacteria, then that bacteria is injected into 
plant tissue culture. The bacteria insert their 
genetic material into the gene structure of the 
plant tissue culture. Then the plant tissue cul
ture is developed into a grown plant. It no 
longer contains that bacteria in a viable state. 
The adult plant then goes through series of 
maturations for a number of generations to be 
sure that it grows genetically pure as a GE 
plant. The bacteria used does not grow after 
its use as a vector. The bacteria or virus, 
whatever it may be, is only used as a vector to 
move the genetic materials in the initial exper
iment.

TD: Can you talk about the patenting issue. 
This is one of the most critical concerns of 
people around the world. The ownership-of 
living things has made many people uncom
fortable.

RM: I’m going to use the BTI 1999 budget 
information to answer this question. In their 
research report, they used approximately $5 
million in funding to support all of the 
research at BTI. Of that funding, $2.8 million 
came from the United States government, 
$1.17 million from non-profit foundations, 
and $371,000 in gifts. All of these funds have 
no claims on patent rights. In addition, $1.6 
million came from industry. In some 
instances, the industry has certain claims on 
parts of the research. In no instance, does the 
industry have patent rights for anything that is 
being developed at BTI. The Institute retains 
patent rights for processes, not for any crops. 
Let’s say that there was a method developed 
for a specific way of introducing a gene into a 
plant. That particular process would be patent
ed by BTI. Looking at their funding, they cer
tainly have not become rich from biotechnol
ogy patents. It’s been a 20 percent return on 
their investments and is a way to protect the 
Institute before something goes wrong. The 
sponsoring industries sometimes will ask for a 
hold on a release of information to the public. 
In the end all the information obtained from 
sponsored research is published in peer- 
reviewed journals which are available to the 
public.

TD: You’ve stated that you support public 
funding for research. How do we deal with the

fact that some of these corporations are able to 
use their vast wealth to purchase these 
processes and establish patents on living 
things, seeds and products?

RM: You hit on a very good point. Starting 
in the 1980s with the Reagan/Bush adminis
tration. research for plant breeding dropped to 
practically nothing. This forced non-profit 
organizations and universities to turn to the 
private sector for funding. We had hoped 
under the Clinton administration that we'd get 
some funding back, but the Republican 
Congress did not allow that to happen. The 
heyday during the 1960s and 1970s when 
there was a lot of public support for research 
has gone.

TD: Can you address the issue of patents on 
seeds, foodstuff and genetic material?

RM: If a company develops a product and 
they have a unique process for developing that 
product, that process can be patented. But the 
end result, a living organism, certainly should 
not be patented unless it is clearly demonstrat
ed that the product is unique in nature and 
substantially different from the unmodified 
organism.

TD: The European Union recently over
turned the giant agricultural corporation, W.R. 
Grace's patent on the use of anti-fungal agents 
extracted from the Indian neem tree. These 
anti-fungal agents have been used for cen
turies by indigenous peoples of India in agri
culture, medicine and cosmetics. Likewise, in 
1995 the University of Wisconsin took out 
four patents on brazzein, a sweet tasting pro
tein that researchers had isolated from the 
berry of a plant grown in Gabon. The people 
of Gabon have known about and used the 
plant, and by their way of life and farming 
practices have helped to ensure its survival. 
The concern we come back to is that these 
powerful research institutions, supported by 
government and industry, patent substances in 
plants from small, relatively poor countries 
where a large part of the world’s biodiversity 
exists. But the people from these nations, who 
developed those plants over countless genera
tions, are getting none of the rewards of the 
patenting.

RM: It goes back to the principle that if a 
process has been developed, then the process 
should be patented. The product itself, the bio
logical substance itself, should not be patent
ed. Large research institutions are under the 
gun just like most other non-profit organiza
tions. Government has not supplied the neces
sary funding for research. Therefore they’ve 
had to resort to patenting or private sources of 
funding. They are responsible to their con
stituencies, just like a company is responsible 
to its stockholders. And the bottom line is that 
they have to have a balanced budget.

TD: According to a report from an activist 
organization called GM Free Foods, an inves
tigator named Robert Vint tried to get infor
mation about what research exists on the safe
ty of GE foods. The media has been saturated 
by reports from scientific bodies assuring us 
that GE foods have been vigorously tested and 
are safe. The USDA/FDA, Royal Society of 
England, Neufield Foundation, and the 
European Commissioner for Food Safety are 
just a few that have made such statements. But 
when Mr. Vint tried to obtain these studies 
from academics who ought to have such infor
mation, they were unable to provide anything.

The British Medical Association has stated: 
“The BMA’s Board of Science is not aware of 
any major independent research considering 
the long-term health effects of GM foods that 
has been published.” Respondents to the 
requests for data told Vint that such research 
would be “unnecessary, excessive, or impossi
ble” and that such requests were "hysterical.” 
Why is it so difficult to find such research?

RM: I can address this in a number of ways. 
In the book Against the Grain, by Mark Lappe 
and Britt Bailey, the authors looked at the con
certed effort by Monsanto and other biotech 
multinational companies to develop biotech

continued on page 7
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The Sculpture of Serendipity
choose flexible materials such as leather, 
rubber, fibers, chains, as well as solid materi
als that are conjoined loosely with Velcro 
and other fasteners. Often her sculptures 
involve accumulations of objects that are 
attached together, or bits and pieces of 
objects that appear to be scattered randomly 
over a surface. She uses these materials in 
her installations because they have the ability 
to change slightly each time they are 
installed, supporting her notion that art is a 
living force in our world, and voicing 
notions of flexibility and impermanence. 
Many o f her works relate to her own memo
ries and experiences. One sculpture, entitled 
“Echo Lake Virus”, recalls a canoe trip she 
took at Echo Lake in the Adirondacks, while 
she was a sculptor in residence at Sculpture 
Space.

Some of Pepper’s favorite artists who are 
pivotal to her art-making practices are: 

Joseph Beuys, Mel Bochner, Rachel 
Whiteread, Roni Horn, and Eva 

Hesse, artists whose materi
als range from plaster 

castings of the interior 
of a house to large 

pieces of felt 
draped on a muse
um floor. For 
Pepper, the 
underlying 
meaning of 
such works is 
inseparable 
from their aes
thetics. In her 
own work, 

Pepper draws 
from many 

sources, including 
poetry, music, scien

tific explorations, and 
theoretical readings.

When Jennifer Pepper is 
not busy creating sculptures or

Evan Williams
A native of Toronto, Jennifer Pepper 

comes from a family of artists and writers 
and was encouraged to explore her world via 
visual media. Her family, besides being artis
tic, was also interested in anthropology and 
she was taken to many anthropological and 
natural history museums as a young girl. In 
high school and college she began experi
menting with weaving on counter balanced 
looms and working in metal, as well as draw
ing and painting. Pepper remained active in 
the arts and proceeded to advanced study, 
earning her BFA from The Maryland Institute 
College of Art (1987), and her MFA from 
The University of Connecticut at Storrs 
(1989). When a full-time faculty position as 
an Assistant Professor of Fine Arts at Alfred 
University arose, she relocated to her current 
home in Homell from 
Brooklyn, NY.

In her sculp
tural works,
Pepper 
tends 
to

Jennifer Pepper

With 
an Ear 
To The 
Ground

Echo Lake Virus Jennifer Pepper
teaching, she has a passion for gourmet 
cooking, walking, and traveling.

Jennifer Pepper speaks about her work:

My work is a way of recording time by 
documenting repetitive processes. Paralleling 
the way in which we perceive and interpret 
our world in bits and pieces, my works are 
made up of parts that are assembled into 
piles, or loosely scattered across a ceiling, 
wall, or floor plane. My sculpture requires 
the use of found objects which are often cast 
in hydrostone, plaster, polyester resins, rub
ber, cement, and wax. While some of the 
works are created through casting methods, 
other projects make use of the object directly 
(the baseball bats in “Echo Lake Virus”).

The work entitled “With An Ear to the 
Ground” reflects my interest in sound as a 
connector between interior and exterior

worlds. The body serves as a "window" 
through which bits of sensory data pass, cre
ating a link to the outside. The work presents 
a visualization of sound, an invisible source 
made physical. In “Ear”, head-like rocks are 
set on a field of undulating fabric. Small 
green iridescent ears hover above these heads 
on quirky bent wire lengths to further make 
concrete the concept of the earth uttering 
sound.

The work entitled “Echo Lake Virus” is 
comprised of 70 wooden baseball bats with 
holes drilled through their shafts. Metal 
hooks, velcro, and fiber attachments are 
fixed to the bats. The work is presented in a 
pile, similar to felled trees surrounding a 
pool of water.

Jennifer Pepper can be contacted at:
607.871.2847 or pepperCa.alfred.edit

Emily Goldman
This has been a year of “Bach Festivals”— 

the 250th anniversary of the composer’s 
death presents the perfect opportunity to per
form cycles of cantatas, chamber music, and 
keyboard works. But it’s rare even now to 
hear a cycle of Bach’s complete sonatas, par
titas, and suites for solo violin and cello. 
These pieces are not widely performed; they 
are technically and interpretively challeng
ing, and listeners can easily find their expan
sive harmonic language difficult. Despite 
these deterrents, Elizabeth Simkin, a cellist 
teaching at Ithaca College, and Ellen Jewett, 
a freelance violinist formerly of 1C, have 
dreamed of performing Bach’s solo reper
toire since they met a few years ago. They 
saw the year 2000 as a chance to fulfill their 
ambitions, and Ithaca’s “Bach Festival 2000” 
was bom. It consists of a series of concerts 
spread over the year, comprising the solo 
string repertoire, the Brandenburg concertos, 
and the suites and partitas for keyboard.

When asked what she loves most about 
Bach, Simkin laughs, “Oh, that’s much too 
big of a question.” “Bach is the only music 
in which you never run out of things to think 
about,” adds Jewett, “physically, spiritually, 
or harmonically.” The suites, partitas, and 
sonatas are incredibly rich, complex works 
that, besides being some of the only solo 
string literature of their time, highlight “the 
resonance of the cello and the dynamism of 
the violin,” says Simkin. “They’re a celebra
tion of what’s possible on each of the instru

Bach to the Future
ments.”

The fugue movements of the pieces pro
vide an excellent example of these “possibili
ties.” Fugues are difficult to write and per
form on string instruments; only one voice at 
a time can flow continuously. “You have to 
be a master of illusion” to pull it off, says 
Jewett. Yet the fugues in the partitas and 
sonatas—and the one in the C minor 
suite—work magically. They are as multi
dimensional and powerful as any fugue writ
ten for keyboard or an ensemble.

These descriptions of Bach’s solo string 
repertoire should be familiar to most music 
students. The sonatas, partitas, and suites are 
often played by students as an “exercise,” 
despite the fact that they are rarely per
formed. Consequently, Simkin and Jewett 
know the works well after having studied 
them on and off for years. However, “setting 
a date and saying, ‘now I’m going to present 
them’ gets you much closer to them than 
teaching or practicing them,” Simkin 
remarks. And once you’ve embarked on a 
Bach journey, it’s hard to turn back; each 
piece you perform becomes “a part of your 
daily life,” comments Jewett. Simkin says 
that Bach’s scope is so huge that “you can 
become obsessed with any element of [the 
Suites]— intonation, voicing, rhythmic varia
tion,” and still have many other aspects to 
discover.

Jewett’s and Simkin’s enthusiasm for Bach 
has proved infectious: many of their col
leagues are taking part in the festival.
Pianists Read Gainsford and Charis Dimaras, 
flautists Florence Flummerfelt and Wendy

Ellen Jewett
Mehne, violist Deborah Moree, and harpsi
chordist Alan Giambattista are among the 
local musicians giving concerts as part of 
“Bach 2000.”

Two concerts remain, in November and 
December. Jewett will perform the last of 
the sonatas and partitas, and Simkin the final 
two suites. “The C major sonata is the most 
expansive and grandiose of the sonatas,” says 
Jewett. “It’s been compared to a religious 
expression of adoration, and it contains the 
longest fugue [Bach] wrote for any instru
ment.” The C minor cello suite is also the 
most contrapuntal of the suites. It, too, is 
overtly religious, yet more somber and dark 
in tone. In contrast, the last suite, in D
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Elizabeth Simkin
major, is joyous and uplifting. Paradoxically, 
it’s the most technically challenging suite— it 
was written for a five-string cello as opposed 
to our modem four-string instrument. “The 
basic mood doesn’t convey the difficulty 
with which it’s executed,” notes Simkin. But 
Jewett points out that, as in all Bach, “the 
more you work at it, the more it gives back 
to you.”

After their exhaustive Bach experience, 
which composer is next on Simkin and 
Jewett’s list? “Bach!” Simkin answers imme
diately. “I feel no need to move on.” “This 
music is so universal,” agrees Jewett. If 
we’re lucky, they’ll be tme to their word and 
honor us with another year of Bach.
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Getting Off The Ground

Pamela Drix and Christa Wolf examining a broadside Ink Shop

Stan Bowman

Walking in the door, the energy of the peo
ple and the space strikes one immediately. 
Here creativity is in abundance, things are 
happening, art is being made. The Ink Shop is 
a new and exciting artist’s workshop located 
at 120 Brindley Street on the second floor of 
the Aeroplane Building, next to the Ithaca 
Inlet.

Although intended primarily as a work
shop for printmakers, here the definition of 
printmaking is being creatively challenged 
and expanded. Artists of any media are wel
come and anyone may use the facilities on a 
fee basis. Moreover, one of the most exciting 
elements of The Ink Shop is the integration of 
technology, and computers are very much in 
evidence. Prints can be made directly via the 
computer, but one of the primary intended 
purposes is to use technology in collaboration 
with traditional processes.

The Dream Becomes Reality
The Ink Shop is not the result of any insti

tutional or corporate effort, but comes out of 
the creative vision of five Ithaca artists, Miri 
Amihai, Pamela Drix, Greg Page, Christa 
Wolf, and Leslie Eliet. It also exists thanks to 
the generosity of many other Ithaca artists 
and supporters of the arts in the area, people 
who have given of their time, money, equip
ment and energy to make this space a reality.

So where did the dream start? The inspira
tion to make a community-based organiza
tion actually came from Peter Kahn, a former 
teacher and mentor for Miri and Pam. Peter 
Kahn (1921-1997) is fondly remembered by 
generations of Cornell students and the local 
community as a man whose life was dedicat
ed to art, especially the arts of fine printing 
and the handmade book. A prolific typogra
pher, illustrator and book designer as well as 
a painter, the German-bom artist was a mem
ber of the Cornell community for forty years, 
teaching both in the Art Department and 
History of Art Department. The Ink Shop has 
been several years in the making. In the sum
mer of 1996, Miri Amihai met Pamela Drix at 
the Ithaca Artists Market and they began 
printing together in Miri’s basement on 
Peter’s etching press. They then met Greg 
Page, a printmaking professor in the Cornell 
Art Department and discussed the possibility 
of a cooperative print studio in Ithaca for 
artists not enrolled in academic programs. In 
the meantime, Christa Wolf and Samantha 
Couture also met Greg through working 
together in lithography, and they too dis
cussed the possibility of a community-based 
workshop.

In the summer of 1999, Miri and Pam trav
eled to Ireland to visit printmaking studios in 
Dublin and Cork. Once they had seen how 
each shop organized their facilities, classes, 
workshops, artist collaborations, and techni
cal requirements, they set up contacts for 
future collaborations and exchanges. Upon 
returning, Miri and Pam were convinced that 
developing a non-profit community-based 
print shop was indeed possible, and they 
began working to make this a reality.

Almost immediately word came that a 
good etching press was being donated to the 
Community School of Music and Art in 
Ithaca, but that CSMA had no place to store 
it. A meeting was held to discuss possibilities, 
and CSMA agreed to loan the press to the yet- 
to-be-launched Ink Shop.

Greg, through the former Olive Press, had 
been involved in the publication of artist print 
portfolios. The group decided to continue this 
tradition with Olive Branch Press which pub
lishes the work of invited, prominent print- 
makers and produces prints for portfolios. 
Christa then introduced Leslie Eliet, a print- 
maker and gallery administrator from 
Chicago, who became the fifth founding 
member of The Ink Shop.

By January 2000, work was well underway

on the development of the organization’s 
structure and by-laws. The Ink Shop was reg
istered as a New York State charity. An 
inquiry letter was sent to all artists listed with 
the Community Arts Partnership; the positive 
response was overwhelming, and the group 
began a search for a place to set up shop. John 
Novarr, an avid arts supporter, builder, and 
Ithaca landlord, generously offered the sec
ond-floor suite in the Aeroplane Factory 
Building. The site was perfect, and so began 
the process of finding equipment. A call went 
out for equipment donations and the local 
community responded in grand style. “Olive 
Oil,” the first donated etching press arrived at 
the new space, and soon large tables were 
built and work spaces created. In May of this 
year the doors opened and the workshop was 
miraculously bom. The founders appointed 
an artist advisory board this summer, whose 
purpose is not only to advise them but also to 
make suggestions about guest artists and to 
maintain an ongoing relationship and work
ing association with other educator-printmak- 
ers in the area schools, colleges, and univer
sities. The board is chaired by Greg Page, and 
includes Stan Bowman, Kumi Korf, Chuck 
Heasley, and Susan Weisend.

The Constance Saltonstall Foundation for 
the Arts provided a start-up grant for 
researching new audiences and also negotiat
ed with The Ink Shop to produce a series of 
broadsides with artists and writers who have 
received grants from the Foundation. 
Broadsides are single-sheet art pieces inte
grating text with images. This project was 
completed in August, and was exhibited at 
the State of the Art Gallery this September.

Additionally, a gallery in the shop itself 
exhibits work by printmakers, an extraordi
nary example of the skills, creativity, and 
diversity of those currently involved with The 
Ink Shop. On display are works using tradi
tional printmaking techniques as well as 
computer prints.

Samantha Couture, the first H. Peter Kahn 
fellow, joined the shop in the spring of 2000. 
Samantha worked in the Cornell Library con
servation area and then finished her thesis 
work and received an MFA in Art from 
Cornell in May of 2000. The H. Peter Kahn 
Fellowship is an annual award to a promising 
young printmaker and includes a year’s part- 
time residency at The Ink Shop Printmaking 
Center/Olive Branch Press. The Ink Shop is

making the Kahn Fellowship a key element 
of its programming, and hopes further to fol
low in Peter’s footsteps by drawing together 
artists and writers in collaborative projects of 
the kind that were so important to him. About 
the Kahn Fellowship, his widow, Ruth Stiles 
Gannett Kahn says, “It is an affirmation of 
Peter's enthusiasm for graphic arts and his 
own life as a teacher.”

The Vision of The Ink Shop
I held an informal conversation with Miri, 

Pam, Leslie, Christa, and Samantha to discuss 
the aspirations and goals of the Ink Shop.

Stan: How would you describe your long
term visions for the Ink Shop?

Leslie: My long-term vision has to do with 
the Shop and its role in the outside world. I 
would like to see the Shop do exchanges with 
other groups of printmakers in other cities 
and countries, so that we will both become 
known and be exposed to and have contact 
with ideas other than our own. Ithaca is a 
small community and it always helps to get 
other viewpoints.

Christa: That’s a good point. We are locat
ed in Ithaca, but we want to expand The Ink 
Shop by bringing others from outside who can 
share their ideas with us. Also I would like us 
to broaden the practice of printmaking, from 
traditional works on paper to digital things, 
drawing on prints, monotypes, collages, etc.

Stan: So you really want to re-define what 
is printmaking? Or should I say expand the 
notion of what printmaking is?

Christa: Yes, I want to create a broader 
concept. At the same time I want to promote 
the idea that prints are something you can 
buy, they are affordable pieces of artwork. 
People can really buy and own these prints as 
collectors. And that's one of the visions we 
have as a center for printmaking arts.

Stan: When you think about The Ink Shop, 
whom do you want involved? Who are you 
trying to attract to the workshop?

Pam: First, we are trying to attract emerg
ing artists and expose them to the different 
techniques of printmaking so that they under
stand what they are looking at, and can appre
ciate what kind of effort and work and cre
ative ideas go into printmaking. Second, we 
also want to attract more established artists 
who want to learn the skills needed to make a 
print. Finally, we want to educate collectors, 
people who need to know what a print is, how 
it is made, what it is they are buying. But 
what excites me more than anything is having 
a place in which to share creative ideas. A 
dynamic develops among people of different 
backgrounds who come together in a creative 
endeavor in a space that allows for that cre
ativity to be expressed. For the future, 1 hope 
that The Ink Shop will be a place where peo
ple want to come, where they feel that this is 
a playground, where they can come to 
explore different avenues and have other peo
ple understand what it is they are trying to do, 
where they can sample different techniques, 
and get personal attention in a creative atmos-
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At The Ink Shop
phere. I really see The Ink Shop as an “arts 
center” where different things are happening 
on many different levels, both with tradition
al techniques and with the new technologies. 
This is a very ambitious goal, the vision is 
very extensive and exciting.

Stan: Do you see yourself as having a 
strong connection with local universities?

Pam: Yes, in terms of getting student 
interns in printmaking who want to come 
down here and offer some of their time to 
learn more and become part of a real world 
scene. And some of our invited guest lectur
ers might come from the area colleges.

Stan: Aside from prints, what other art 
forms do you envision?

Samantha: I am really interested in artists’ 
books, which is even more obscure than prints. 
In fact I was at a dinner last week, trying to 
explain that I make books as art works. I was 
trying to explain about not having small prints 
that just sit in drawers. I am interested in pieces 
you can handle. Bringing in the actual wooden 
type from Peter Kahn’s shop is great. A lot of 
people now work with text and images; it is 
becoming much more accepted. I am really 
attracted to bookbinding and letterpress and 
combining overlapping elements in making art.

Stan: Have you given thought to books on 
the web?

Samantha: 1 really like to have something 
physical, but books on the web could be a 
way to get people involved who are outside 
of Ithaca, who cannot travel to Ithaca.

Stan: I am convinced that in universities 
and libraries you will be seeing not only 
physical books but books on-line, ones that 
do not have a physical dimension. Text is just 
very naturally moving into this new arena. 
Books on-line might be an interesting exten
sion and present the possibility of collabora
tion between physical books and what might 
be happening in The Ink Shop.

Samantha: The nature of the book is 
changing and we are trying to cover both the 
tactile and the cerebral, but 1 think computer 
pieces are much more interesting when they 
are designed for the computer and not 
designed to be a book.

Stan: But you can approach it as a different 
medium. If you print a book you approach it 
one way, but if you put it on the web you do it 
another way. You can do some things digitally 
that you cannot do in a book form. Imagine 
clicking on illustrations in an on-line book that 
are animations, which you can’t do in a physi
cal book. This is now easily done on the web.

Samantha: But the possibilities for physi
cal books are also expanding. It's very excit
ing, with ail sorts of new materials and tech
niques. In my e-mail people frequently ask, 
“What is the definition of a book anyway?” 
Technology affects the way things are now 
being printed.

Stan: Would it be fair to say that The Ink 
Shop is a laboratory for the exploration of the

interface between technology and traditional 
techniques?

Pam: That’s a wonderful way to put it!
Stan: Does The Ink Shop want to be more 

on the cutting edge of what is happening 
within printmaking as a whole, to bring in 
people who want to explore and promote this 
kind of activity?

Pam: Yes, without losing a sense of the tra
ditional, yet utilizing the technologies, incor
porating them as tools, but also as end prod
ucts as well. We’re not going to exclude pos
sibilities.

Stan: You want to transform traditional 
techniques by interacting with new technolo
gies?

Pam: That’s interesting to think about the 
shop as a laboratory. There is a certain degree 
of science involved because we work with 
chemicals and physical substances that react 
differently in different situations. Papers have 
a certain character, inks have a certain charac
ter, and computers have a certain character too.

Stan: Can you summarize what The Ink 
Shop offers to the community of Ithaca, and 
regionally in upstate New York for that mat
ter?

Christa: We offer four services. First, we 
provide studio space for artists and printmak- 
ers to work on their own pieces. Second, we 
offer classes and workshops in fine art print
making, bookbinding and related areas, thus 
reinforcing the artistic and technical knowl
edge of artists. Third, we offer our service as 
associates on a fee basis to assist artists to

Broadside by Waale

develop and publish their prints. And fourth, 
we publish fine art prints and artist books 
through the Olive Branch Press, and create 
exhibitions.

Plans for the Future
The Ink Shop is now developing three spe

cial programs, all of which will become annu
al projects. First is the H. Peter Kahn 
Memorial Handmade Book Project which 
Samantha Couture will be responsible to 
organize and complete. Second is the Guest 
Artist Print Edition. Third is the Annual 
Portfolio of Prints by printmaker Associates 
of The Ink Shop. All will be available through 
subscription and individual sale next year. 
Already, two prominent artists, Kay 
Walkingstick and Kumi Korf, have been 
approached to create special editions of prints.

Additionally, Fall 2000 will be very busy 
with an ambitious schedule of classes, work
shops, and demonstrations of new tech
niques, open to all who are interested. In 
September, there will be a class in Artists 
Books, a workshop in Making a Blank 
Book/Sketchbook/Personal Journal, and one 
entitled A New non-Acid Etching Technique. 
Starting in October, there will be a six-week 
class on Bookbinding, another offered over 
two weekends called Linocut Class: Positive 
and Negative Space, and a two-day weekend 
workshop on designing your own web site. In 
November, there will be a one-day workshop 
on Making a Custom Photo Album and 
another called New Flexible Litho Plates. 
Additionally, the newly created Artist 
Advisory Board will meet this fall to review
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and recommend visiting artists and interns.
For those who wish to work in the facility, 

there are currently two levels of participation: 
Artist Associate for non-professional print- 
makers for a yearly fee of $200 
(Senior/Student Discount, $150) which gives 
access to the shop during posted supervised 
hours, and Printmaker Associate for profes
sional printmakers for a yearly fee of 
$300 (Senior/Student Discount $250) which 
gives unlimited access to the shop during 
posted hours. Printmaker Associates also 
may act as shop managers on a regular basis.

The future is bright for The Ink Shop. The 
energy is high. An extraordinary number of 
people have donated equipment, funding, 
time and energy to make the workshop a real
ity. Miri Amihai is in the process of estab
lishing The Ink Shop as a tax exempt organi
zation that will enable it to receive govern
mental grants by 2002-2003. In the mean
time, the lasting success of The Ink Shop will 
depend upon the continued generous dona
tions of those who value this kind of artist’s 
community and workshop in Ithaca. If you 
wish to enroll at the Ink Shop, contribute to 
the endowment for the H. Peter Kahn 
Fellowship, offer equipment, extend funding 
support, or contribute to programming or to 
other educational opportunities, please con
tact The Ink Shop, 102 Brindley St., Ithaca, 
NY 14850. (607) 277-3884. Artists® lnk- 
Shop.org. http://www.ink-shop.org,

Stan Bowman is Professor Emeritus o f  
Art at Cornell University.Samantha Couture with Peter K ahn’s woodtype collection. Ink Shop

http://www.ink-shop.org
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Calendar of Art Events
in the Ithaca Area

October / November 2000
Paintings and sculpture by George 

Rhoads at Sola Art Gallery, DeWitt 
Building, 215 N. Cayuga St., Ithaca. 
272-6552. Runs until Oct 6; Mon.-Sat. 
10:30 a.m-5:30 p.m.

Modern Glass Gallery Opens: 
Celebration of Art and History Gallery 
Completion, The New Coming Museum of 
Glass, downtown Coming. 937-5371. Oct 7.

Prints and paintings by Gillian 
Pederson-Krag at Leidenfrost Winery, 
5677 Route 414, Hector. 546-2800. Runs 
until Oct 7; 10 a.m. -  5 p.m. 7 days a week.

Landscapes by Harry Orlyk at Red 
Newt Cellars, 3675 Tichenor Road, Hector. 
546-4100. Gallery@rednewt.com. Runs 
until Oct. 8; Thurs.-Sun. 10 a.m. -  5 p.m.

2000 Biennual: Recent Works by Art 
Faculty at Dowd Fine Arts Gallery, Dowd 
Arts Ctr, at comer of Graham and Prospect 
Sts, State University College at Cortland. 
753-4216. Runs until Oct. 13; Tues.-Sat. 
11 a.m.-4 p.m.

"Of Women and Children," sculpture 
by Victor Colby and paintings by Arnold 
Singer at The Upstairs Gallery, DeWitt 
Office Complex, 215 N. Cayuga St., Ithaca. 
272-8614. Runs until Oct. 21; Tues. -  Sat. 
11 a.m. -3p.m.

Changing Roles/Changing Views: 
Prints and Photographs depicting a 
Woman's New York, 1900-1940 at Herbert 
F. Johnson Museum, Central & University 
Aves., Cornell University. 254—4563. Runs 
until Oct. 22; Tues. -  Sun. 10 a.m. -  5 p.m.

Blackness in Color: African-American 
artists of the 1960s & 1970s at Herbert F. 
Johnson Museum, Central & University 
Aves., Cornell University. 254-4563. Runs 
until Oct. 22; Tues. -  Sun. 10 a.m. -  5 p.m.

Paintings by Bill Benson at Littlestone 
Gallery, 407 Old Taughannock Blvd., 
Ithaca. 277-5119. Oct. 4 -  Oct. 28; Wed. -  
Fri. 10 a.m. -  6 p.m.; Sat. 10 a.m. -  4 p.m.

The Nature of Holograms and Dual 
Perspectives: Paintings by Jack White and 
William Roberts at Schweinfurth 
Memorial Art Center, 205 Genesee St., 
Auburn. 315-255-1553. Runs until Oct. 29; 
Tues. -  Sat. 10 a.m. - 5  p.m.; Sun. 1 - 5  p.m.

Photography by Rhea Garen at State of 
the Art Gallery, 120 W. State St, Ithaca. 
277-1626. Oct. 5 -  Oct. 29; Thurs. 1 2 - 6  
p.m.; Fri. 1 2 - 8  p.m.; Weekends, 1 2 - 5  p.m.

Paintings by Ann Miller at Leidenfrost 
Winery, 5677 Route 414, Hector. 546-2800. 
Oct. 8 -  Oct. 31; 10-5 p.m., 7 days a week.

Sculptures by Richard Metzgar and Paul 
J. Bartow at String Room Gallery, Wells

College, Aurora. 315-364-3260. Oct. 4-Nov. 
3; Mon.-Fri. 9 a.m.-5 p.m.; Sat. & Sun. 1-5 p.m.

Mor Faye, Senegalese painter at 
Handwerker Gallery, Gannett Center of 
Ithaca College. 274 -  1440. Oct. 5 -  Nov. 5; 
Mon. -  Fri. 11 a.m. -  5 p.m.

Chinese paintings at Herbert F. Johnson 
M useum, Central & University Aves., 
Cornell University. 254-4563. Runs until 
Nov. 5; Tues. -  Sun. 10 a.m -  5 p.m.

Recent Acquisitions & "Sonna Sharrett: 
Mementos" at Everson Museum of Art, 
401 Harrison St., Syracuse. 315-474-6064. 
Sept. 16 -  Nov. 12; Tues. -  Fri. 1 2 - 5  p.m.; 
Sat. 10 a.m. -  5 p.m.; Sun. 12 - 5  p.m.

171 Faculty Show at 171 Cedar Arts 
Center, 171 Cedar St., Coming. 936-4647. 
Sept. 7 -  Nov. 15; Mon. -  Fri. 10 a.m. -  8 p.m.; 
Sat. 10 a.m. -  2 p.m.

Crossing: Paintings by Syau-Cheng Lai 
at Clinton House Artspace, 116 N. Cayuga 
St., Ithaca. 273-5072. Oct. 1 -  Nov. 15; Mon.
-  Sat. 10 a.m. -  5:30 p.m.

Greater Ithaca Art Trail Group Show at 
Red Newt Cellars, 3675 Tichenor Road, 
Hector. 546-4100. Oct. 12 -  Nov. 19; Thurs. -  
Sun. 10 a.m. - 5  p.m.

Paintings by Stephen Barbash at The 
Upstairs Gallery, DeWitt Building, 215 N. 
Cayuga St., Ithaca. 272-8614. Oct. 24 -  
Nov. 18; Tues. -  Sat. 11 a.m. - 3  p.m.

Installation of a sacred mandala sand 
painting at 171 Cedar Arts Center, 171 
Cedar St., Coming. 936-4647. Nov. 20 -  22; 
Mon.-Fri. 10 a.m.- 8  p.m.; Sat. 10 a.m .-2 p.m.

African Wedding Baskets & Pots at Sola 
Art Gallery, DeWitt Office Complex, 215 N. 
Cayuga St., Ithaca. 272-6552. Oct. 24 -  
Nov. 25; Mon. -  Sat. 10:30 a.m. -  5:30 p.m.

Paintings by Annie Campbell at 
Littlestone Gallery, 407 Old Taughannock 
Blvd, Ithaca. 277-5119. Nov. 10 -  25; Wed.
-  Fri. 10 a.m. -  6 p.m.; Sat. 10 a.m. -  4 p.m.

A Sense of Place: Israel, Ireland, Ithaca.
Paintings, prints and photographs by 
Miri Amihai at State of the Art Gallery, 
120 W. State St, Ithaca. 277-1626. Nov. 2-26; 
Thurs. 12-6 p.m.; Fri. 12-8 p.m.; Weekends, 
12-5 p.m.

Recent Works by Thomas S. Buechner at 
West End Gallery, 12 W. Market St., 
Coming. 936 -  2011. Oct. 12 -  Nov. 28; Mon.
-  Wed. 10 am - 5:30 pm; Thurs. -  Fri. 10 a.m. -  
8 p.m.; Sat. 10 a.m. -  4 p.m.; Sun. 1 2 - 5  pjn.

New Optical Fiber Exhibit at The New 
Coming Museum of Glass, downtown 
Coming. 937-5371. Opens Nov 28.

Colorful Abstracts by Roberta Nelson 
at American Primitive Art Gallery, 2147

Route 96A, Ovid. 869-9585. Nov. 1 to Nov. 
30; Tues. -  Sat. 10 a.m. -  6 p.m.

Q uilts by Karey Solomon at 
Leidenfrost Winery, 5677 Route 414, 
Hector. 546-2800. Nov. 1 -  Nov. 30; 1 0 - 5  
p.m., 7 days a week.

Watercolors by Susan Titus & African 
Art of Mali at Titus Gallery, 222 the 
Commons, Ithaca. 277-2649. Ocf. -  Nov.; 
Tues. -  Sat. 10 a.m. -  6 p.m.

Fall Printmaker Associates Show at The 
Ink Shop Printm aking Center/Olive 
Branch Press Gallery, 120 Brindley St., 
Ithaca. 277-3884. Runs through November; 
Tues. -  Fri. 1 2 - 6  p.m.; Thurs. 1 2 - 8  p.m.; 
weekends by appointment.

Paintings and sculptures by John Lyon 
Paul at String Room Gallery, Wells College, 
Aurora. 315-364-3260. Nov. 8 -  Dec. 1; Mon. 
-  Fri. 9 a.m. -  5 p.m.; Sat. & Sun. 1 - 5  p.m.

Small Treasures from Japan at Sola Art 
Gallery, DeWitt Office Complex, 215 N. 
Cayuga St., Ithaca. 272-6552. Nov. 28 -  
Dec. 3; Mon. -  Sat. 10:30 a.m. -  5:30 p.m.

From Drawings to Sculptures: drawing 
as a means to another end, featuring Bill 
Galt and Rob Licht at Dowd Fine Arts 
Gallery, Dowd Arts Ctr, at corner of 
Graham and Prospect Sts, State University 
College at Cortland. 753-4216. Oct. 27 -  
Dec. 8; Tues. -  Sat. 11 a.m. -  4 p.m.

American Scene: photographs by
Berenice Abbott of American people and 
places in the 1920 at Handwerker Gallery, 
Gannett Center, Ithaca College. 274-3018. 
Nov. 15 -  Dec. 10; Mon. -  Fri. 11 a.m.- 5  p.m.

Ithaca Artists Show 2000 at The 
Upstairs Gallery, DeWitt Building, 215 N. 
Cayuga St., Ithaca. 272-8614. Nov. 21 -  
Dec. 30; Tues. -  Sat. 11 a.m. -  3 p.m.

Prints of the Renaissance Body at 
Herbert F. Johnson Museum, Central & 
University Aves., Cornell University. 
254-4563. Runs until ]an. 7, 2001; Tues. -  
Sun. 10 a.m. - 5  p.m.

Sparkle at West End Gallery: Annual 
Holiday Exhibit, 12 W. Market St., Coming. 
936 -  2011. Dec. 2 -  ]an. 20; Mon. -  Wed. 10 
a.m. -  5:30 p.m.; Thurs. -  Fri. 10 a.m. -  8 p.m.; 
Sat. 10 a.m. -  4 p.m.; Sun. 1 2 - 5  p.m.

The Color of Light, Photographs by 
Dede Hatch at Lamoreaux Landing Wine 
Cellars, 9224 Route 414, Lodi. 582-6011. 
Runs until Feb. 2001.

Everson Ceramic National 2000 at 
Everson Museum of Art, 401 Harrison St., 
Syracuse. 315-474-6064. Ocf. 7 -  Feb. 4, 
2001; Tues. -  Fri. 1 2 - 5  p.m.; Sat. 10 a.m. -  5 
p.m.; Sun. 1 2 - 5  p.m.

SOLA ART QALUBKY

MARTIN MCGOWAN 
Woodcuts 

AFRICAN ARTG
\jJedfiruj J3«fc its , ZmUxx 
C«r«mtc Vessel 1 : Zamtai 
KpfcCferewonWC^Co*,
Dewttt Matt, ithmci, rfr 14850 
T*fc 607 275 • 8552

<a f e  D e w it t

Sunday
10-2

Crispy Com Fritters 
Lemon Souffle Pancakes 

Farmhouse Breakfast 
Eggs Benedict 

Waffles & Compote 
Omelettes with 

Breadbasket 
Roasted Garlic Potatoes 
Chicken-Apple Sausages 
Specials change daily

DeWitt Mall, Ithaca 
273-3473

Old Friends
book restoration & binding

custom thesis bindin!

Wednesday 3:30-5:30 
Friday & Saturday 10:00-5:30

DeWitt Bldg, 215 N Cayuga St, Rm 328 
Ithaca, NY 14850 (607) 277-8719 

www. abe books, com/home/oldf riends 
oldfrnd@clarityconnect.com

COMING OUT OF 
THE WOODS

the so lita ry  life o f  a m a verick  n a tu ra lis t

*  «!
“An absorbing, unflinching, and 

surprisingly comic account o f how 
one man— a devoted father— withdrew from the 

world and gradually returned.
It’s as wise and instinctive 

as it is compelling.”
—Reynolds Price

Wallace Kaufman
I —

Perseus * 336 pages * $26 cloth

Writing at the Kitchen Table

Till: a u t h o r iz e d  
B I O G R A P H Y  OF 

ELI ZABETH DAVID

ARTEMIS COOPER

“(Elizabeth David] is to me probably the greatest 
food writer we have.”

—James Beard

“Elizabeth David stood for: excellence of 
ingredients, simplicity of preparation, respect for 
tradition. She stood against: fuss, overdecoration, 
pretentiousness. . . . [She] wrote as she cooked: 

with simplicity, purity, color, [and] 
self-effacing authority.”

—Julian Bames, The New Yorker

“It can be said that Elizabeth David’s discovery 
of Italy changed forever the serious cook’s 

conception of Italian cuisine.”
—Julia Child

“At last we have this vivid portrait of Elizabeth 
David by Artemis Cooper, who not only writes 
like an angel, but has done her research with 

great skill and obvious enjoyment.”
— Sunday Times (London)

Ecco/HarperCollins * 364 pages * $27.50 cloth

mailto:Gallery@rednewt.com
mailto:oldfrnd@clarityconnect.com
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Pachyderm Postcards
continued from page 5

knee- to shoulder-deep. In the aftermath we 
enjoy new blooms of mold, fungi, bugs, 
power problems, cook fire problems, and a 
thousand lessons in decay of clothes, paper, 
food. But things are continuing to go well: no 
one's had more than a brief bout of illness, 
and most of our equipment is holding up.

And things cool down after rain. The sweat 
bees disappear, and the elephants stop com
peting and have fun. They slither and squirm, 
wallow, and rub themselves all over in mud- 
holes, emerging terra cotta or black or golden 
or bright orange depending on the clay pit vis
ited. Then as they wander around, rubbing or 
bumping against one another, elephants of dif
ferent colors get contrasting spots of red, let’s 
say. on yellow. A splashing drink in a central 
water hole adds a wide black stripe down the 
center of the back, a black trunk and black 
leggings, then a pass back through the first pit 
results in a set of yellow boots. And of course 
everyone is different. A pageant, as it seems to 
us in the balcony, but down below the actors 
are oblivious of their clown suits.

The balcony is a huge observation platform 
overlooking the Dzanga forest clearing. Here 
an old technical desire of mine has become a 
reality. A computer sits on a table simultane
ously displaying a moving picture of the ani
mals we are video-filming, and moving spec
trograms of the sounds that surround us of all 
the low-pitched sounds we can hear as well as 
many sounds below the range of human hear
ing. All of this is being committed to memory 
in film and on disk. We can attribute particu
lar calls to particular elephants, because our 
video recordings are coupled with audio 
recordings from an array of microphones sur
rounding the elephant clearing: differences in 
arrival time identify the spot where each 
recorded sound was made. The mikes feed 
into autonomous recording devices derived 
from the ones Chris Clark and his Cornell

Bioacoustics team use for recording whales. 
Ours are buried in termite mounds.

Steve is still working on improvements and 
measurements. More are needed; but mean
while we have started to learn how the forest 
elephants’ calls function in their lives. All 
kinds of hunches about particular elephants 
and their associations, built up by Andrea dur
ing nine years of observation, are being con
firmed. The privilege of being involved in this 
hour of discovery is the greatest fun for me, 
Andrea, Mya and Melissa (the details deserve 
a letter unto themselves). For Steve, at his 
table covered with wires and tools, the most 
fun lies in using the information we’re getting 
to design a practical methodology for moni
toring elephants acoustically. May his dream 
come true. In the meantime Richard Barnes 
and Robert MacCurdy are using a set of the 
current autonomous recording units in the 
Kakum National Park in Ghana where 
Richard also has a team counting elephant
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dung piles. By September we’ll have data sets 
of both sorts to compare with each other and 
with our recordings from Dzanga.

It is a huge relief to know that salient data 
are coming in. Tropical nights are long, 
though, and in the middle of the night I begin 
“to see the forest for the trees” and worry 
about the larger picture. So many conflicting 
agendas stand between the collection of infor
mation about a potentially lucrative natural 
resource and its protection. There are huge 
“areas of disconnect” between what we con
sider important and the realities of the local 
environments into which our findings must be 
integrated. Four elephants have been poached 
locally since our arrival two months ago: cor
ruption protects the owners of the guns. But in 
a country where human survival is on the 
edge, I guess it is remarkable if issues having 
to do with the conservation of nature are part 
of a national agenda at all. Dzanga is far, far 
from modem cities because unconnected by

transportation: during the all-day drive fron. 
the capitol city we saw fewer than ten vehi 
cles, most of them lumber trucks. Local activ
ities have a life and rationale of their own, i 
language of their own. and an unpredictablt 
relationship to decisions made at a distance 
The bigger question becomes, not how man) 
elephants are there to protect, but what can be 
done to protect them in a place and time like 
this?'

With this question in mind 1 am doubly, 
triply aware of the example of heroic people, 
people who hunker down and stay through 
thick and thin, get a grip on the situation and 
do their work no matter what, leading others, 
including folk of very different backgrounds, 
by the force of their conviction and by sheer 
example. Andrea has introduced us to several 
such folks here, including Nigil Orbell and 
Lisa Steel of the World Wildlife Fund’s 
Dzanga Forest Reserve Project. My hat is off 
to them, and most of all to Andrea Turkalo 
herself. It’s clear that her steady, interactive, 
no-nonsense local presence over the last nine 
years has contributed more than anything else 
to the survival and vibrant health of the 
Dzanga elephants. The Wildlife Conservation 
Society has supported this long-term, demo
graphic documentation of the largest forest 
elephant population in the world. This is the 
only such study ever undertaken, a ground- 
breaker exponentially valuable with each 
passing year.

Here I’ll leave off for now. I am afraid this 
can’t be quite what l wish to send to each of 
you, but I must get back to work. I invite those 
nearest and dearest to me to imagine your let
ters dog-eared and grubby from being read 
and reread. To the rest this brings best wishes 
and deep thanks for the privilege of being here 
amid these fine folk and beautiful animals.

As always,
Katy

Animal Crackers
continued from page 6

crops. They discovered that the research con
cerning yield data that was reported by 
Monsanto to the EPA was falsified. The stud
ies that are in the public record showed less of 
a yield with the GE plants than the yields 
reported for non-GE crops. However, the data 
reported by Monsanto to the EPA showed a 
greater yield for the GE crops. The United 
States Environmental Protection Agency 
accepted that as fact. When these authors 
approached the EPA about the discrepancy, 
the EPA said they would look into it but they 
never did. It’s also interesting to note that the 
people in charge at the EPA, who are safe
guarding these GE crops, were appointees 
who had been previously employed by public 
relations firms supported by these multina
tional companies. There certainly seems to be 
a tie-in between the lobbying interests in 
Washington and what is being reported by the 
governmental agencies.

TD: How can such conflicts of interest be 
avoided?

RM: I think that research funding should 
come from sources that have no strings 
attached to them, so that scientists are free to 
publish their results in peer-reviewed journals 
for the benefit of scientists anywhere in the 
world. This is good research. Bad research is 
where funding comes from private sources 
who withhold information in the interest of 
developing products for profit. This bad 
research gives the whole field of science a bad 
name. It creates large differences of opinion in 
the public sector. It makes it difficult for hon
est and concerned scientists to conduct proper 
research.

TD: What can be done with genetic engi
neering biotechnology research to benefit the 
farmer and the consumer?

RM: Let me site a few examples of work 
that could be done at the Boyce Thompson 
Institute right now. There is the question of 
ozone resistance in plants. The byproducts of 
the automobile exhaust have created a pall 
over much of the U.S., resulting in billions of 
dollars of crop loss. If genetic engineering 
were used to introduce resistance to ozone, 
this crop loss could be recouped. Also, the 
increasing use of chemicals in urban areas has 
produced a tremendous increase in heavy 
metal contamination of our soil. Heavy metals 
accumulate in plants to toxic levels and then 
get into the food chain. If we can somehow 
genetically engineer plants so they do not 
accumulate heavy metals, we would then 
greatly increase the availability of plants for 
human and animal consumption without the 
danger of heavy metal contamination.

TD: So you see the use of GE plants in the 
role of bio-remediation.

RM: Well, yes. The exact opposite case can 
be made for plants that can be bio-engineered 
to accumulate toxic substances from the air, 
soil and water. This could then be used to 
reduce contamination of potential growing 
sites. Another example are the many cases of 
natural insect resistance in plants. By bioengi
neering, this natural resistance can be incor
porated into other plants. Those plants can 
then be grown successfully in areas where 
there is a severe problem. This is a natural 
resistance as opposed to using herbicides. It’s 
always better to use a natural source instead of 
an artificial chemical source.

TD: Yet previous technological revolutions, 
such as nuclear power, were heavily hyped at 
their outset. It took a number of years to real
ize that radioactive waste was a long-term 
problem. Also, it took decades for the hazards 
of DDT to be detected. Chlorofluorocarbons 
(CFC’s) were hyped without much research.

When the research started coming in, we real
ized that industry had created a terrible prob
lem.

RM: There have been many examples of 
things that have gone on in our world where 
we have accepted them but not looked to the 
long-range consequences. We talked about the 
lack of proper testing. Has anyone ever done 
proper testing of the effects of Coca-Cola on 
children? Has anyone ever tested the effects 
of Frosted Flakes on our population? There 
has never been proper testing to see what the 
long-range effects would be from eating this 
junk. Right now, we’re jumping because 
we’re listening to a lot of hype about geneti
cally engineered products. I don’t know 
whether GE products are going to produce 
effects on our population worse than Coca- 
Cola, but I do believe there should be proper 
testing of both GE products and Coke.

TD: In New York State, the Assembly 
Agriculture Committee is now sitting on a 5- 
year moratorium bill, A 9871. Do you think 
the moratorium is an effective way to get 
independent research protocols established 
and create the necessary labeling for the con
sumer’s right to know?

RM: This is a tough one. Although in prin
ciple I agree with the moratorium, I’m afraid 
its far-reaching affects would severely hurt 
the research effort. Researchers are now fight
ing for public funds. I think a moratorium 
would cause a further drying up of public 
funding and make it much more difficult for 
scientists to conduct their vocation. I’m not 
sure that’s the best way to go. I would rather 
see more effort placed in the public arena, leg
islative changes, public lobbying; since the 
multinational’s have been doing such a good 
job of it, the public ought to get in there to 
lobby for legislation supporting proper label
ing and testing.

TD: Aside from a moratorium and lobby
ing, can you think of other ways for the pub
lic to get involved?

RM: I think there is definitely an alternate 
active way to fight this thing. That is an 
active boycott of these crops. But people 
have to realize that if you do a boycott, you’ll 
have to severely limit the foods you’re going 
to be able to eat because of the extensive 
nature of bioengineered substances in our 
foods. The oils that are used in most foods 
come from bioengineered sources. So we 
have to really support our natural food farm
ers and grocers and be able to do without a lot 
of things we’re used to eating. But I think a 
boycott can definitely be effective. People 
should demand that there be proper labeling. 
Let New York become one of the leaders in 
starting an effort against GMOs and do this 
by demanding proper testing and labeling of 
these food substances that are being sold in 
the state. I think one of the most important 
things in understanding any problem is 
knowledge. We have to increase the knowl
edge base that is available to the public so 
that they have a clear understanding of what 
is going on and don’t jump to hysterical con
clusions based upon hearsay or popular feel
ing. We have to open up all of the resources 
we can so that people are aware of what is 
actually happening to them, and what are the 
alternatives.

Tony Del Plato is the coordinator o f  
Ithaca-area Safe Food Campaign/Organic 
Consumers Association, a consumer advoca
cy, educational and legislative group. He has 
been a professional chef for nearly 25 years 
and in the food business for over 35 years. He 
is a shareholder o f Moosewood Restaurant 
and co-author o f five Moosewood Restaurant 
Cookbooks.
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The Water and the Trees
Worth Godwin

For the first five years of my life, I lived in 
a small house on Krum’s Corners Road, 
between Ithaca and Trumansburg, New York. 
1 don’t remember a lot about that house. 1 do 
remember the front door was red, and that the 
bedroom I shared with my younger brother 
had a sloped ceiling and was at the other end 
of the hall from my parents’ bedroom. I also 
remember that the back yard was surrounded 
by trees that hid interesting things like toads 
and garter snakes in the summer and that cov
ered the lawn with leaves in the fall.

When I was five my father, a professor at 
Ithaca College, took us on his sabbatical leave 
to Germany and Italy. When we came back, I 
was six, and we moved into a new home in 
Trumansburg on Agard Road.

I liked our new home a lot. It too had toads 
and garter snakes, and many, many trees 
which shed leaves I learned to hate when I 
grew old enough to rake.

Behind the house was a stream that fed a 
large pond. The creek had a line of stepping 
stones that led across it, and a little further 
upstream was another set of stones that acted 
as a kind of dam. Right after we moved in, my 
brother and I fought over who owned which 
set of stones. I doubt either one of us really 
felt one set was better than the other, but we 
had to fight over them anyway for much the 
same reason that we used to walk around 
shouting “Orange juice!” “Apple juice!” at 
each other.

In the spring the stream and the shallow 
parts of the pond would fill with pollywogs of 
all sizes. As the days grew longer and warmer 
I’d watch for the large gooey masses of eggs 
to appear. I’d check every day to see if they’d 
hatched into the squiggling schools of tad
poles which gradually and mysteriously grew 
legs and became more and more like frogs. I 
used to be confused about why some of the 
tadpoles turned into big frogs and why the 
ones at the far end of the pond, which I didn’t 
check as often, only seemed to end up as tiny 
toads the size of the tip of my pinkie finger. 
For a while I thought the toads were baby 
frogs and would get bigger in a year or two, 
but 1 figured it out after awhile.

The pond was the center of my world. 
Whenever I was outside, most things I did 
were somehow in relation to the pond. I spent 
many long summer afternoons absorbed in a 
book, swinging gently in the hammock hung 
between the pair of willow trees that grew at 
the water’s edge. Or I’d be swimming, avoid
ing the algae clumps and the subtly menacing 
sections of the pond’s floor, which were bare 
of grasses. The bare spots were so dark it used 
to look like there was nothing there. I would 
scare myself by imagining that if I got too 
close, huge tentacles would come out and pull 
me down into some evil dimension.

I’d take out the old boat with the rusted 
seat and row here and there, looking at the

large-mouth bass silvering back and forth 
beneath the water, comparing the plants that 
grew on one side of the pond to the ones that 
grew on the other, or throwing things down 
the overflow pipe at the east end of the pond. 
The only time I didn’t like to go out on the 
boat was when my father wanted me to help 
him put the blue-green chemicals in the water 
to kill the algae. I didn’t mind the rowing 
itself. It was just the strict back and forth, 
back and forth, in straight lines which both
ered me: I always wanted to explore where 
my impulses led.

Some days I would walk over the earthen 
dam to the woods that stood on the north side 
of the pond, opposite the house. A short dis
tance in, the path forked to the left, and ran 
parallel to the water’s edge. It ended near an 
immense pile of dirt, overgrown with bram
bles, which was left over from when they 
originally dug the pond decades ago. If you 
went straight instead of left, the path cut 
through the woods for close to half a mile, 
dipping down through a creek and back up 
again to where it ended in a fallow field.

On my way, I stopped to look for salaman
ders in the creek, which had lots of flat rocks 
to turn over that I hoped would hide the dark, 
speckled amphibians. After that, I’d climb the 
hill and turn right and follow the field’s edge 
to a deer trail which only careful eyes could 
find. Balancing on the steep slope of the 
gorge, I’d climb down to one of my favorite 
spots: a short waterfall which trickled over 
shale to a shallow pool below. The waterfall 
was fed by the same creek 1 had crossed a few 
minutes before, and led through a ravine to a 
swampy area, criss-crossed with mossy fallen 
trees, which I named Prevost Swamp in honor 
of one of my oldest friends.

Sometimes I’d climb back up to the field 
and cross to the other side, which marked the 
back border of my parents’ land, and slide 
down into another ravine. This one was paved 
with stones, all that was left of the old railroad 
which once carried salt from the mines years 
before I was bom. When I got to the bottom, I 
had a choice: turn right, or left.

Sometimes I would turn right and walk 
until the stone track faded away, and the 
ravine opened up and flattened out into a field 
with a view of Cayuga Lake spread out before 
me. But usually I would go left, and walk for 
about a mile along the path, crossing only a 
single back road, until I reached Taughannock 
Park. There the trail led onto an old train tres
tle, which hangs directly over the uppermost 
part of the falls. I would press my face up to 
the chain fence and look straight down hun
dreds of feet to the cascade which fell so 
much farther than the tiny falls on our proper
ty. I’d stand there for a long time, listening to 
the quiet rumble below me, occasionally 
dropping stones, to watch them slowly tumble 
down past layer after layer of sedimentary 
rock, plummeting back through millions of 
years of time until they vanished into the 
froth.

Eventually 1 would head back, walking 
along the shade-dappled track, stones 
crunching under my feet, until I spotted a 
familiar bush or contour of the land and 
knew 1 was home. I’d climb up the scree and 
continue toward the house. On the way. I’d 
leave the trail and move quietly between the 
trees, focusing on my senses. Then I would 
begin to notice the sound of my breathing, 
and smell the musty scent of leaves turning 
slowly back to soil. More than once, I 
sneaked up on a grazing doe and her faun, 
who would snort and bound away with a 
flick of their tails.

Our front lawn was dominated by an 
ancient catalpa tree. In the spring the tree was 
glorious with white blossoms nested between 
leaves bigger than a man’s hand. The flowers 
would fall and in their place would grow foot- 
long seed pods, which made great 
boomerangs except that they never came 
back.

Soon after we moved in, my father ham
mered up boards and nails to build a ladder up 
the side of the tree facing the lawn. The ladder 
led to a huge branch that jutted out as high as 
the second story of our house. I was constant
ly climbing up and sitting on that branch, 
alternately surveying our property and watch
ing the black ants crawl back and forth along 
the deep folds of the bark.

In August I would work my way along the 
briars that grew around one edge of the front 
lawn, looking for black caps. Sometimes I 
would just eat them right off the bush, or I’d 
take a bowl, half fill it with the dark, sweet 
berries and run back inside to pour cereal and 
milk over them.

The very best black caps were the ones that 
grew in the middle of the thickest bram
bles— 1 had to change from my shorts into 
pants to get to them without scratching my 
legs. The berries were out of the direct sun
light and so took longer to grow, making them 
twice as large and sweet as the ones growing 
closer to the light.

One of the things I most looked forward to 
happened when school began: At the end of 
every summer, I combed the fields up and 
down Agard Road, checking for Monarchs. I 
would take a jar and wade through the com, 
looking for the telltale droppings and chewed 
leaves on the milkweed plants. I usually col
lected around twenty of the striped caterpillars 
and put them into a terrarium with plenty of 
leaves. I watched as they did nothing but eat 
and eat and grow and grow for days, until 
finally they would climb, one by one, and 
attach themselves to the mesh lid of their 
home.

They would hang by their tails and wriggle 
back and forth until their skins fell off into a 
tiny dark bundle, leaving a bare light green 
worm. Then in a few hours they would sweat 
a fluid which hardened into a beautiful emer
ald chrysalis with a single line of tiny gold 
dots. In a week or two, the shell turned clear, 
and the wet butterflies crawled out, hanging

and slowly pumping blood to fill out their 
rusty, folded wings. I would mix sugar and 
water, coax them onto a fingertip, and watch 
amazed as they uncoiled their straw-like 
tongues to suck the food from an eyedropper. 
After another day I knew I had to let them go, 
so I took them outside and waited for them to 
fly off my hand and spiral up into the pale fall 
sky.

As the days grew shorter and the weather 
colder, I didn’t range out as far. The leaves 
would cover the acres of lawn which wrapped 
around the house, and it seemed that I spent 
all day raking and chucking the green, strong
smelling walnut fruit into the woods which 
grew between the house and the road.

When the snow fell, my brother and I would 
sled down the short hill between the patio and 
the stream, until one time the branch of a 
small tree whipped me just below my left eye, 
leaving a tiny scar which I still carry. We also 
sledded and built snow forts on the taller hill 
behind the former owner’s woodshed, which 
we never kept our wood in. I would pretend to 
fall off my sled and lie there unconscious in 
my big hooded coat and snow pants, imagin
ing that when I opened my eyes the grass 
would be growing again, and the sun would be 
shining, and it would be warm.

There was a twin pair of trees on that slope 
which had grown from a single seed. I used to 
pretend that if I could slip between them with
out touching either one, I could escape to a 
better world, away from the winter or the kids 
at school.

When the pond was frozen solid and we 
saw the deer tracks, we knew it was safe, and 
we could walk out onto the ice and listen to it 
creaking beneath our weight. In some places, 
the ice was frosted and opaque, but in others 
we could see the water beneath, and I'd won
der how the fish could stand the cold.

As I got older, things began to change, as 
they always do— we had to cut down the two 
willows for fear they might uproot and hit the 
house in a storm, so I was never again able to 
lie and read, lulled by the quiet creak of the 
hammock; the catalpa tree I used to climb 
was dying, so that too had to be cut down. 
Then I started to work in the summers, and 
they no longer seemed to stretch out forever 
in front of me the way they did when 1 was 
younger.

After I left for college, my parents sold the 
old house out on Agard Road and moved into 
a smaller place just outside Ithaca. I’ve been 
back a couple of times, with the permission of 
the new owner, and walked again around the 
pond and through the trees to the old spots I 
knew as a child. I stopped at the waterfall, 
crossed the creek on my brother’s stepping 
stones, and even squeezed again between the 
twin trees, although I couldn’t help but brush 
against them as I did.

W orth Godwin is a creative writing major 
at Ithaca College and lifetime resident o f the 
area.
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Sketch of Tom Eisner by his mother Margarete Heil during his high school days in Uruguay.

Thomas Eisner

One of my favorite activities in my teens 
was playing piano duets with my father. Ever 
since I was about ten. he would call me to the 
keyboard when he came home evenings and 
put me “to work” playing the bass part to 
some classical piece of his selection. He led 
the way, choosing the tempo, and 1 was under 
strict orders not to stop, no matter how tricky 
the passage. “Just count and keep on going,” 
he would say, “don’t worry about the wrong 
notes. Skip a bar if need be and come back in 
whenever, but don’t lose your place. 
Otherwise you won’t be able to make sense of 
the piece.” It was good training. In the begin
ning we played mostly Handel and Haydn, but 
by the time 1 was in my teens we graduated to 
Schumann and Brahms. He had amassed an 
extensive collection of classical selections 
arranged for piano, 4-hands. I got to know the 
string quartet literature that way, and much of 
the symphonic repertoire. Among our 
favorites were Max Reger’s arrangements of 
Bach’s Brandenburg concertos. I remember 
being mesmerized by the extraordinarily inno
vative andante movement of the second con
certo, which I couldn’t hear often enough. I 
must have been about fifteen when my father 
said one day that I would henceforth be sitting 
to his right at the piano. I would be playing the 
top two voices and leading the way. It was his 
way of acknowledging that I was growing up.

My father was the first in his family to earn 
a university degree, but it didn’t come easily. 
Following an operation for a burst appendix 
when he was in high school, he was felled by 
a septicemic infection that put him in the hos
pital for the better part of a year. When he was 
finally discharged, he was so weakened that 
there was no question of his returning to 
school. Besides, he had fallen behind in all his 
subjects. So the decision was made that he 
should become a pharmacist’s apprentice. 
After serving in the German army in World 
War I he enrolled as a chemistry student, first 
in Munich, and later at the University of 
Berlin. There he became a doctoral student 
under Fritz Haber, the renowned Nobel laure
ate who had been the first to synthesize 
ammonia from its constitutive elements (the 
synthesis was to have enormous agricultural 
impact because it made possible the inexpen
sive incorporation of atmospheric nitrogen 
into fertilizer). My father loved his student 
days, and I was fascinated by his reminis
cences. He used to muse about the irony that 
he almost failed to get his Ph.D. Technically, 
since he didn’t have a high school diploma, he 
didn’t qualify for a doctorate. To remedy the 
problem he ended up having to enroll in a spe
cial high school program at the same time that 
he was writing his Ph.D. thesis. Laughingly he 
used to wonder whether he might have been 
the only German of his generation to have 
obtained a Ph.D. without a high school 
degree. And oh, how fondly he remembered 
those days! Only at the university, he used to 
say, is the mind truly free to soar.

There was never any question that I’d end 
up in college. I had been led to believe that 
growing up was a privilege and that getting 
educated was its purpose. My parents were 
both of that view and I was easily persuaded. 
1 loved my parents and had immense trust in 
their judgement. So when they announced one 
day that they were thinking of emigrating to 
the United States to give us kids a chance to 
study at a world-class university, I immediate
ly embraced the notion. My sister, who was 
older and had grown to feel utterly at home in 
Uruguay, was more hesitant.

We had come to Montevideo by a circuitous 
route. After leaving Hitler’s Germany early 
on, in 1933, we unwisely chose to settle in 
Spain, where we were caught up in the civil 
war. We fled to France; but after only a few 
months, and having lost all illusions about the 
future of Europe, we sailed for South 
America. After a brief stay in Argentina, we 
settled in Montevideo in 1937, where we were

to remain, happily, for the next ten years.
My parents had anticipated World War II and 

were in no way surprised when European hos
tilities finally broke out in 1939. “Germany 
will be defeated,” they predicted; “English will 
be the language of peacetime.” Even during the 
dark initial phases of the war, or after Pearl 
Harbor, they never doubted the outcome. “You 
kids will do well to learn English,’’they said, 
and my sister and I listened.

Still, our parents were unwilling to break 
entirely with their cultural background. Hitler 
had usurped the language for a time, they used 
to say, but one should not forget that Goethe and 
Johann Sebastian Bach were also German. “We 
will speak German at home,” they declared, 
“and we will see if we can find a German tutor 
for you.” “To make sure you leam English we 
will enroll you in an English school,” they 
added. It was assumed that we would pick up 
Spanish from our surrounds, and we did.

We were enrolled in Miss Hannah’s 
International School, and true to plan com
pleted our elementary studies in English. 
School hours were from eight to noon, so 
there was ample time in the afternoon for 
German lessons. Mrs. Gerda Wahrmann, a 
rabbi’s wife whom we adored, became our 
tutor and she struggled gallantly to persuade 
us of the logic of the German grammar. My 
sister was the better student by far. I had 
developed strong anti-German feelings as a 
consequence of the war and couldn’t quite see 
the point of learning German. But I did tty 
hard, if for no other reason than to please Mrs. 
Wahrmann. J. S. Bach, I decided, could be 
understood without knowing German.

When the time came to go to high school, 
my sister enrolled in the Lycee Fran^ais, 
thereby picking up a fourth language. I was 
eager to avoid such effort and registered in 
one of the Uruguayan high schools. I graduat
ed fifth in my class, which meant that I would 
lead in the procession at the graduation cere
monies as one of the guardiabanderas—the 
guards of the flag. The rumor reached me that 
that there were some in my class who object
ed to a Jew being granted such a privilege, but 
they never revealed their identity, and I took 
considerable pride in the honor. Anti- 
Semitism was not rampant in Uruguay. In fact, 
Uruguay’s immigration policy toward Jewish 
refugees in the thirties was one of the most 
liberal in the Western Hemisphere. We cer
tainly felt that we owed Uruguay our lives.

We remained in Montevideo for one more 
year, so I enrolled in the Lycee Fran^ais in the 
college preparatory program. Since I knew I 
wouldn't be finishing my courses, I took things 
pretty lightly. I played billiards a lot, sometimes 
cutting classes to do so, and took up smoking. 
And I saw a lot of movies. At Miss Hannah’s I 
had acquired a British accent, which I was now 
eager to shake. Watching a lot of Humphrey 
Bogart, I thought, would do the trick, and I 
believe I must have seen Casablanca a half a 
dozen times. I also took time to pursue butterfly 
collecting, which had become a passion. I had 
become a naturalist, despite the abysmal biolo
gy courses I had taken in high school. We had 
been forced to memorize virtually every phy

lum and class of animals, but never learned a 
thing about evolution. In a sidewalk sale I 
acquired a three-volume set, paper bound, of 
Darwin’s Origen de las Especies, but I did not 
immediately recognize the significance of the 
work. At any rate, the assumption was that I 
would become a chemist. My love of insects, 
most assuredly, could not possibly be sympto
matic of a professional interest.

I also played a fair amount of tennis during 
that year. I had become reasonably good at the 
sport and was taking part in some of the junior 
championships. I still have a newspaper clip
ping reporting my having won, in partnership 
with my good buddy, Yves Pinet, the semifinals 
in the junior doubles tournament. Our oppo
nents had included one of the Bordaberry 
brothers, the oldest of whom, Domingo 
Bordaberry, also a member of our tennis crowd, 
was later to become the very conservative 
President of Uruguay during the terribly repres
sive years of the dictadura. Little did 1 know at 
the time that 1 would in later years, in the eight
ies, as chairman of the Subcommittee on 
Human Rights of the American Association for 
the Advancement of Science, be sending many 
a letter of appeal to Mr. Bordaberry on behalf 
of Uruguayan prisoners of conscience. 
Hopeless efforts they usually were, particularly 
given the non-cooperation one had at the time 
from Ronald Reagan’s ultraconservative 
human rights appointee in the State 
Department, Elliot Abrams.

Montevideo was a musical town. The offi
cial government radio station, CX-6, had a 
truly remarkable record collection and played 
classical music from morning to night. And 
there was a good symphony orchestra, which 
during the war had the option of drawing 
guest conductors from among the notables in 
exile. Prominent among these was Fritz 
Busch, former conductor of the Dresden 
Opera, and co-founder of Britain’s 
Glyndeboume Opera, who had taken up resi
dence in Buerros Aires but came over to 
Montevideo regularly to concertize. My par
ents had become close friends of the Busch’s, 
who were regular guests in our home. For a 
period of a few months Busch took me on as 
a piano student and I came to experience first 
hand what top-notch musicianship was all 
about. The experience was invaluable, partic
ularly as I combined it with attendance of 
rehearsals that Busch was holding with the 
Montevideo orchestra. He was a fabulous con
ductor and the musicians loved him.

On one occasion, on a visit to Buenos Aires, 
Busch took me along to the Teatro Colon, the 
great local opera house, where he was to con
duct Wagner’s Parsifal a few days hence. He 
intended simply to take care of some business 
matters, but noting that 1 was awestruck by the 
surrounds, he suddenly proposed that we visit 
the stage. The great hall was empty, dimly lit by 
a few safety lights, and utterly still. We walked 
across the stage, paused briefly, and stepped 
down to the orchestra. “Follow me,” said 
Busch as he led the way past the chairs and 
music stands and headed straight for the piano. 
He took his place at the keyboard and beckoned 
that I sit beside him. And then he began to play.

It was Parsifal. From the depth of his soul 
came theme after theme, rendered from memo
ry, with a passion and musicality such as I had 
never experienced. And he would pause to 
explain, in whispers, how the music fit the 
action. The experience was unforgettable. For 
the first time in my life I came to understand 
what it meant truly to master a musical score.

As the year 1946 drew to a close, we began 
to prepare for our departure. The farewell 
from friends was particularly difficult for my 
sister whose circle of companions was much 
wider than my own. My own friends were 
few, and some were themselves planning to 
leave, beckoned by the Europe of their origin. 
I dreamed daily of college in America and was 
undaunted by the uncertainties. The sense of 
impending adventure was overwhelming.

In early March 1947, on a warm and sunny 
day, preceded by our possessions, we made our 
way to Montevideo harbor, and embarked on 
an American freighter, the Mormacsea. The 12- 
day trip to Boston was an adventure in itself. 
The dozen or so other passengers, mostly 
American and thoroughly congenial, went out 
of their way to tell us how we would be wel
comed in our newly adopted land. The officers 
joined the passengers at meals and I listened 
spellbound as some of them recalled what it 
was like to be at sea in wartime. “Storms were 
welcome in submarine-infested waters,” one of 
them said, and when we ourselves hit a major 
storm off Cape Hatteras a few days later, I tried 
to imagine what things might have been like 
when a storm was the lesser of evils.

One incident on the trip remains vivid in 
my memory. When a ship is at sea there is 
always a lot of painting to be done. Metal sur
faces need to be covered again and again to 
protect them from rust, with the result that 
there are usually sailors to be seen every
where, wielding brushes. My dad and I were 
on deck one morning when a sailor near us 
slipped and fell, spilling much of the paint 
from the container he was carrying. He was in 
the process of cleaning the mess when a 
young officer happened by, who taking in the 
situation decided on the spot he’d help. 
Oblivious to rank the two worked together 
and in no time finished the task at hand. “Take 
note,” my father said in a whisper. “That is 
why we are going to America.”

We arrived in Boston on March 16th, in crys
tal clear, ice-cold weather. Disembarkation 
took no time. I marveled at the politeness of the 
immigration officers who welcomed us as if we 
were already citizens. Not so the longshore
men, who handled our trunks as if they were 
obligated to destroy everything within them. I 
was to find out later, to my great sorrow, that 
my precious butterfly collection—all the spec
imens I had collected over the years and pinned 
neatly in boxes—was for the most part reduced 
to bits and pieces.

On the pier we were received by intimate 
friends we had not seen since we fled from 
Spain together a decade earlier. The reunion 
was emotional. I was excited to learn that their 
children were already in college. I found out 
for the first time that one did not simply enroll 
at the university of one’s choice. One had to 
be admitted. And that was getting to be diffi
cult. Because of the G.I. Bill granting U.S. 
veterans free tuition, universities were filled 
to capacity. I wondered quietly how this might 
affect me. We visited Harvard Yard that after
noon and as I fed the squirrels I tried to imag
ine what it might be like to be a student there. 
The next morning we headed for New York, 
where we were to stay at the home of my 
father’s cousin’s family, whom we had also 
not seen since Europe.

Uncle Fred, an energetic man who believed 
in leaving nothing to chance, proposed that we 
look immediately into the matter of getting us 
kids admitted to college. “We’ll take a trip and 
visit some of the campuses and see if we can get 
you accepted.” I liked the idea of a trip, because 
I was eager to see what the U.S. looked like out-

continued on page 12
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Partners
Cushing Strout

The Remorseful Day
by Colin Dexter 
Crown, 2(MX)
363 pages, $24.(X)

Colin Dexter’s stories about Chief Inspector 
Morse and Detective Sergeant Lewis are the 
best contemporary English example of Conan 
Doyle’s influential technique of pairing com
panions—what Dr. Watson called his “peculiar” 
relation to his partner Sherlock Holmes. “He 
was a man of habits, narrow and concentrated 
habits,” Watson observed, “and I had become 
one of them. But apart from this I had uses. I 
was a whetstone for his mind, I stimulated him. 
He liked to think aloud in my presence."

Morse is as addicted to beer (and crossword 
puzzles) as Holmes was to cocaine, and Morse 
finds as much inspiration in choral music as 
Holmes did in his violin. Like Watson’s feel
ing about Holmes, Sergeant Lewis is “very 
proud to know that he, with all his limitations, 
could sometimes (as now) be the catalytic fac
tor in the curious chemistry of Morse’s mind.” 
(The Way Through the Woods, 1992)

Dexter even linked up his detective to the 
Victorian world in The Wench is Dead by giv
ing him an historical case to solve, a suspicious 
drowning in 1859 in the Oxford Canal. Morse 
undertakes the investigation (with his sergeant 
dong the legwork) while he is recuperating in 
hospital from the flare-up of an ulcer.

In writing about Dexter five years ago 1 men
tioned that, while Morse spoke of “packing it 
in” by retiring in a few years, there was no 
cause to worry, because he was always talking 
about giving up smoking and drinking, and 
these pledges lasted only a few days at best. 
Doyle, too, had written his mother in 1893 to 
say: “I am in the middle of the last Holmes 
story, after which the gentleman vanishes never 
to return! I am weary of his name.” But popular 
demand forced him to bring the great man back 
(in the disguise of a wizened old book collector) 
from his plunge with Moriarty over the 
Reichenbach Falls. Doyle always felt guilty 
about writing his entertaining stories instead of 
devoting more time to his historical novels, but 
1 didn't think Dexter would have any such 
qualms, because he had defined so well his own 
pleasure in the classical form of the detective 
story: “we revel in mystification; we are curi
ously uncomplaining about being misled; above 
all, we enjoy the final dropping of the penny.”

But 1 was wrong. Now Morse has finally 
decided to retire, though it is just at the moment 
when his creator has decided to send him to the 
hospital. Given Morse’s self-destructive habits 
with tobacco and spirits, it is understandable that 
this decision is as terminal as the one Doyle 
intended to make with Holmes. The reader sadly 
learns from the punning cover of The Remorseful 
Day that it is The Final Inspector Morse Novel.

Much of the story is familiar in its portrayal of 
the brittle, tense, irritable, and sometimes comi
cally teasing partnership of Morse and Lewis in 
solving crimes; but it covers some new ground in 
making Morse’s superior. Chief Superintendent 
S.trange, more complex than he has seemed 
before. He even knows more about Morse’s 
recent hobby of birdwatching than Morse does.

As Doyle’s canon developed, the relation
ship between Holmes and Watson became 
closer and warmer. The Remorseful Day is vin
tage Dexter in terms of its treatment of the 
emotional relationship between Morse and 
Lewis. But, more than the series has ever done 
before, this book brings out the deep (mostly 
inhibited and unspoken) respect and affection 
that runs under the surface of their partnership.

There is poignant irony when Lewis sus
pects that Morse has not only been involved 
with a raffish woman but has also obstructed 
justice by his own attempts to cover up his 
connection to her murder. The truth when it is 
finally revealed, restores Morse’s honor, but it 
inevitably desolates Lewis. He recognizes 
that he has unjustly doubted Morse’s integrity 
and loyalty, but he no longer has the possibil-

In Crime Q
ity of making amends to him.

Sergeant Lewis at an early moment in the 
case takes pleasure in the prospect of “a big, fat, 
juicy puzzle—like the first page of an Agatha 
Christie novel.” At the level of the mystery 
story as a problem to be solved, however. The 
Remorseful Day is much less satisfactory. 
Dexter is characteristically ingenious and tricky 
in having Morse pose several false “solutions” 
before the right one is hit upon, often with 
Lewis’s crucial help, and several of his stories 
are memorable for this kind of detectival con
juring. But surprise in this particular case is pur
chased at the price of credibility and rational 
reconstruction. There is no way to see how 
Morse reached his final conclusion, and it is 
only established by the culprit’s confession. In 
contrast with Dexter’s best work, there are far 
too many characters, too many suspects, red 
herrings, and remarkable coincidences.

For my old-fashioned affection for the classic 
form of the detective story, there is also too 
much indulgence in this novel of the contempo
rary narrative fashion of “going behind" the 
investigators (as Dorothy Sayers criticized it) in 
order to show us the actions and conversations 
of some of the suspects, rather than keeping the 
focus on the investigators’ point of view. It is a 
technique, as she pointed out, much more suit
able to lower-level melodramas, and so it is 
prevalent in television and the movies. (Law 
and Order as a series is unusual in always keep
ing the viewer close to the point of view taken 
by the police and the lawyers in their inquiries.) 
Given Dexter’s current indulgence in this tech
nique of “going behind,” perhaps the time has 
come for him to end the series, which has run 
for thirteen novels. That is one more than the 
number of tales in Doyle’s last volume of short 
stories about Holmes and Watson. Keeping up a 
high standard of invention and expression for 
that number is also more than Doyle (or 
Christie, Carr, or Stout) ever managed to do.

Sir Arthur wrote in a preface to his final vol
ume (The Case Book o f Sherlock Holmes) that 
he liked to think that “there is some fantastic 
limbo for the children of imagination, some 
strange, impossible place” where Holmes and 
Watson might “for a time find a place.” They 
found it in large part, not only because of 
Doyle’s imaginative capacity for dramatizing 
and explaining bizarre criminal circumstances, 
but also because of the comradeship between 
these “peculiar companions.” Dexter has in 
similar fashion made the human story of the 
relationship between Morse and Lewis mov
ingly appropriate to its final circumstances.

Dexter’s earlier success with the posing and 
rational resolving of an impressive array of 
cases will be much missed in the current and 
dominant voyeuristic climate of grisly melodra
mas about serial killers and trite “revelations” 
about psycho-sexual abuses. As some wit said, 
“there’s no police like Holmes.” Except for his 
descendant, the late Inspector Morse.

Cushing Strout is Professor Emeritus o f  
English at Cornell University.

BOOK SALE
The Binghamton University 

Libraries
announce their annual book sale:

Thurs, Oct 19 from 11 to 5; 
Fri, Oct 20 from 9 to 5; 

Sat, Oct 21 from 12 to 4; 
Sun, Oct 22 from 12 to 4;

(with a "Surprise Discount" on Sun).

A "Bag" sale is planned for 
Oct 23 from 9 to 4.

The sale will take place 
on the 2nd floor of 

the Glenn G. Bartle (main) Library.

Trilogy
Crossword by Adam Perl

A cross 59. It may be opened and 29. Keanu's role in "The
1. Straw hat licked Matrix"

7. Abdul-Jabbar's alma 63. Another part of the trilo- 30." soit-il"
mater gy 31. "The bee's

11. Country postal addr. 68. Ending for ball or buff 32. Schultz and Dooley's
14. Hot novel of 1955 69. Hitchcock classic of 1948 beer, ___ Club

15. Singer Collins 70. Kind of type? 33. Part of a Henry Miller
16. Middle of a well-known 71. 7 on a dial trilogy

palindrome 72. Kind of case 38. Makes a fancy edge
17. Part of a trilogy by 50 73. Agree to 40. Prefix meaning three

across D o w n 41. Many are cured
20. Marina 1. Deli order 42. Common sign

21. Stock up the shelves 2. Crowd noise 44. "The__ of Steve"
22. Fool 3. Stout, e.g. 46. Role for Madonna

25. It's found in la mer 4. Some are nervous 47. Element
27. Relative of bigfoot 5. List ender 48. Some bakers?
28. Part of the trilogy 6. First name in sitars 49. Atone

34. Scooby _ 7. High points 51. Bills' partner
35. Elect 8. Hallelujah and others 53. Letter opener?
36. Dole 9. Kind of sentence 57. It's wrong, legally

37. Nokia offerings 10. Plus 58. Relative of an English
39. Some pizza slices 11. Like many organs horn

43. Sunni or Shiite 12. " Be You and Me" 60. Parks in the front of a
45. Man of the cloth 13. Delores of old films bus?

47. Evergreen 18. It has no point 61. Newts' relatives
50. Author of the trilogy 19. Hear 62. Literary tributes

52. Summer coolers 22. Off-road vehicle, for short 64. Asian holiday
54. Elton's john 23. Get the goods 65. Exist

55. Resort 24. Second generation son 66. Cyst
56. ____Hill 26. Gen. equivalent 67. "Just kidding!"

winsalsa/wincolega:
Spanish and Portuguese learner-centered 

software for students and teachers
Version 5 for Windows 95/98/NT/2000

Foreign languaqe editor ♦  On-line dictionary ♦  Grammar notes ♦  Customizable 
Download a 30-day FREE TRIAL from our website at: 
www.lntsrlMlthaca.com or from download.cnst.com

THE INTERLEX LAB FOR LANGUAGES 
( 6 0 7 ) 2 5 7 - 8 6 6 3

On the ancestry 
and history of 
words such as

shinola
m um psim us

lordosis
grotty

bupkiss
zipangu

“West is a master.”
The Washington Post Book World

h a r c o u r t
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Heart of Darkness
continued  fro m  p age  I

Chagnon by surprise and probably exacerbated the epidemic of 
measles that killed “hundreds, perhaps thousands” (Tierney’s 
language—the exact figure will never be known) of Yanomami. 
Edmonston B vaccine had been counter-indicated by medical 
experts for use on immune-depressed and isolated populations 
with no prior exposure to measles (exactly the Yanomami situa
tion). Even among populations with prior contact and consequent 
partial genetic immunity to measles, the vaccine was supposed to 
be used only with supportive injections of gamma globulin. 
Unaccountably, the expedition did not bring nearly enough 
gamma globulin to accompany all of the vaccinations. Even 
when gamma globulin was available, it was not used on at least 
three occasions. Tierney suggests that this was not done in those 
instances and others because Neel was interested in observing the 
reaction of Yanomami to the vaccine without the gamma globu
lin, but this remains only an unsupported inference.

In one case, half the people in a village were vaccinated and 
the other half not, a standard procedure in medical epidemiolog
ical experiments. Considering that this was done in the teeth of a 
deadly epidemic, however, the experiment, if that is what it was, 
would appear to have taken ethically unacceptable risks with the 
lives of those in the “control group.” The vaccine was problem
atic enough to be withdrawn from use in or about 1972. Neither 
Neel nor any other member of the expedition, including Chagnon 
and the other anthropologists, has ever explained why the 
Edmonston B vaccine was used.

Some knowledgeable experts, however, have insisted that the 
vaccine was safe, and at any rate not likely to cause serious ill
ness, certainly not death. This seems to be the preponderant con
sensus of qualified opinion on the subject. The point is important, 
because it is central to Tierney’s most sensational allegation: that 
the dangerous vaccine was used as part of a deliberate experi
ment that consciously risked the lives, or at least the health, of its 
subjects to support an (unspecified) theoretical hypothesis. This 
experiment, in the form of the vaccination program, Tierney sug
gests, actually led to the intensification of the epidemic that took 
hundreds of lives. This, the most horrible and controversial alle
gation of the book, has become known through leaks of a confi
dential memo by two anthropologists who read advance galleys 
of the book and wrote to warn the leaders of the American 
Anthropological Association of the impending scandal that 
would be caused when the allegations were published. Instead, 
the scandal has been provoked by the leaked memo. Headlines in 
the British and American press about “Nazi experiments that 
killed thousands” have made the book famous, or infamous, 
before its publication. The headlines are in fact wildly inaccurate. 
Unfortunately, the book has already become a succes de scandale 
through such irresponsible, and unfounded, journalistic hyper
bole. There is no hard evidence that the use of the vaccine actu
ally caused deaths, and Neel, though he seems to have held 
eugenic ideas, can scarcely be described as a Nazi. There is, 
however, good reason to believe that Neel undertook the vacci
nation program partly for experimental reasons. His close col
laborator, the Brazilian anthropologist Francisco Salzano, in the 
midst of a passionate defense of Neel against Tierney’s charges, 
says about the vaccination program, “The purpose was to learn 
how the organisms of people belonging to isolated groups, like 
the Yanomamis, react to vaccination against infectious diseases.” 
And in the ninth chapter of Neel’s autobiography, Physician to 
the Gene Pool, he likens the 1968 epidemic to an “experiment 
of nature.” The passage is worth quoting in extenso: “unfortu
nately, ‘experiments of nature’ always lack the control of labora
tory experiments. Our observations are complicated by the fact 
that a wave of severe upper-respiratory infection had swept 
through these same villages one or two months previously...[But] 
with respect to the secondary responses to measles,"bur records 
are clear. A year after the epidemic, we found both the vaccinat
ed and those who had been ill with the disease to have developed 
protective antibody titres just as high as in Caucasians—even 
though this may have been the first experience of this tribe with 
measles.” This result appeared to vindicate Neel’s theory about 
the ability of populations lacking genetic immunity to develop 
resistance after one exposure, rather than to retain an “inborn sus
ceptibility” across the generations, which he describes as the 
“prevailing medical dogma”.

So Neel had a theoretical motive as well as the practical means 
for producing reactions that would to some degree resemble 
measles, a vaccine that would produce strong enough reactions to 
produce the highest possible levels of resistance, as manifested in 
titres that could be checked afterwards. It is thus conceivable that 
the “experiment” was not as “natural” as Neel suggested. The 
question, however, is “so what?” Tierney cites a remark of the 
medical historian, John Earle, “I wouldn’t rule out a deliberate 
attempt to create an epidemic. After all, Indians in this country 
were used in medical experiments, like the Seneca in the syphilis 
studies. And down there in the jungle, who was to know?”

But there is no evidence that the vaccination program, at least 
in its totality, was such a case. To say that the vaccinations were 
carried out as an experiment does not preclude a benevolent med
ical intent on the part of Neel and his colleagues. They had every

reason to expect that the vaccinations would help their subjects 
develop resistance to measles, at the same time as they produced 
valuable scientific data. Certainly it does not imply that they 
intended or expected the reactions to include fatalities. In other 
words, even if Neel did the vaccinations as an experiment to pro
duce effects of theoretical interest, his use of the Edmonston B 
vaccine means that it was not at the cost of the lives or well being 
of his human subjects. So the darker, and more horrendous impli
cations of Tierney’s account of the epidemic seem unsustainable.

Perhaps the most morally problematic aspect of the research 
team’s behavior is that even as they grasped the shocking truth 
that they had started a measles epidemic, they did not stay with 
any stricken group long enough to provide adequate medical 
treatment, but kept moving from village to village in an attempt 
to maintain their research schedule. As the epidemic grew, Neel 
became concerned to limit both the time expedition members 
were spending on medical treatment, which was cutting into their 
research duties, and to cover up the possibility that the reactions 
to the vaccinations were in many cases frighteningly similar to 
measles symptoms.

At one point he angrily told the expedition cinematographer, 
Timothy Asch, who had started to film a Yanomami who had fall
en ill with measles, “Not the picture of the physician ministering 
to his flock. This is very detrimental to the expedition...You’re 
here to document the kind of study we’re trying to make. 
Anybody can walk into a village and treat people.” Tierney found 
this bit of discourse on a forgotten videotape that Asch left in a 
film archive in the Smithsonian.

■Claude Bourquelot

Tierney documents a series of attempts by Neel and Chagnon 
to cover up the possibility that the epidemic may have taken off 
from reactions to the vaccinations. For example, Neel and 
Chagnon have come out with changing and contradictory stories 
of how the epidemic was started by contact with itinerant 
Brazilians, who however turn out not to have been specifically 
diagnosed as measles cases. The contradictions and inconsisten
cies among these stories, and their sheer implausibility, in them
selves suggest a cover up.

Of course, if the epidemic had indeed been caused by the vac
cinations, a cover up was essential if Neel and Chagnon were to 
continue working with the Yanomami and avoid a terrible blot on 
their careers. As Tierney says, “they would have been blacklist
ed for life as the men who had caused the vaccine epidemic...In 
fact, they would never have gotten scientific permits to go any
where in South America again, not even to a dog show.”

Neel believed that “natural” human society (as it existed 
everywhere before the advent of large-scale agricultural societies 
and contemporary states with their vast populations) consisted of 
small, genetically isolated groups, in which dominant genes 
(specifically, a gene he believed existed for “leadership” or 
“innate ability”) would have a selective advantage. This is 
because male carriers of this gene, who would tend to rise to 
headmanship in their communities, would tend to become polyg- 
ynists, thus reproducing their own superior genes more frequent
ly than less “innately able’’ males. The result, supposedly, would 
be selective pressure for the continual upgrading of the human 
genetic stock. Modem mass societies, by contrast, consist of vast 
genetically entropic “herds” in which, he theorized, recessive 
genes could not be eliminated by selective competition and supe
rior leadership genes would be swamped in the mass of genetic 
mediocrity. Neel’s romantic vision of “primitive societies”, of 
which he took the Yanomami as representatives, thus served him 
as an ideological equivalent of a “control group” for his less rosy 
view of modem society.

These ideas also seem to underlie the objectives of the anthro
pological research carried out by Napoleon Chagnon under 
Neel’s initial patronage and continued support. Tierney devotes 
much of the book to a critique of Chagnon’s work, particularly 
his actions in the field, and here Tierney seems on much stronger

ground. He makes clear Chagnon has faithfully striven, in his 
ethnographic and theoretical representation of the Yanomami as 
the “fierce people,” to portray them as conforming to Neel’s 
ideas about the Hobbesian savagery of “natural” human soci
eties. Thus Chagnon’s emphasis on Yanomami “fierceness” and 
propensity for chronic warfare, and the supposed statistical ten
dency for men who kill more enemies to have more female sex- 
ual/reproductive partners, closely correspond to Neel’s ideas.

Tierney documents how all these aspects of Chagnon’s 
account of Yanomami society are based on false, non-existent or 
misinterpreted data. In other words, Chagnon’s main claims 
about Yanomami society, the ones that have been so much her
alded by sociobiologists and other partisans of his work, are sim
ply not true. Most troublingly, he reports that Chagnon has not 
stopped with cooking and re-cooking his data on conflict but has 
actually attempted to manufacture the phenomenon itself, direct
ly and indirectly fomenting conflicts between Yanomami com
munities, not once but repeatedly.

In his film work with Asch, for example, Tierney argues that 
Chagnon induced Yanomami to enact fights and aggressive 
behavior for Asch’s camera, sometimes building whole artificial 
villages as “sets" for the purpose. These were presented as spon
taneous slices of Yanomami life unaffected by the presence of the 
anthropologists. Some of these artificial scenarios, however, 
actually turned into real conflicts, partly as a result of Chagnon’s 
policy of giving vast amounts of presents to the villages or herds
men who agreed to put on the docu-drama, thereby distorting 
their relations with their neighbors in ways that encouraged out
breaks of raiding. In sum, many of the Yanomami conflicts that 
Chagnon documents, that constitute the ostensible basis of his 
interpretation of Yanomami society as a neo-Hobbesian system 
of endemic warfare, were precipitated in considerable part by his 
own presence and activities: a fact he invariably neglects to 
include in his accounts of Yanomami warfare and “fierceness”. 
This is not just a matter of bad ethnography or unreflexive theo
rizing: Yanomami were maimed and killed in these conflicts, and 
whole communities were disrupted to the point of fission and 
flight. The historian, Brian Ferguson, has also documented some 
of this story in a chapter of his Yanomami Warfare, but Tierney 
adds much new evidence.

Chagnon is not the only anthropologist mentioned in Tierney’s 
narrative. The French anthropologist, Jaques Lizot, also gets a 
chapter. He has had nothing to do with Neel or Chagnon (in fact 
has been a trenchant and cogent critic of their work), but he has 
an Achilles heel of his own in the form of a harem of Yanomami 
boys that he keeps and showers with presents in exchange for 
sexual favors.

There is still more, in the form of collusion by Neel and 
Chagnon with corrupt Venezuelan politicians, including Cecilia 
Mattos, the influential mistress of the deposed former president 
of Venezuela, Carlos Andres Perez, and Charles Brewer-Carias, 
a gold-mining entrepreneur and former minister in a rightist gov
ernment, who were attempting to gain control of illegal gold 
mining concessions in Yanomami lands. In this symbiotic rela
tionship, the anthropologists provided “cover” for Brewer-Carias 
as a “naturalist” collaborating with their scientific team, in 
exchange for his and Mattos guaranteeing (and subsidizing) con
tinuing access to Yanomami territory, after Chagnon had been 
denied research permits by the official Venezuelan Indian 
agency.

In the words of Professor Terry Collins, President of the Green 
Chemistry Society,

This book should shake anthropology to its very foun
dations. It should cause the field to understand how the 
corrupt and depraved protagonists could have spread 
their poison for so long while they were accorded great 
respect throughout the Western world and generations of 
undergraduates received their lies as the introductory 
substance of anthropology. This should never be allowed 
to happen again.

I venture to predict that this reaction is fairly representative of 
the response that will follow the publication of Darkness in El 
Dorado and the New Yorker excerpt. The American 
Anthropological Association, and other organizations of anthro
pologists are going to have to make some collective response to 
this book. It is to be hoped that in responding to the storms the 
book will cause in the media, in the general scholarly communi
ty, and within anthropology itself, the real victims of this dark 
history, the Yanomami, will not be forgotten. Is it possible to con
ceive of some form of reparations that might be tendered, at long 
last, in compensation for all that anthropologists and other scien
tists have perpetrated on the Yanomami? In any such attempt, the 
patronizing, exclusively top-down approach of those who have 
done the damage should not be repeated. It is finally time to hear 
their story from the Yanomami themselves.

Terence Turner is professor o f anthropology at Cornell 
University and former head o f the American Anthropological 
Association Special Commission to investigate the situation o f 
the Brazilian Yanomami.
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Pesto Season
Elizabeth Holmes

This fall 1 have managed to spend most of 
two Saturday afternoons making pesto, no 
small feat considering that half the time a sev- 
enteen-month-old child was underfoot, dis
mantling the kitchen cabinets. My husband cut 
down our basil plants, then sat in front of a tel
evision blaring football to strip off the leaves. 
I peeled garlic, melted butter, washed parsley, 
measured out pine nuts and olive oil. The 
smell of the basil and garlic filled the house.

For some people this must be the aroma of 
home and childhood, but I’m a southerner, 
and I’m sure a clove of garlic never darkened 
my mother’s kitchen door. Dinner was a meat 
(pork chop or chicken or meat loaf) and two 
vegetables cooked into submission. “Don’t 
you know better,” my mother said once, look
ing into a pot of disintegrating green matter, 
“than to stir broccoli?”

So pesto belongs to my adult life, a new tra
dition that may one day seem, to my little boy 
(who hasn’t a drop of Italian blood in his red- 
haired, fair-skinned, Scots-Irish body), like 
something ancient, tribal —something like the 
smell of home.

This pesto-making has been going on for 
enough autumns to count as a ritual now. In the 
cookbook I’ve broken down the recipe to a

quantity small enough for my little food 
processor, inking in the amounts: a cup of 
packed basil leaves, 1/6 cup of olive oil, 1/4 
cup Parmesan. I put each batch—green as hem
lock, oily and pungent—into one of those little 
plastic containers that soft margarine comes in. 
I leave it in the freezer while I pulverize a few 
more batches, then take it out—thickened, the 
deep green already darkening almost to 
black—and slice it into thirds, each chunk 
exactly right for dinner for two. Then it goes 
back into the freezer, to wait for some day, deep 
in January, when we crave that Mediterranean 
taste. Or just don’t have time to cook.

This ritual of making pesto is, for me, one 
of the signals of the end of summer, along 
with the first touches of red in the sumac, the 
first straggling vees of geese heading south 
with their fogbound honking. The air is cool
er, with a hint of urgency in it.

If we wait too long, the basil will blacken 
with frost, and it will be too late to bottle up 
that spicy smell, that summer pungence. I 
remember summer days in the backyard, 
when my little boy ignored the basil, perhaps 
put off by the smell that he had yet to associ
ate with any fine taste, in favor of the chives 
next to it. By mid-summer the chives had 
gone to seed, and my child crumpled the brit
tle white heads, letting the black seeds mn 
through his fingers.

Making pesto is what passes, at our house, 
for the ancient necessity of harvesting crops, 
of laying by for the winter. We aren’t serious 
gardeners, though every year we try at least a 
few tomato plants, knowing that here in 
upstate New York summers are often too short 
and cool for them. We remember with some 
bitterness the year our half-dozen tomato 
plants grew lush as a jungle, bowed under 
hundreds of globular fruits—and withered in 
the frosts that found every last tomato still 
green as a Granny Smith.

Basil, though, is pretty reliable stuff, even 
for amateurs, and we seem to get plenty every 
year. As harvesting goes, making pesto is not 
up there with salting away whole hams, or lin
ing the cellar with shelves of mason jars full 
of peaches and pears, limas and string beans, 
but it’s something.

Though our preparations for winter have 
more to do with biweekly, electronically 
deposited paychecks than with sowing and 
reaping, smoking and canning, we take quiet 
pleasure in the concreteness of making pesto, 
the neat stacks of containers in the freezer. We 
have already taken the fans to the attic, and 
cut the grass for what may be the last time.

Once you have made pesto, you have admit
ted that summer is over. You have admitted 
that leaves will turn, the sky will put on its 
habitual dank gray, snow will fall. You won’t

sit by the lake any more, because the wind will 
come tearing to shore, stinging your eyes and 
chilling your bones. All summer you pretend
ed not to notice how willows and cedars at the 
lake’s edge leaned, as if trying to get away.

Still, once the pesto is made, I feel poised, 
attuned, as if a signal has been given. I think 
of a cool sunny day late in August, when I was 
driving down a quiet lane, and four or five 
very small children came galloping across a 
field, a woman close behind them. They were 
bobbing and jostling, smiling in their bright 
clothes, blond and dark wisps of hair tossing 
in the breeze.

At the edge of the lane, all at once—maybe 
the woman called to them —in perfect unison 
they wheeled, heads up, toward her. No flock 
of southbound geese could have banked more 
precisely.

At that moment I drove past, and so I didn't 
see the group dissolve again into a clutter of 
individuals. Instead I’m left with this image, 
of children reacting with the instinctive unity 
of fish or birds. A signal is given, and we are 
poised, heads up, as ready as nerve and neces
sity can make us.

Elizabeth Holmes is the author o f a book 
o f poetry, The Patience of the Cloud 
Photographer (Carnegie Mellon, 1997); she 
lives in Ithaca.
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side the big city. But what if 1 was asked what I 
wanted to study? For all I knew it could be 
chemistry, music, or natural history. Would the 
uncertainty be held against me?

We visited several campuses, including 
Cornell, Rochester, and Amherst, to which I 
applied, only to be turned down by each. For 
good measure I had also applied to Harvard, 
but with the same result. My sister had applied 
to her first choice, Smith College, which we 
had also visited, and she was admitted. I was 
glad for her but felt terribly humiliated. 
Things were not going easily for my father 
either. In Uruguay he had worked for a phar
maceutical company and he thought he might 
find employ in that field in the U.S. But at 58 
and without fluency in English he was having 
his difficulties.

What to do next? I thought about it and
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decided I’d go to secretarial school. There was 
one within walking distance of Uncle Fred’s 
home and I registered for crash courses in typ
ing and short hand. It was a great experience. 
I became an expert typist in no time and thor
oughly enjoyed being the sole male in a class 
of vivacious, happy-go-lucky young women. I 
went out of my way to try to impress them all 
with my Latin background. I also took driving 
lessons and passed the test on my first 
attempt. We didn’t have a car yet, but by 
George. I had a license!

By the time summer came around the strain 
was beginning to show on my parents. The 
future seemed fraught with uncertainties. On 
the spur of the moment, and knowing that the 
Busch’s were going to be there, we decided 
we’d take a brief vacation in the Adirondacks, 
in the little hamlet of Elizabethtown. It was a 
great decision. Interacting with the Busch’s 
again, who had also taken up residence in the 
U.S., was exhilarating. We had booked at an 
artist’s colony and there was a wonderful cre
ative spirit about the place. My parents 
regained their optimism. Emboldened, and 
with ample encouragement from me, they 
approached a local dealer and bought a car. My 
father had obtained his license by then, and by 
acquiring wheels felt utterly Americanized.

And then, out of the clear blue, I got my big 
break. I had befriended the car dealer and not
ing that he was looking for help to man the gas 
pumps over the Labor Day weekend I had vol
unteered. 1 was in the process of servicing a car 
when the driver asked me for directions to 
Plattsburgh. Confessing ignorance I called the 
boss who gave the instructions. “Proceed north 
on route 9. You’ve got 38 miles to go.” I didn’t 
make much of it until the next day, when I 
caught a story in the New York Times. The 
Associated Colleges of Upper New York, a 
group of two-year colleges created for the 
explicit purpose of absorbing the unaccommo
dated, still had room for students. One of them

was Champlain College. It was in Plattsburgh.
I got into our ’36 Studebaker and with my 

dad headed north. Champlain College was a 
makeshift operation, established on the 
grounds of a former military base. It was 
bustling with activity in anticipation of fall 
opening. I had come none too soon. There were 
only a few remaining slots. I was given an oral 
interview, was asked about my background and 
aspirations, and was admitted on the spot. 1 had 
made it! My father shared in the cheer. I had a 
hard time adhering to the speed limit on our 
drive back to Elizabethtown.

The two years at Champlain were glorious. 
The teachers were for the most part young, 
and even those who weren’t were full of 
enthusiasm. The students were a mixed lot, 
but they were united in their hope for peace 
and only peace. Many had fought in the war 
and had the psychological scars to show for it. 
There was a fair amount of drinking, particu
larly on days when the G. l.s got their checks, 
but it was easy to stay clear of chaos if one 
wanted to study. I took my first solid biology 
course there and finally learned about evolu
tion. It was embarrassing to think that I had 
not right away appreciated the importance of 
Darwin’s book.

I made good friends at Champlain, particu
larly among musicians. In Len Yarensky I 
found a marvelous piano duet partner. On one 
occasion we were both hired to provide back
ground music for a celebration of some kind 
at the American Legion. Our programmatic 
selections, by Bach and Mozart, did not quite 
fit the occasion but they fit our taste. Len 
introduced me to Prokofiev and 
Shostakovich, both of whom I came to love. 
Others introduced me to politics. I toyed with 
the idea of joining the Communist Party, but 
hesitated when I learned that I would have to 
forego Prokofiev, who was on the Kremlin’s 
no-no list. Besides, I could not quite approve 
of the Russian march into Czechoslovakia.

But I did approve of Henry Wallace and the 
Progressive Party, as did all my friends.

I did well at Champlain and when at the end 
of two years it was time to transfer out, I reap
plied to all the universities that had turned me 
down. This time I was accepted by each, and 
I chose Harvard. 1 had developed a passion for 
the sciences, and by the time I was a senior 
made the decision to spend my life studying 
insects. I graduated from Harvard in ’51, and 
stayed right on for graduate and postdoctoral 
work. They were busy years. I never again got 
to feed those squirrels in the Yard.

In 1957 I received my offer from Cornell. I 
had a young family by then, and we were 
delighted with the prospect of moving to a 
more intimate community. We arrived in 
Ithaca in late September and settled in, full of 
optimism and cheer. In the mailbox was a let
ter from my parents. Enclosed with their 
greetings was the letter of rejection I had 
received ten years earlier from Cornell. My 
mother had located it in some long-forgotten 
folder, and thought I’d find humor in the 
reminder. “It’s obviously tougher to be admit
ted as a student at Cornell than to join the fac
ulty,” she had added in a note.

A few days later, we were pleased to receive 
an unexpected visitor. “I’m your new neighbor 
from down the road”, the gentleman said, as we 
shook hands and he introduced himself. “We 
haven’t met, but I thought I would stop by to 
say hello.” His name rang a bell and it wasn’t 
long before I remembered. “Some years back 
we corresponded,” I let on, and noticing that 
I’d piqued his curiosity, showed him my letter 
of rejection. It was he who had signed it. 
Lovely person that he was, he was quick to 
appreciate the irony. We had a good laugh. 
Eventually we got to know each other quite 
well. The letter of rejection is still with me.

Thomas Eisner is a biologist at Cornell 
University.
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