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Introduction

Maurice Hamington and Tracy Henninger

“Grammar can change a life. It’s Ixisiness. It’s church, Tlie classroom is a sacred space

where rituals in writing, reading, reflection, and growth take place.” Tliese words fromTiistti

Cornelius’ article. ‘’Nouns and Verbs; Feeling tlie Love" demonstrate the kind of passion that

community college teachers am have. Tlte first special section titled “Classroom Dyntmiics”
includes articles indicative of die cliaractertliat the Commuuiiy CollegeMoment hi\s esuiblLshed

in its first two issues: it’s eclectic, it’s nonspecialized, and full of passion. After Cornelius’

article, Tamara Pinkas addresses how we ainnot lake anything for granted in “Singing Springs.”

On a routine ccxiperative edticalion visitation, Pinkas is awestnick when she realizes that she

is witne.ssing an ancient indigenous language lirought back from die brink of extinction in her

own students' classroom. What could be more dynamic? Of course, not eveiy class is so

momentous. In die poem ‘’Tlie Displaced Homemaker.” Velma Jesser recounts a more mun

dane miracle story that occurs on the ctimpuses of community' colleges every temi: a woman

returns to .school after years of working at home. Ihe transition from great trepidation to
comfort is a familiar one. 'Ihe final two selections in the sjX’cial section on classrcxim dynam

ics are love stories. Tlie first, “'ntree Books, lliree Authors, A Single Message: Parker Palmer,

Alfie Kohn, Richard Allen” by Menill Watrous is an intellectual love story and book review

roiled into one. An experienced educator, Wati’ous shares how the work of these jia.ssionate

pedagogical theorists kept her approach to the classrcxim dynamic and fresh, 'i'he second

love story is Ixidi literal and literaiy. In "Raxdkill and Wilderness,” Sandra Jensen relates her

love for Peter Jensen as well as her love for literature as she guides .students dirougli coinpara-

tive analysis in her classroom. One cxxmes away from the articles in this section sharing the

sentiment that the classroom is indeed a sacred sj:>ace.

As a transition, and a fitting complement to Sandy Jen.sen’s article, Peter Jensen offers a

whim.sical look at writing style in “A Researcher's Prayer” which for anyone who has had to

look up where the commas and jxricxLs go and in what order, is sure to Ixring a smile.

While tlie first special section on classKxim dynamics was planned, tlie second special .sec

tion on “community college moments" emerged from the resonance of m'O articles. 'Ihe firat

is an address by the Executive Director of tlie American Association of University Women,

Jaccjueline Wocxls titled, "Ikiilcling Global Partnerships" delivered to the National Education

A.ss(X’iation Higher Education Group on March 3, 2001, In attendance at that meeting was

Dennis Gillxrt of Lane Community College who brought the addre,ss to our attention and we



obtained the pennission to reprint it. This addre.ss read.s like an international"State of the

Comiminity College" that situates trends and experiences at U.S. communitycolleges in an

international framework. Similarly. Jeriy' Ro.ss’ "Global Technology Education In 'Ilie Con

text Of Tlie Gramscian World-View” integrates discussions of technology, world education

trends, and the philo.sophy of Italian Antonio Granisci in a provocativevindicationof inno

vation on community college campuses.

As another interlude. Bill Woolum’s poem, “Saturday” is a reminder of the power of

poetry. In the right hands, poetry can disrupt our lives and, with the bare.st economy of

words, take us to anotlier place, if even for just a moment. Woolum gives us jtau.se on how die

meaningfi.ll .so cjuickly sltifts in our lives.

The last special section Ls die largest Itecause it is eclectic and only loosely tied togedier by
the theme of “transformations." Tlie section begins with a biographical introspection by

Anne McGrail titled, “Reading and Sinning." One cannot help but diink of the five-year-old

McGrail as the New Eve participating in the Fall of humanity as she describes “the moment

of recognition 7 can react is so inextrictibly linked to the recognition'lean sin’\h.\\. I will always
think of reading as a fall from a state of blissful ignorance and abundance into the human

condition of chastened knowing and want.” While McGrail draws attention to a single mo

ment of transformation, David Rotligery's anicle on "Centers” points to a number of mo
ments of transfomialion as one .seeks a center. For Rothgeiy', diere are no clear an.sv\’ers alxxit

what it means to find a center and perhaps that is the point: the quest for a center con.siitutes
the center, a dictum remindful of Plato's mtincFite for an examined life. Perhaps, to find one's
center, one must destabilize their life. In Drew Viles’ "Altered States” the experience of

Native American sweating is vividly explored, l-oi' Viles, sweating is clearly a transfoi-mative

experience as is writing, which he explores in the following piece titled, “Why I Write." Viles

employs a great deal of Ixxly imagery in his works for this section, but I^eslie Rubinstein takes

us on a “fa.st of the mind” in her first poem, “The Silent Weekend.” Rubinstein cie.scribes a

transfonnation that everyone in higher education would like to take about midway through

the tenn. Bojana Stefanovska’s short story, “Ascent to the Light" employs luminescent imag
ery to tell a fantasy stor>' about a young girl's transformation . After reading Bojana's post

script. we invite you to explore the juxtaposition of Rubinstein's second, untitled poem,

personifying grief. In stretching the notion of transformations, we decided to take a chance

and include an article more quantitatively oriented than %ve are used to. In "Using a Methcxl
of Division to find Greatest Common Factor or Least Common Multiple,” mathematician

Benedict Nmah clemoastrates how to tran.sform a difficult prexess into an ea.sier one. Do not

let the mathematical notations scare you. Give it a try.



In another first for tlie Moment, Don Addison contributes a lxx)k review of Clearing a Path:

Theorizing the Past in Native Amejican Studies, edited by Nancy Shoemaker. Native American
Smdies is a burgeoning field of study and Addison l^elieves that this collection of articles

makes a numl^er of important contributions.

The Community College Moment has been dedicated to giving voice to ideas that may be in
heir nascent stages but aie still woithy of consideration, 'fliis is accomplished in a section we

gill Works-in-Progress. In tills Issue, Drew Viles contributes an article titled, “Made of Money”

that explores the morality of body and donor economics.

We close this issue of tlie Community CollegeMomentby taking a trip on the famed Empire

Builder Amtrak train route that stretches from Chicago to Seattle. Our conductor is Dan

Armstrong, but he uses a poem instead of a train; and yet he does not miss a beat with his
keen eye for the detail of the experience.

Framing all of the written work are a series of portraits by Jerry Ross, an author and artist

who should lie familiar to regular Community CollegeMoment readers. Tliese portraits give face

to the dynamic written works in tliis issue.

—^TracyHenninger& MauriceHaminglon

* * *

There is one more transfomiation of note in this issue. One of the founding editors of the

Community College Moment, Anne McGrail, has been recognized for her writing talents and
moved on to other projects. However, Anne has promised to keep in touch with the Moment

as witnessed by her contribution of “Reading and Sinning” for this issue. Anne was largely

responsible for tlie kxik and feel of this new academic journal. She helped the Moment perse

vere thorough its cliallenging first two years. She will be sorely missed.

Tracy Henninger, an instructor in die English as a Second Language Department at Lane

Community College and a published audior who has years of editing experience, has stepped

in as Co-Managing Editor. Tracy has already demonstrated endiusiasm and creadvity diat will
take the Community CollegeMotnent in exciting new dircxlioas. Welcome aboard, Tracy.

—Maurice Hamington
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Nouns and Verbs; Feeling the Love
Thsta Cornelius

lbisess({ydescriiocsthee:<petw>iceofa>vlummfi. lum-truditiojialjifsl-geiiemlkmcollege

student cisseenthnnightheeyesofcDiEyiglL'ihuistmctorwho is siikcUmlicillyyounger.

“As 1 have .suggested, tliere is no simpler, more direct, or more important determinant of

human welfare tcxlay than educational attainment. In almost every way, people witli more

education enjoy a higher standard of living. They live longer, have better health, and are

litippier and more productive titan tltose with less c*ductition (The single downside is anxiety:

Itetter-educ'-ated people report more stress, perhaps Ixjcause they have maity more choices in
life than the le.ss well-educated.)’”

A colleague told mealx)utan article that appeared in The Oregonian, over a year ago, titat

measured aittitude and attiaide. This aitide found that the more competent the worker, the

less confident tliey felt. As in Moitenson’s parenthetical statement altove, better-educated

people report more stress. The more knowledge we acquire, tlie le.ss sure of ourselves we

become. 'Ihe more educated we are, the more complications and tlireats we perceive.

I see this in my .students. I tell them that if they feel frustrated at some point during the

term, that's a good sign. The ones who waltz in on a calm, cool breeze each day of the ten-

week term are the ones who have something to worry about. They’re not getting it, not

digging deeply enough, not thinking it through.

I also see this in myself. On the first day of this term, when I wedte tip in a ball of inescap

able anxiety, I lx.‘lieved that ignorance would be l:)li.s.s. Alter a tltree-week holiday, I faced tlie

l^eginning of the winter tenn. Witliout any warning, I woke up .sweating, ciying, and .sliaking.

My heart constricted, and I felt the alxsolute certainty of doom. I don’t know why. My syllabi

were in order, cla.s.ses would start on Tucsckiy, and I had Monday to prepare. I loved teticliing.

My knowledge and experience vs’orked against me. 1 couldn’t suit die term with a blind leap
of faith as I had all the times before. This was the middle of my .second year of teaching
Englishat a community'college. I knew how much work lay ahead. I knew J wouldface

demands, [problems, unknowns, and I would face my fears wliile .standing in front of a room

I woke up

sweating,

crying, and
shaking. My
heart

constricted,

and 1 felt the

absolute

certainty of
doom.

'Iliis article fiist ap]X‘:ired as “Grainnttr Changes Lives” in TeachingEnglLd:) in Tim YearColleges, March
2003- Ccrpyriglit 2003 liy the National Council of'leachers of EnglLsli. Keprintexi with [>emiis.sion.

v\v\v\'.nae.org/ioinriaIs
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lull of strangers kx)king to me for knowledge. I couldn't get out of Ix-d. and die shaking only

suiisidcd when I thought about quilting. I wanted to go back to my summer-time college job

as a one-hour photo lal) technician and leave all this “academe” behind. I wanted to do

anydiing but show up u) teach class.

In die six weeks since dial anxiety, however, diings liave liitpjiened: I hive a nun (a Gidiolic

sister %\'earing a traditional habit each day) in one of my cias,ses who is afraid of grammar; I

have an African-American student wdio has pul vague theories about arce into concreteand

powerful terms (he said that when he walks downtown in lake Oswego he feels a “thing

jiiercing die back of my head” as eyes follow); and I had one student who ncx.-dcxl to sit undei-

the table while writing in class liecause she felt .so vulnerable putting her lil'e into words that

odiers could read—she hasn't shown up for over a week novw

Mast signifiamtly and seemingly uni-elated to die classrcxim has lx*en die deadi of my aunt.

Now he’s

two chapters
behind and

confusing his

cigarette for

a pen.

5(5 * *

'I'wo days after my aunt's funeral, my mom and I visited my aunt's husband and her son,

Jeff, who is alxxit ele\'en years older than me. I didn't know much alxxit her son, my cousin.

Ju.st Hollywcxid stories about a rough life, hunting, countiy- music, family fight.s—a life of

indefatigable conflict.

On the morningwe visited,Jeffsat at a card table set up beside the kitchen. A Styrofoam

cup of coffee, an open can of beer, and a perpetually lighted cigarette formed a half-circle

to his right. Caffeine, alcohol, nicotine, all .self-medication or basic nourislimenl for a life

hammered out rough. Jeffs thick graying hair stood on end. Mis friend stopped in to

update Jeff about some work on the farm. Me wore tight Wranglerjeans and boots as

pointy as the ends of his thick mustache. A deep line cut vertically into his cheeks and he

spoke in a arspy, smoky voice. After he [lassed tlirough tlie kitchen, he c-ame back to sweep

up the dirt his b<x)Ls left behindon the linoleum.

Amidstall the supplies on Jeffs card table .sat a grammar worklxxik for a “Writing Skills
Class.’’

■■fm behind in my .studies." Jeff told me. “Been dealing with the death of my mother.''

Now he's two cliapters Ixhind and confusing his cigarette for a pen.

lie's remmed to community college after an attempt last fall that oveiw'helmed him with

newness—learninghow U) register, how to And his classrcxxns, how to know wlxu bcx)ks to

buy. He can find his way through a dark woods, track and kill a wild animal, btit at tiie

9



community college, he was as lost as I would l:>e if I jcjined him on one of his annual hunting

trips—everything foreign and therefore tlireatening.

In his rough Marlboro Man voice, he told me about his Writing Skills class. He likes his

teacher because she smiles. I le explained grammar mles tc:> me:

“You can put ihe’ in front of a noun, but not a verb,” he said with concentration. “But

sometimes,a verb am also lx? a noun. See, like here, ‘1 love you,’ Tliat’s a verl^. But then, ‘I feel

die love,’ that’s a noun.”

He made a note in his workixxik while holding Ills yellow liiglilighter in die same liand. He

told me he still had odier “studies” to do but only four hours left to work. He leaned back in

die folding chair and held Ills stomach.

“I gel this anxiety,” he said,

I told him about my first-day anxiety, like being tangled in barbed v^'ire. I told him how

much I loved teaching and how much it terrified me.
He said he’d love for someone to call him “teacher" at his age.

* « *

“...See, like

here,‘I love

you.’ That’s
a verb. But

then.l feel

the love,’

that’s a

noun.’’

The contexts of our lives have been completely opposite—his filled widi challenges and

violence and pain, mine fillcxl widi support tmd opportunities and kindness—^and yet we share

similai' values, ambition, and die same anxiety.

Lately, he’s lieen sending me eniaO. I don’t know ifhe agonizes over each sentenc’e, mutter

ing grammar terms under his breath, or if he writes freely to me. Either way, his rapidly

developing prose breaks my heart. In straight-forward .sentences from a physiailly tough and

weadiered man, he tells me he misses his mom, is woniedabout his dad, sees the same look
on his dad’s face diat he saw on his mom’s before she died, and that he Is sc'ared.

HLs emails tell me he’s getting “higli marks” and nice comments on his papers. He acciden

tally did all ten journal prompts in liis workbook when he was only required to do one. (‘Took

me all day! Sh/iit....") He sends me one of the stories in which an image of an abandoned

work bcx)t .symbolizes the loss of his mother. As good as Raymond Carver.

1 watch this man tran.sform himself one step at a time'—enroll in classes, find the class

rooms, find time for his “studies”—and I see him learning about himself and expressing his

iasightful view of tlie world tlirough tliick blue script that dents pages three chapters ahead in

his grammar workbook. He promised his motlier that he would keep working at school. He

wants to do well for all tlie right rea.sons. He honestly cares about grammar rules, wants to

10
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unclei'stand tliem, explains tliem to me as if I know tliem all as comlbitahly as I know how to

breatiie. Btit 1 don't know tliese ailes die way lie is getting to know diem. Tliis skills class is his

first step toward a new life. As he acquires words and technkjues, he gains a voice. As he

writes alxxit his life experience and shires it w'idi me, widi Ids teacher, his family, he writes his

way into the world, makes room for himself in a s(x:iety that has mo.st often left him on the

fringes.

Statistically, I bet Jeff is not supposed to succeed in college. Hxpeits might assume the

years of trouble and disappointment outweigh the motivation and effon of today. But they
don’t. He is charging ahead with a goal because it is what he wants to do. Through the

cigaiette smoke, his eyes show eagerness and hope. Maybe he is not uunsfomiing himself as

much as he is culrivadng who he lias been all along.

In one ofJeffs last emails, he tells me diat my aunt loved me veiy much, and now he knows

why. He tells me diat even though we ha\'en’t seen each other much in our lives (we’ve con

versed more in die last two weeks dian in my entire 29 yeais), he can see why she cared alxiut

me so much. He tells me that I have a big hean, like her.

I luck the email away to read again and again. I think of my anxiety, ambitions, fears, and

hesitations. I think of my tiunt, of our big hearts, and of her wishes for peace in the family.
That makes me think ofJeff’s story’ and his image of a lone boot hanging from a tree in the
wotxLs. 'Hiis reminds me of the direat of tears and the thread of anxiety that returned to me

in cla.ss on Thursday when not one of my twenty-seven morning cla.ss sttidents seemed to care

at all about a-n-y-t-h-i-u-f’. I .stcxid at the front of the room on 'rhursday and faced a wall of
.silence, of apathy, of total disinterest. The blank faces staring at me, unnioving, no intention

of working diat morning, brought back the comslriction of my chest and the shaking in my
limbs.

Now, however, I visualize the hean and .soul Jeff pours into that grammar book, and I

decide to t*cach to him. I will make the image of liim at die card uible holding liis .stomach and

feeling anxiety while .striving to do well Ix' the mark to which I set my course.

I won’t feel emliamissed anymore, ashamed of my passion for writing and teaching and my
“un-.scholarly” Ixlief that writing changes, even .saves, lives. Grammar can change a life. It’s
busine.ss. It’s church. Tlie ckLS,sroom Ls a .sacred space where rituals in writing, reading, reflec

tion. and grov>T:h take place. People transform their li\’es in the classrcxim. Tliey de.ser\’e my

openhctirted enthiLsiasm even if diey don't respond widi easy’ smiles and agi'c'ement. llie ones

who pull their ba.seball caps low and defend their minds with mu.scular gaints ofapadiy, arc

protecting diemselves from ten'Uying unknowns,

I won’t feel

embarrassed

anymore,

ashamed of

my passion

for writing

and teaching

and my“un-

scholarly”
belief that

writing

changes, even
saves, lives.
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Despite my ball of anxiety at die start of die term and my wish for ignorance, I no longer
envy those students’ apathy, even diough it seems like it would be easier, safer, less painful.
Our momenLs of frustration offer us growth and wisdom if we don’t succumb to the fear.
We have all seen how outol'destaiction and filth rises strength and lieauty. In my mom’s

mulch pile of chicken bones and coffee grounds, a clump of iridescent bell-shaped flowers
sprout angelically. Jeff sprouts out of his environment of loss, tension and conflict, alcohol,
nicotine, and insurmounuible challenges. My knot of panic is sprouting into opportunides,

connecdons, and a wider, more cheerful view of my self. My fear forced me to look in uncon-

vendonal places for answers, and it gave me insight into die life, mind, and dire ambidon of a
community college saideni who is also my cousin.

Maylie people widi more education live ettter and happier lives as Mortenson claims, but
I don’t know. It isn’t die end result diat matters. A college degree may or may not cliange a life.

The moments of learning are what matter, and sometimes the most profound lessons start

widi nouns and i^erbs. Now, when my anxiety rettirns to hover around die top of my stomach,

I visualize my students. Next to this image, I remember Jeff sitting at the card table by the
kitchen and concentrating on his grammar book, smoking his pen.

Trista Cornelius

teacha writingand
literature at

Clackamas

Community College
in Oregon City
Oregon. She has
publisheda variety
ofessays, articles,
and research while

selfpublishinga bi
monthly ‘zine called
Reflections.

Currently, she is
writingand reading
creative nonfiction
and exploring the
possibilities ofthe
personalessay.

Notes

Thomas G. Mortenson. “Poverty, Race, and the Failure of Public Policy: The Crisis of
Access in Higher Education.” AciS-z/ewe. 86.6 (Nov/Dec 2000): 38-44,

I ’
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Singing Springs
Tamara Pinkas

After five hours of driving in the growing heat of a late June day, I find myself creeping
along a one-Ianc road. Cautiously navigating the bluid c\irves, deep potlioles and sheer drop
off to my left and unsure of my exact destination, 1 woiTy that I rmxy hit an unheard car < >r find

that I am totally lost. Around a particularly sharp curve I spot, almost incidentally, a small
hand-lettered sign nailed to a weatliered, split-rail fence. “AIL Workshop," it reads, and witli

relief I follow the directional anow another 50 yards down a sloped gravel drive toward a

mowed grassy expanse where a tipi and Ixickpacking tents are clustered, I have safely anivecl
at the Singing Springs Resort in Agness, Oregon to begin a 24-hour visit with eight of my
Cooperative Hducation students at the American Indian I.anguages Workshop, a collabora
tive effort of the Confederated Tribes of the Lower Rogue and Lane Community College.

Indian . , . American Indian ... these are still uncomfortable words for me. Until a few

months ago I thotight “Native American" was the appropriate and respeciftil way to refer to
the first people of this continent. 1 lowever, I have learned tlxat many cenns are used almost
interchangeably: Native American, American Indian, First Peoples, First Nation, Indigenous
people, and Aborigine, Tlie Indian faculty, staff, and students at Uine told me they prefer to
be known as Indian or American Indian. So, Indian it is.

Parking ne<ir a long bungalow, sliglxtly above tlie grassy tirea, I appayach die open-air kitchen.
Behind it about 15 people, mostly adults, are seated in a circle under a large white canopy
beneath a stand of mature oak trees. An elderly Indian, speaking first in Tututen, one of die

ancestral languages of the Ixiwer Rogue, and then in English, is conducting a language lesson.
I ix*rch on die end of the picnic Lible Ixmch at what I hope is a respectftil disUince. I wonder if

it's OK to watch, thinking that I may l:)e committing a culuiral faiixpas. No one asks me to

move, so I observe the lesson in progress. I focus my attention on my students, who are

scattered around die site, engaged in their self-.selecied role.s—^videographer, children's teticher,

and pardcipant. We are all heie to support descendents of die Tutudeneh people as they learn
Tututen, the language of their ance.stors, a dialect from the family of Athabascan languages
also known as Tututni. ‘ This is a language, I later discover, that was on the verge of extinc
tion—until now. And, this is my students' classroom,

Tlie language le.s,son continues, and I think about die .satdenLs and what they will be learning
Ix^cause, aldiough I’ve lieen a faculty in cooperative education for almost 15 years, Fve never

13



facililaled an experience cjuiie like this one. Yet. is tliis one really different? 'Hie elements are
here—student, work site and college—creating a formal educational partnership for .student

learnijig in j^rimarily off-atmpus 1 xisinesses and organizatit >ns. I have dways enjoyed working
in cooix?i<itive education (ccxop) lx'cau.se, at its best, it challenges saidents to lie indeix'ndent
learners who build connections Ix’tween what they have learned on campus with w'hat tliey

observe and experience at the work site. Like other classroom settings, co-op combines
guided and selfklirected learning to help .students achieve more tlian a narrow set of skills. To
help my saidents take advantage of their coop class, I assist them with the development of
individualized learning objectives, a.sk them to keep a journal, and have them evaluate their

leai-ning at tlie end of the term. In most ways, the American Indian liinguage Workshop
appears to be a typical cooperative education experience, but my intuition tugs at me, .sug

gesting it could lx sometliing more.
I look around the pastoral setting, which, I was told, is about 500 yards from an historic

village site along the Rogue River, the traditional home of the Tutudeneh people. The
lesson ends and several of my students wander over to say hello. I meet one of the work

shop facilitators, Wendy Campbell, and she introduces me to the other facilitator, John
Medicine Horse Kelly, Ph.D,, Director of the Center for Aboriginal Education, Research
and Culture from Carlton University in Ottawa, Canada. ! meet Gilbert Towner, the

Tuuideneh elder leading the le.s,sons, one of a very small number of living individuals who

spoke Tututen as a small child. I then spend a few minutes with Jerry Hall, a Lane faculty
member and descendant of the Tutudeneh people, who has been instrumenUil in bringing

own

She greets
me with

"ja//a” the
informal

way to say

hello in

Tututen...

us all together.

Since language lessons are over tor die day, mast people .sc'aner and I volunteer to assist one

of my suidents with dinner preparations. Dublxd ''Qx)kie” by Gillxrt due to her visibility in
die kitchen, diLs student is responsible for the logistics of organizing mmy cispects of die work

shop including feeding over diirty people for two weeks. Mondis before, she Ixgan jilanning
collalxiratively with a smtUl grou[i of Uine faculty and .students and served unoft'icially as one of
die group’s .sources of energy, commitment and vision. She greets me widi ‘jcilki," die informal
way to say hello in Tututen and we Ixgin to make die evening metd. As we work, she tells me
alxiut die first four days prior to my arrival and explains dial mtiny of die learners have alretidy

developcxl enougli Tututen v-xx-abulary to hold simple conversjitions, amazing progre.ss for four
da)^

'Ihat evening I come to undersuind what she me-aas. A gioup is daimming tinder die canopy
and one of my odier students, himself ol'Tutudeneh ancesuy, is encouiaged to sing a 'rututen
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.song, a gift that in Tutiideneh culture arrives from the Creator fully-formed. He has been

gifted witli many songs and pcx.-ms in the Tuaiten language over tlie last several days, hut this

is his first public presentation. The song concludes with an enthu.sia.stic outpouring of clap
ping, whistling and the high-pitched ‘1u lu," a distinctive and intense single-tone .sound that

the Indian women offer in appreciation. Tlie signillctince of what I am witnessing strikes me
instantly. According to Gilbeit, no one has used Tututen in daily life or sung a Tuaiten song at
an Indian gathering here, at his families' village site on the Lower Rogue, in nearly a century
and a half. All that existed of this language four days ago resided either in the memories of

tJiree tribal elders-one who spoke die language only up to die age of five, one in failing healdi,

and one who refiLses to speak die language today; or in a stack of 60-year-old audio tapes of
interviews widi Tuaideneh elders. A language has been brought back from extinction. And

this is happening in my saidents’ cla,s,sroom.

The rest of the evening, paiticijiiants in small fluid grouj^s praaice dance steps, claim, and

learn to "lu lu.” 'Ihe mood is effervescent and laugliter is everycchere. Darkness finally brings
die evening gadiering to an end Alone in die guest tent, ready for sleep, I lun Ixith exliilarated
and exhaiLSted.

The next day, after a late breakfast, lessons begin with the learning group assembling
once again under the canopy. 1 begin the proce.ss of systematically spending time with my
stLidenLs as diey work or take breaks. 'Iwo saiclents are videotaping all the language lessons
as well as other events of ejicli cbiy. 'Ihey want to keep an eye on the ctmiera while we tilk, .so

we sit a short distance from the learners and speak in almost a whisper. We discuss the

challenges of videotaping with limited equipment under difficult lighting conditions. From

the beginning, it has been undenstood, they explain, that for archival purposes the camera
needs to stay focu,scd on Gilbert and the learners, except when le.ssons are not in se.ssion. A

pair of osprey call overhead, and one student expre.sses disappointment diat she can't catch

them on video; their pre.sence are a confirmation for her that the Creator is supporting the

workshop and her participation. I optimistically sugge.st that the birds may show up later.
One student has l:>een noticeably alxsent from most of the daily aaivities, appearing briefly

at meals and disiii:)ix“aring again, Wlien I inquire where Wendy is, I am told she Is working witli

Jolm Medicine I lorse KeUy in one of tlie bungalow rcxims tliat lias lieen .set up as a computer
lab. During lunch I catch up witli her and make amingements to visit witli her andJohn. At die

appointed time, 1 mount the few steps into die bungalow, enter the darkened room, and see

John seated in front of an array of electronic equipment-eompute r, sound mixing board,

audio-tape player and printer-with my .student off to the .side, writing tablet and pencil in

A language
has been

brought back
from

extinction.

And this is

happening in
my students’
classroom.
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hmci. 'llie summer heat lias nticle this rcxim abnast unl>earably stifling, even wiili die windows

and screen door open. Yes, it has lieen like diis all week, diey tell me, but so what? 'llie work
must lx‘ done.

T am given an oveiview of dieir cask by my student, who has learned and can i>iiformeach

stc[i. Tlie old audio tape recordings of inteiviews with trilial elders are carefully digitally re
recorded using special techniques that ensure all original sounds are preserved; a copy of die
unaltered digiud recording is saved onto a liigh-qiiality gold or silver CD and is set aside for
fulure generations. Using one or more specifically designer! editing programs, a second copy
is edited to eliminate background noise and Ixxist sound (luality; die new fdtered recordings

are completely cataloged; and, as useful language phrases are identified, they are copied for
tninscription by Wendy to be reviewed by Gilbeit each morning before the day's language
lesson. Ultimately, each learner will be given a CD that has been made of the words and

phrases from the lessons so that learning and review can continue long after the workshop
ends.

iohn and Wendy hai'e developed this process dirough extensive experienc'e widi Oiixidian
trilx?s, assisting each to learn and to teach its own language to tribal memlx^rs. However, this
is the fii-st time they have attemiXed to work with a language so close to extinaion; the chal

lenge was daunting at first, Jolm confesses. Tliey have had to utilize die existuig TLituten lan

guage tapes much more than expected, he explains, which presents some challenges. The
Uipes were primarily done by linguists and tend to fexjus on subtle variation in prontinciation
and sentence struaure, critical infomiadon alx)ut any language. Unfortunately, eveiyxUy lan-

giuige, necxied to help learners gain an immediately useful conversational vcxiilxihuy its well as
words relating to cultural content, are frequendy absent. To illustrate diis point, John plays for

me pan of a tape in which Ida Bensell, Gilben's aunt, is asked to say "The beaver ate the
chicken egg,” Ida willingly recites die sentence in Tutuien and immedkitely lx?gins to chuckle

and then laugh. We laugh too. It,seems like such a silly thing to have someone say-everyone

knows that Ix^avers don't eat chicken eggs. My sUidenl tells me that Ida’s laughter, heard fre

quently in her taped inteivdews, has been an inspiration to Gilben. The lirst time Gilbert
listened to Ida's laughter, she reports, a broad smile appeared on his face and his nxxxl Ix.*-

came one of optimism for the revival of his first language.

John shares with me die intense, 10 to 12 hour-a-day work schedule he and many of my

students have lieen keeping. .Since much of die language on the tapes is unu,sable forteacliing

puiposes, they are barely able to identify a sufficient number of phrases and words to help
GOlxiit prepare for lessons on the following ckty. I am keenly aware dial eveiy moment spent

Gilbert’s aunt,

is asked to

say “The
beaver ate

the chicken

egg-
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with me impedes their progress, so I ask to stay and obser\^e as the two of them return to

work. We Ixigin to listen to a tape that tiie>’ are halfway through and without explanation die

sound drops away. John adjusts some controls on the filtering software and ains die clip again
with no success. More adjustments, additional trials and then, faintly, the inteiviewer’svoice

liecomes undenitandable; she Is asking Ida to stiy “medicine man,'’ but we are unable to under-

scind Ida’s response, 'Hie computer shows there is sound, but it is too muted to decipher. My
smdent's fnistration is evident. Finally, a veiy impoitant cuiairal word is found on the tape,
and it Is inacce,ssible. John’s etst guess is that eidier the volume was accidentidly turned down

during the original recording or that die tape diey are w'orking from is a misrecording of the

original. For fort>'-five minutes he staiggles to pull this word from oblivion. It doesn’t hap
pen, Disheartened, we talk about the hope that future teclinology will allow someone to

recapture this word.

It is early afteincxin and cartons of ice cream bring a much needed cooling break. During
die workshop, cultural activities have been planned for mo.st afternoons and today’s won’t
begin for a while. In the interim, several students and I walk over to the nearby Agness
Museum, an old one-room building filled with IcK-al artifacts. Our Indian singer of the previ
ous evening and his sister, who is also my student, have joined us. and we chat about their

family histoiy that is prominently displayed, especially picaires of their great-great-great
grandmother. one of a group of diree Indian women who managed to avoid eteing forcibly
sent to a reserv'ation in Siletz in the 1850’s.

We return and everyone is asked to gadier under the c-anopy where Gillxm 'etgins to sliare

stories of liLs life at Cheniawa, the Indian boarding school in Salem, Oregon, where he lived

from the age of five tlu'ougli high .schtxil. Another elderly man and his wife airive and join us.
He too spent his childhoodat Cheniawa,and the two of them keep us enthralled for alnio.st

two hours with charming stories of young-boy antics and details of the daily life of a residen
tial school where over 900 students from 90 different trites endured harsh English-only niles

and were prevented from practicing traditional ways.- Aware that 1 may -et missing cultural
meaning imliedded in their comments. 1 am amazed that I perceive no anger or resentment

from them as they speak of their early life, and wonder at the ab.sence of either sentiment.

Today is the last day of the workshop etfore a two-day break with many attendees plan

ning to leave the site for short trips home. C?ilbeit bringsthe first week to a close with a

heartfelt speech thanking the Creator and the Ance.stors for their suppon, for the success of

the workshop's first week, aiidtlie helfi of eveiyone who assisted on site. In family fashion we

Uike group photos, wish eveiyone a safe journey and say v\'e will see each otlier scxin.

What began
as a routine

cooperative
education site

visit became

an historic

event that

both awed

and inspired
me.
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Several hcxirs into the drive home, I pull into the deserted parking lot of the Dean Creek

Elk Viewing Area near Reedsport, Oregon. Haifa dozen Roosevelt elk are calmly grazing in
the lush meadow grass, accustomed to the cars traveling along the naiTow highway beside
diem. It is dtisk and the coastal chill raises goose bumps on my arms. Grabbing a sweater, I

walk the shoit distance to die plaifomi and lean along die ariling. I reflect on diese two days as
I watch die elk and am stmck by how important this experience has lieen for lx)di my saidents
and me.

It has been a privilege to spend time at the AIL Workshop and an honor to work widi
Gilbert, Jolin, Wendy, Jeny and others who generously shared dieir knowlcxlge aticl offered an
understanding of how this moment fits into the larger context of Indians reclaiming their
heritige. Tlie workshop did, indeed, provide succ'e.ssful cooperative eductition learning expe
riences for my students; they gained knowlcxige and skills diat wU help diem in dieir education
and dieir careers. Nevertheless, the students told me clearly, their contributions to die revival

of Tututen hold the most meaning for them.

Through my students I gained a new conneaion and a deeper appieciation for Indian cul-
mre. I gained a sense of hope for die Tuaideneh people and the Confederated Tril^es of the
Lower Rogue. And, I Ixicame part of a community of faculty and saidents at I.ane dedicated
to developing the first American Indian Language prograta at an Oregon community college.

For me, I am surprised by the strength of my own feelings about this experience. What
began as a routine cooperative education site visit lx;came an historic event that lx)th awed
and inspired me. I regret I will not be reaiming to witness the continued restoration of this
language and this culture. Turning my cai' onto the highway back to Eugene, I am awjire that
Singing Spiings has been my classroom, tcx).
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‘JefFZucker, Kiiy Hummel, BobFIogfoss, Otvgonlndians: Culture, Histoiy and Current Affaim,
An Atlas and Introduction. (Western Imprints, Tlie Press of the Oregon Historical Society,
1983).

^ Carolyn j. Mair, “Assimilation Through Education: Indian Boarding Sclxxds in the Pacific
Northwest.” Retrieved November 1, 2002, from

http://content.lib.washington.edu/aipnw/marr/marr.hmil
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The Displaced Homemaker
Velma Jesser

She stepped into class the first day
not knowing wliere to sit
or what to do.

Notliing reminded her of liome,
the place with her routines,
die liome of her children, the safe place to l:>e.

She knew no one.

She wasn't sure if she could even come here again tomorrow,

She sat quiedy, without moving, widiout breadiing.

The tenn went quickly, so much new, so mucii to do.
I watclied my students, helped diem question,
prompted dieir answers, recommended solutions,
encouraged dioughts and accepted failures

when failure provided new wisdom.
I watched student confidence grow
widi pride—tlieirs and mine.

She came during final exams
and itmidly asked me,
“What are you teaching next term?"
We both smiled.
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Three Books,Three Authors, A Single Message;
Parker Palmer, Alfie Kohn, Richard Allen

Mertill Watrous

I wrote this as a gift to the Lane Coiniminily College Dental Health Faculty after a
shared conversation about the Art of Teaching during the spring of2002. Their
letters inspired me. They asked me for the names of books about teaching that

might continue our conversation. Here are a few of my favorites . . .

After years of reaching the teacliing of writing at the graduate level in a master’s degree

program for teachers and all subjects at the elementaiy level in a fiftli grade immersion class-

r(K)m, I became a ftill-time college instmctor whose subject is the Foundations of Education.

1 teach t'cachers-to-be alx)ut the art of teaching; mine are the clas.ses tliey take before tliey tttke
any methods classes. As a cooperative education coordinator, I teach in two types of class-

rcx)ms, one at Lane Community Q^Oege and llie otlter on-site witli cMdren out in Uine County’s

pLiblic schcx)ls, Wliat were once, for me, periplieral cjuestions are now matters I consider on

an almost chWy basis. (Wliat are effecti\'e teaching strategies to use when dealing witli diverse
ietimers in a blended classixxam’ How does tlie nature of autlienlic assessment vaiy' according
to the age and experience of the learner? What exactly is meant by tlie expression "the art of

teacliing?") As I’ve read, written tind refleaed on this very art, three scholars have spoken tea
me with voices I found panicularly memorable: Parker Palmer, Alfie Kohn, and Richard

Allen. Tliough books on education fill whole walls in my home and office, I own multiple
copies of lxx)ks by only these tliree autliois. 1 find I cannot easily loan out a copy of Courage

to Teach or Punished byiReu anlsovlmHict Teaching to a .student or colleague witliout knowing tliat

I iiave a backup copy available in my office “on re.serve.’‘

Most of us teach in isolation. At tlie college level, a deptutment chair might visit as often as

once or twice a year; tliey are busy {x^ople and we are asking tliem to do more and moi-e with
less and less in these difficult times. Peer foedback may Ix^ offered to us and welcomed by lis
but usually it’s a arre ocairrence when a colleague sits in puiixisefully to observe a class. So wc

spend many w-orking hours alone, wondering if we’re doing it right. Politicians and voters

seem to see teachers as “the problem" - and the hammer of “accountability’’ continues to fall
heaviest on the shoulders of those w'ho least need the pi'odding. We take ownership, at least
partially, of the failure of each unsucces.sfi.ilstudentas well as celebrating the succe.sses of

Most of us

teach in

isolation.
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tii(}se who s(xir. And yet we cannot mc^et all die needs of all of our students all of the time. We

ainnot. Teacliing is a irsky business. No one affinns diis more ekxiLiendy tlian Parker Palmei'
in Connive to Teach.

As good teachers weave die fabric that joins them widi students and subjects, the heart is

the loom on which the threads are tied, the tension is held, the shuttle flies, and the fabric is

stretched tight. Small wonder, then, diat teaching tugs at the heart, opens die hean, and e\'cn

breaks the heart—and the more one loves teaching, the more heartbreaking it can be.'

Since teaching involves Ixidi Iicxiit and mind, ec'aluating student progre.ss is never simple or

straightfoivvard. So, if learning just to get the “A" or to pass the test is not enough, how do we

encourage all students to learn? AHie Kohn explains the costs ol' working for extrinsic

rewards at all levels of education. The higher die inherent interest of an activity—like

reading—the greater the loss to .students when that activity is tied to an extrinsic reward. Joy

Hakim w'rote a ten-volume series on American history, A Ilistofy of US, which is just good

reading. I remember tliat befoi'e 1 reciuired my young students to read her books, many

read themon dieirownforfun.Ofcourse, nonfictionis dense with information and all oftliat

information may not lie retained when one reads a book ju.st "for fun." When I liegan to ask

students to rememlier a large body of infomiation from one of I lakim's books. I started

using a "test" which was not really a test. 1 reviewed material with smdents using a cpriz I

administered but did not collect or gnide. I simply reviewed the "tested materiar aloud with

students after asking each C|uest;on. Testing smdents in this way, I highlighted for them wiiat

I perceived to be tlie most imponani points in the readings. I continue to use this "untest”

method wiili adult smdents. Ungraded review tests help smdents to mentally organize what

they’ve read. Related public speaking, writing, and an projects help students .synthesize

infomiation. Essay exams provide clo.sure and help students see the big picture. Bin the

grade itself—or a score on a test—cannot be the primary instarctional or learning goal, as

Kohn explains so eloquently in a number of his books. We have to grade. Tliey have to

care about those grades. But that cannot be all of it. ..

Kohn writes about the importance of delivering specific and detailed feedback rather than

the empty praise students are used to hearing. Tlie first requires mindfirl attention and knowl

edge of oirr stirdenLs as people; the .second is quick to admini.ster and r-ecjiriies little thoirght.

How dcx.*s encoitragement soirnd different from praise? Imagine a high .school English teacher

stopping to talk witli a student Ixtw een classes, 'lliis girl, a shy freshman, gatlier's up her

coirrageto ask, "Ms.Jones, did yoir have a chanceyet to tetrd my essay on Sojourner Tartlt?’’

Tlie teacher' might be tempted to respond: "Yes, Maria—I read all fifty essays last weekend
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and I'm sure yours was great. I ll get it back to you about it next week.” Or, if the

teacher had just read one of Kohn's books (and slept well the night before), she might

respond with “Maria, I actually remember reading that essay night before last. Your

essay stands out in my mind becaise of tlie way you inmxluced Sojourner’s story by connect

ing her stoiy to die story of your own dear modier and how she stmggled for years as a migrant

worker SLipjoorting young children. I'd like to talk with you Rirther alx)ut tliis witli your essay

in hand to refresh my memory—so that my response is more meaningful. Are you free third

period?” We c^mnot respond to every saident every time in a truly encouraging fashion. But

our sriidents do need to connea, really connect, with at legist one teacher regularly. And

maybe as teachers we too need to connect widi students on a deeper level on diat same

regular basis. To do so, I know I need to slow down and to become a more reflective

practitioner of my ait. Palmer celebmtes die idea of the subject-centered classroom where

teaching is tmly multidirectional, where we listen to our saidentsand teach them to listen to
one another. In this kind of a dassrcxim we focus on and honor together one field of inquiiyc

Many of us were caUed to teach by encountering not only a mentor but also a pardcular field

of study. We were cbiwn to a Ixdy of knowledge because it shed liglit on our identity as well

as on die world. We did not merely find a subjea to teach, die subject also found us.^

Along widi Palmer and Kohn. Richard Allen speaks to die art of teaching in hLs book, Impact

Teaching. After twenty plus years in die classroom, I find I have much to letim fiom Aden as he

examines a teacher’s smallest, almost irtualized aaioas and shows us how to refine our craft.

Wlien I think I am already using every moment to its best advantage, Allen shows me that I

am not. I learned fixim him to bring more movement into my classes and to make diem moie

interactive by paying attention to simple things like how I pass out papers and how I design

state changes. 1 knew "all about” state changes before reading Impact Teaching, but from

Allen I learned to plan for diem at least every 15 minutes—sinceI teach adults. I learnedhow

to layer oral directions since few of us ctin pixx:ess more thiin one direction at a time effectively

if that direction involves die movement of people or materials. I Ictimed to walk away from

a student responding to a question or making a comment radierdian walktowardliim, which

is wliat we instinctively do. Wliy? Wlien a teacher maintains eye contact but walks away from

a student while he is speaking, the sttident’s voice will rise and her gestures will liecome wider.
What could have aimed into a tete-a-tete Ix^tween the teacher and a “favored” respondent
becomes instead a conversation which inckides die whole class—^just Ixictiu-se of what the
teacher ckx^s with his body. Allen’s Ixiok is filled with itps such as diese as he examineswhat

teachers do every day and how we can lefine what we do.

I learned to

walk away
from a

student

responding to

a question or

making a
comment

rather than

walk toward

him, which is

what we

instinctively
do.
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time at Lane

Community College in
Eugene, Oregon, where
she works with

undergraduates and
graduate students who
take her seminars in the

Foundations of
Education and are then

placed as practicum
snidents in K-12

classrooms. Watrous’

expertise in education
has led to frequent
speaking engagements
including delivering the
keynote and three
different talks on the
teaching ofAmerican
History through the arts
at the Lane Education
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I am ircli in friends; tliey color my life and make ir woitli Ih'ing. Many of ihem are pui)lic

school teachers or college and uni\-ersity professors. A few I have onh' met between the

covers of a lxx)k. l^almer, Kohn, and Allen liave clianged the way 1 tliink and tlierefbre

cliangc*d die way I leacli. Each writer reaches out to the learner widiin die teacher. l'!acii writer

offers liLs readers a hojicful message about all diat is jiossible in the saident-teacher relation

ship. Each writer al'flmis die teaclier's calling to teach. As a reader, 1 am grateiul to all three of

diese audioix lor the wisdom dieyVe share in diese litxtks and for the artistry of their teaching.

Notes

' I^erl^x.T;uxl ItidK-lC. Iksey, TJx'CbiirofieTo Teach: A GnklethrReJlectionamlRoieuxtl. (S;in Fmndsco:

Jossey-Iiiiss, 1999). 9-

^ Ibid., 25.
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Roadkill and Wilderness: Teaching Three Writers

on One Theme by William Stafford in the
Collaborative Classroom

Sandra M. Jensen

when I fell in love with Peter Jensen in the hill of 1993, his book, Confluence, co

authored with David Johnson and Erik Muller, was a finalist for the prestigious Or

egon Book Award. Although a native of Washington State and a University of

Washington graduate, I had only recently moved back to the Northwest, having taken

the long road home through California and Colorado, It was exciting to me as a

working writer to listen and talk to poets like Peter, Dave, and Erik, who were so

intimately involved with the history and spirit of Oregon literature. Then, at the 1993

Oregon Book Awards ceremony, all the buzz was about the Oregon Literature Series,

which all these people had in common. I married Peter, started teaching the OLS in

the classroom, and 1 was hooked on Oregon literature.

One of the privileges of marrying a poet who has been writing in and about Or

egon for thirty years is access to a rich storehouse of published and unpublished

materials. In the summer of 1994,1 was teaching “Introduction to Fiction” at Lane

Community College in Eugene using The World Begins Here, An Anthology of Oregon

Short Fiction. I had just read Molly Gloss' “The Doe,” and I was preparing a lesson

comparing it to William Stafford’s poem “Traveling Through the Dark” in From Here

We Speak, An Anthology of Oregon Poetry; a shoit .story and a poem both about a mo

torist who stops for a road kill deer and “her fawn [that] lay there waiting, / alive,
still, never to be born."'

Looking over my shoulder, Peter said. "Oh, I love that poem. I wrote an elegy for

Stafford using that roadkill and wilderness theme.”
"Can I see it?”

"Oh, yeah, sure, I have it here somewhere. " He rummaged through journals and

files and finally fished out a poem out from a pile on the floor by his computer. I
read:
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Tile Wilderness is Listening
for Bill Stafford 1914-1993

Darkness htts thickened to include old friends, people
whose hands I’ve touched, voices like Bill Stafford’s

on the piione, and tliose who exchanged letters like love,

as well as cries of birds startled at night.

I, too, liiive winced at road kills and knelt down

stroking the fur of a river otter on Highway

99 south of Monroe. My amlx;r signals
blinked to warn all to slow down at dusk

if only to enjoy driving through golden lit farm land

as the sun played mcK'k forest fire in the Coast I^nge.
As 1 knelt, I wondered a while alx^ut all that is wild

listening to our every expansionist move,

and then I pushed the soft otter over

with my I'itual hand into tlie ditch, perhaps

for someone to skin, and drove on to a reading

in Corvallis. But I saved this coiled up form.

...all three

pieces were

about being

momentarily

stopped on
the road of life

as we rush

through the
woods toward

our final

destiny.

this sleek fish snatcher curled around its final pain,

to end this elegy for a man of Oregon,

who heard tlie wilderness listening and now

leaves us for that wild place whei'e we go.^

I put the pcx^m on my desk Ixiside Stafford and Gloss and read all three one after another.

What a feast to put before my siudenis!

Nor did they fail me. Tliey wcie as excited as I was by the way thiee texts spoke back and

foitli to each other. 1'o l->egin with, it was a good way to demoastrate to students how impor

tant a poet William Stafford wa.s—that other writers would honor him not merely by throw

ing accolades liis way, biit in a tnier, more meaningful way by gi-appling witli, expanding, and
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making their own a central theme of his. 'Ihe roadkill theme was one all the students could
relate to and tell their own stories alx)ut. We had saidied tlie paradigm of the hero's journey,

so riglit away someone siiid tliat all ihme pieces weio alx)Lii lx.*ing momencailly stopped on die
road of life as we aish dirough die woods toward our final destiny.

“Okay,” I said, “Let's think about that. Molly Gloss’ .story. The Doe,’ is about a woman,
Kate, who is rettiming home from die lieach Ixicause she can't find a place to stay. ‘Tlie fourth
annual ICate-needs-some-time-alone weekend was now officially a wa.shout,”’-’ So here’s this

woman who already knows she needs to slow down and diink alx)ut her life. She’s driving at

night dirough die coast range. Gin anylxxiy show on the big map of Oregon wliere she’s at?”
Marina, an international student from Argentina, had already worked this out. Tlie class

gathercHil around die map as she traced die “river highway to Astoria,” ' down 101 to Garilialdi
and then back to Nehalem. Her slender gold finger diat had written about the “disappeareds”

in Argentina, now followed die twists and turns of 53, die Nec'tinicum Highway, as it snakes
dirough the coastal forests to rejtiin 26. Somewhere along here, Kiite hits the deer.

“I know where PeterJensen was when he found die irver otter,” volunteered Rich, who was

a waiter at die Bacardi Restaurant in Eugene. "I graduated from Monroe High School, and
I’ve seen otter in die wedands around where Miller Creek goes into die Long Tom River.” He

found die place on die map. “It’s true, people drive tcx) fast along diat road, especially at the
time Jensen is diere. Right at dusk the animals start moving around, and dial’s when a lot of

them get killed.”

“Sojeasen’s poem doesn’t take place at night like die odier two pieces, but at sunset. Wliat
does that mean?”

"Well, he’s writing an elegy for Stafford, who has died. In a way, Suifford has entered die

ckuk aliead ofJeasen, and Jensen Ls looking in after him and diinking alxiut where we go after

death." Tliis is a sharp group. Tliey will continue to .suqxise me all .summer.

“Let’s locate Wilson River Road, dien read Stafford’s opening lines and come back to diis

part of the conversation later,” I .suggested. Someone located the Wilson River Highway,
which is the 6 between Portland and Tillamook. Then 1 read to them out of one of their

favorite referenc~e bcxiks, Oregon Geogmphic Names, diiit Wilson >vas “an early setder who drove

die first cows into [Tiliamookl County from Seaside. Wilson was apparently the founder of

die great Tillamook dairy indu.siry."^ Tlie students and I all enjoy the many kinds of diver

sions our conversations take, but I tiy' to eventually get us back on dienie. 1 asked Yujin, one
of three Korean students in the class that summer, to read the first two lines of Stafford,

This is a

sharp group.

They will
continue to

surprise me
all summer.
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wliich was alx)ut all the English lie was comfortable reading out loud. “Traveling through the

dark I found a deer/ dead on the edge of the Wilson River road.”

lltank you, Yujin. So all tliree of these pieces have in common someone driving through

the late day or night and having to stop. Let me read to you die source dial all diree writers are

probably aware the>^ are echoing. These are die famous openinglines to Djinte'sDiviiwComedy,

written in the fourteendi cenairy in lk>me, Italy:

Midway in our life’s journey, I went astray

from die straight road and woke to find myself

alone in a dark wcxxi. How shall I say
what wood ditit was!*^

“Dante is about to go on a hero’s journey, and die great poet, Virgil, steps forward out of

the Roman first century BCE to be his gtiide through a descent into Hell and ascent dirough

Purgatory. Tliis makes it clearer what the spiritual territory of all tliree writers is, doesn’t it?

Peter Jensen makes the most explicit u.se of it when he writes, ‘Darkness has thickened to

include old friends, people/ whose hands I’ve touched, voices like Bill Stafford’s.’ Sure, the

poem works if you never heard of Dante or Virgil, liut it gets even more interesting if you

realize the honor Jensen is paying Stafford by comparing him even obliciuely to Virgil.”

“Now we have ail three writers stopping ‘midway in llheirl life’s journey’ and find them
selves ‘alone in a ckirk wood’ fac-ed with a death of an animal to deal widi and think about. All

of you have reading journal notes on diese pieces, so why don’t we divide into three groups,

and each group concentrate on a different piece. Compile your notes and your thinking and

together draft OLit a report you can read aloud to the rest of us. We’ll work on these reports

on Wednesday, tlien listen to each other on Tliursday.”

Thursday’s session began with a reader's theater: three students read excerpts from “'Ilie

D(xi,” and both pcx^ms were performed by two otlier saidents. Tlie groups liad worked hard

on their collaborative reports and were ready to l^egin, die Stafford group to be followed by
Gloss and then Jensen.

The groups
had

worked

hard on

their

collaborative

reports

and were

ready to

begin...

The Stafford Group Reports
First of all, we were interested in what was in Stafford that the other writers put in dieir

pieces. All of them are traveling in or near dark through or down the Oregon coast range.

All three stop for a road kill, although Kate in “The Doe” is the only one of the three that

aaually kills it herself All of them have cautionary lights on. Stafford says, “By the glow of
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the tail-light I siuml:)led back of the car," and “I stood in the glare of the warm exhaust

turning red." Gkxss has, “in die pulse of die eiiieigency parking lights she walked Ixick along

the edge of (he road," and later, “So she sel flares along the road, spurting their red jets into

die darkness...." In Jensen’s sunset poem, everydiing is golden; “My amlier signals/ blinked
to warn all to slow down at dusk.” We think diis means diat diey all see there’s soiiiediing on

the road of life diat other drivers should slow down and be careful about. That something is

deadi indie form of a dead animal. All diree diink about die nature of death and responsibil

ity l^efore diey take aaion and resolve die moment.

In reading Stafford, we w^ere especially interested in liis hesitation and what it is he’s diink-

ing alx)ut. 'Hie dead deer has a live fawn, and it’s really liard to kill Banibi. Somelxxly in our

group dioughl this poem was alDOUt the aliortion issue, and we agreed it was hard not to at
least reflect on that issue. If it is about abortion, then it’s about making difficult choices.

However, we tliought it was more interesting to talk alxiut what he meant by “I could hear die

wilderness listen. / T diought hard for us all—my only swerving."

We asked ourselves, what is it die wildernessc-an lietir? A car is die killer, and diere could be

another coming toward him: “Tlie car aimed its lowered parking lights:/ under the hood

purred die steady engine." The narrator hesitates out of compassion and understanding be-

aiuse even though we humans are inside the predatory shell of die macliine, our Ixxlies are

soft like a doe’s. He thinks about the problem, but realizes there’s nothing he can do for

wilderness. He ca)i act for the safety of other humans on the road, and he does. It’s an

essentially humanistic decision.

We all loved this poem.

The Gloss Group Reports
Our group did die Molly Gloss story. The more we tiilked about it, die lietter we found it,

because a lot of dienies and plirases at the l>eginning are used over again at the end to mean

somediing different. For example, the italicized '‘Ah, God' on the first page means something

different when it's repeated on die last page.

There’s lots to talk about in this story, but mainly we thought it wasn't about machines

versus the wild, but about Kate’s character and how the incident changes her. Dante’s lines

really fit Kate. You know she’s midway in life’s journey because diere’s a line, “She didn’t feel,

wliat, twenty yeais older than liim’’^ so she’s aixiund foity, liecause we Imow die second cliiver

Ls very young, perhaps eighteen to twenty. Also, she’s out on the coast trying to have some
time alone. 'Hiat means she wanted to diink alxxit her life and what she’d like to change. Uie
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needed change comes tlirougli her “first kill" or “first l:>lood," just as it does in some coming-
of-age rituals.

We thought tliat the problem wiili Kate’s character is tliat she was too apologetic and
wishy-washy and afraid of the harsh realities of tlie world. 'I'he word “apologetic” appears
four times conneaed witli her. .She’s afraid to deal witli die situation herself, even though she

created it. She gets in her car and rolls up her windows. We lx“l .she had been gelling into her

car and rolling up die windows one way or another all her life. Wlien a guy comes along, she's

willing to let a man take 'care of the killing for her, even though he's only a kid.

Someone in our group said that dc-er have a hesiiadng, apologetic cjualiiy alx)ut them, so to

grow', Kate had to kill that symbolic dex inside her. vSome of us thought that was too far out,

but, whatever, to grow Kate needs to stop apologizing, to stop leaning on men, and to be

come more proactive. There was one line we talked a lot about: “Instead, simply on the

strength of his one foithright statement (or maybe just on the strength of his masculinity) she

found she was sliding toward a feeling of dependence and deliverance. It was easy to give up
die tidy litde happy ending now diat someone else liad come.'’ We started talking alx)ut men

and women and stereotyping and die socialization of men and women, and we had to work

hard to stick with die story instead of arguing about gender issues,

l-'inally, Ktite sees diat the man is just a kid; she’s the adult here; she’s die one who hit die
deer, so she’ll liave to be die one to kill it. 'Ilie stoiy ttinis when she diinks to herself, “Some

one else will have to do it. ’' Yes! Kale gets real! At that point Kate gets out of her protective
little shell, I meanher car, and dial shows she’s not afraid anymore.

Tlien by acting apologetic and naive, Ktite gives die kid a way out. It’s sort of funny, liecause

she’s imitating her former self; “It was unexpectedly easy to get die right tone of voice, implor

ing, apologetic.”Tlie kid leaves, and Kate is “alone in a dark wood.” She’s not patient and

wishy-washy any more. She digs up a flat rock widi “a sort of fierce impatience.” She says to
herself, “You’d better not wait. You’d better do it right now. Don’t think about it any more.”

We liked the contrast between Stafford’s line, “I thought hard for us all” and Kate’s line

“'You’ll lx Ixiler off diis way,’ she .said, for the doe and for herself” Gloss doesn't have Kate

.speak “for us all” but keeps the ftxus on Kate’s character and what's good for Kale.

Tlien we thought the language at the end of the story implied Ixidi death for die deer and

the birth of .something new in Ktite bec'tiu.se of die “delivering die baby” words diat are really

obvious: “.. .Ah, God, God, rocking back sightless with a wordless outcry of agony and re

lease and completion.” On the road through the woods, Kate has found new strength in
herself for die next pan of her life.

Our final word is: Molly Gloss is cool. Way cool.

Kate had

to kill that

symbolic
doe inside

her.
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The Jensen Group Reports

We’re the last group, and we're going to tiilk about Peter Jensen’s elegy for Bill Stafford,
’‘llie Wilderness is Listening.” 'nie title, comes from Stafford’s sixteenth line, so right away

you know two things: tiiat he’s honoring Bill StalTord and tliat he wants to emphasize tlie idea
of wilderness. Tlie last line of Jensen’s poem, iStafford] heard the wilderness listening and

now/ leaves us for that wild place where we go,” tells us dial when we die we go somewhere
wild and chaotic, which is nature, which is our home.

We talked Tuesday alx)ut how Jensen compares Stafford to Virgil, and we tliink dial diLs

sense of respect for the senior poet is shown by the way he includes a lot of images from
“'I'raveling Tlirough die Oai'k” in “Tlie Wilderness is Listening.” Both are on die highway, but
Jeasen’s roadkitl is more unasual; he chcxises die river otter to represent liLs memory of Stafford.
He removes it from more hann, “perhaps for someone to skin,” and he siives die imiige in his

mind, “diis coiled up form, / diis sleek fish snatcher curled around its final pain.” He’s trying

to save something from death to help him and us reniemlier in life this great man.
Like Stafford, Jensen pauses to think before moving the animal off the road: “I wondered

a wliile alxDut all that is wild/ listening to our every expansionist move.” flumaas are expand

ing into wildlife liabitat in so many ways that are endangering creatures, and diose creatures
are “listening” as we move into their territories.

We wondered what “ritual hand” means, and we thought that it’s a word tliat shows re

spect, a word diat honors Stafford and the otter bodi without hitting die reader over die head
widi “holy, holy, holy.”

Is that all? I think that’s all.

Our final

word is:

Molly
Gloss is

cool. Way
cool.

4 * *

It was an hour since die lepoits liad liegun, and now die class fell into a deep silence.

“Does anyone want to make a syndiesizing statemenf” I asked.

●How about, ‘Writers learn from each other’?”

“Good enough for me," I said. ‘ What shall we do for an encore?”

Notes

' William Stafford, “Traveling'llirough the Dark.” From Here We Speak: An Anthology of
Oregon Poetry. Ingrid Wendt and Primus St. Jolin,c“ds. (Corvallis: Oregon State University,
1993), 85.
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^ Peter Jensen, 'The Wilderness is Listening,” Unpublislied poem, 1993-
MollyGhLss, "TlicDcx;.” TheWo}idB(.^i7TSlIe}V:AnAuthologyofOregonShonFiction. GlenA.

Love, ed. (Coivallis: Oregon State University, 1993), 191.
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A Researcher's Prayer:APA Version
Peter Jensen

I issued a citation to each ‘Tare quote"

Tltat thought a lot of itself, that
Wanted to be copied down intact.

And then I split-cited each paraphrase,
Each result I needed to buttress

The cathedral of my holistic claim.

Finally, I summarized my one l>ist.

True .source in a “hybrid paragraph"
With Author (Date) signal line lead-in

And (page numixjr) attached
Lovingly in a little pocket at the end.

As I reviewed my documentation,
I mtide .sure I'd wired one 1.1), tag
To every dinosiiur bone I’d dug up.

Then, like a careful librarian

Re-shelving lxx)ks, I alphabetized

My li.st of References on a page
At the end in case someone

(Anyone?) would like to follow up
And read what I had found.

O I ho|x; someone will recognize
I low careful 1 have been to leave

A paper ti'ail t)f where I walked.

(len.sen, 200i, p. 172)
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A Researcher's Prayer: MLA Version
Peter Jensen

I issued a duition to each "mre quote”
Tliat thought a lot of itself, that
Wanted to lx? copied down intact.

And then I split-cited each paraplu'ase,
Each result I needed to buttress

The cathedral of my holistic claim.

Finally, I summarized my one best,

Tme source in a “hybrid paragraph”

With Author signal line lead-in
And (page numlaer) attached
Lovingly in a little pocket at the end.

As 1 reviewed my documentation,
I made sure I’d wired one 1. D. tag
To every dinosaur laone I'd dug up.

Then, like a careful librarian

Re-shelving books, I alphabetized

My list of Works Cited on a page
At tile end in cuse someone

(Anyone?) would like to follow up
And read what I had found.

OI hope someone will recognize
How carelul I have been to leave

A paper trail of where I walked.

(Jensen 172)
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Building Global Partnerships
Jacqueline E. Woods

An Address delivered to NBA Higher Education Group

March 3, 2001

I am cleliglitecl tt) here witli you today. Tills is an exciting time to be in liigher education

and there are a lot of changes (.iccurring in this business—lioth philosophically and struaur-

ally. I tliank you for tlie inviuition to share my views.
Both as tile executive director for the American Association of University Women and the

former liaison for the U.S. [Department of Education on community college issues, I have

found that global partnersliips are critical to the vitality of community colleges here and

abroad. As an Ethiopian proverli says, ‘When die spider webs unite, they can tie up a lion."

Some of you partnering with institutions in China and other countries might already be find

ing diat’s tnie and will have much to add to this discussion.

By the way, I am going to sprinkle proveibs throughout my presentation. Tliey say in Africa

that a good proverli “will make you smile and nod your head in appreciation.” Tt may even

make you laugh otii loud. It will definitely make you tliink. A jiroverii Is never explained to the

listener. If you can’t unclei'stand it, it is time for you to spend some time listening to die eldeis

of your village.

I have some wondeiful adventures about my own global travels that I often share to talk

about community colleges. And I have poignant stories of how AAUW’s International Fel

lowships, our International Symposium, and our global sister, die Internadonal Federation of

University Women, make a difference in schools around the world. I hope to have infoniial

opportunities to share some of those stories later on.

But among the professional topics diat often elicit much pa.ssion is the dialogue diat univer

sally occurs on how best to provide education and training for two groups of citizens: O)

people who are under-represented in die workforce and (2) people who have traditionally

lx?en excluded from jxist-cximpulsoryeduaition stystems. I am awed by how much the experi

ences and challenges of community colleges and further education institutions around the
world are more alike than different.

I hope this discussion Uxlay will help us stimulate the development of new partnerships

and aaion plaas for addressing the challenges liefore us in providingquality higlier education

opportunities for the global citizenry that we ser\'e. I’ll stan by talking about die conimonal-

‘When the

spider webs
unite, they can

tie up a lion.’
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ties we share, the value ot global partnerships, and how our community colleges are

pivotal to building these partnerships. I’ll end my presentation by outlining the

trends and the challenges that lie ahead.

new

Commonalities

There are several environmental elements tliat lire United Smtes now shares with

terparts around the world, 'ihese commonalties make it essential that we as leaders, faculty,
and sttiff strive more for interdependency and collaboration rather than for competition and
isolation.

The first commonality comes from our modern-day government structures. As fctr

President Clinton stated in a speech he gave to an international audience, “It is extremely
significant tliat for the first time in hi.stoiy, more than half the world's people live under gov
ernments of tlaeir own ch(X)sing.” Given this fact, we are experiencing a plienomenon where

the majority of our world leaders are making education and training a priority in their eco
nomic and workforce agendas.

Second, the world’s nations also now find tliemselves economictilly intertwincxJ. I5iLsine.sses

and corporations have reached far Iteyond tlieir local or national otrders and lx‘gun building
multi-national conglomerates to develop and dLsseminate tlieir products tind services.

Third, the changing demographics of all of our countries are creating profound chal

lenges for our educational, economic, and hcaltli services systems, 'lliis fact was clearly high-
liglited for me at a twoyetir college global conferencx.' in Bimiingltam, Tngland in 1999, where

10 countries met to discuss common issues in community and further education develop
ment. We found that all were dealing with .similar challenges in trying to merge our old and
new world orders to create climates that foster the contemporary growth and prosperity
needs of our collective countries.

ourcoLin-

mer

Value of Global Partnerships
In addition to tlie commonalities internationally, there has been much di.scussion, some

publications, and a great number of alliances fomied to empha.sixe the neces,siry of global

education. I-et’s consider the following information:

● More than 1/3 of U.S. corporations realize large portions of their proliLs from

exported gcxxis and services.

● By the year 2005, there will lx no American cities listed in the world's top 10 most
populated cities.
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● Monumentai political and economic events are taking place in industrialized,
newly democratic and/or developing countries, which have impact on our
politics and economies.

● We go ^^global” every day. We’ve come a long way from Coca-Cola’s “I’d liked to
leach the world to sing in perfect harmony” jingle. From e-mail pals to Internet
research to cell phones at flat rates, we move oh-so-easily around tlie virtual world.

If any U.S. educational sector is going to be considered the leader in creating effective
partnerships with global communities, my bet is on community colleges to step up to tliat
plate.

A survey last yearfound that community colleges are the vital education
link in providing the quantity and quality of workers needed to fuel the exploding

technology industry. Students are turning to community colleges for education and
upgrades. Nearly half of all undergrads attend two-year schools, and an even higher

percentage of older, minority, and disabled students.
(American Association of Community Colleges and ACT)

AAUW research shows that people who work, students with children, and
adults trarrsitionmgfrvm work to college say that community colleges offer what

they want and need: flexibility, practical training, a good value for the morrey, and
quality instruction comparable to that offour-year institutions.

(Gaining a Foothold)

Even honors high school students' sense shifts on the higher education
landscape,realizing that throughout their lifetimes they will profit from, many types

of institutions, including technical schools.
(Gaining a Footliold)

It’s no surprise, then, that tlie U.S. community college system provides tlie major model for
many of the world’s developing and industrialized countries tliat are striving to provide aca
demic and career education, skill training and retraining, lifelong learning, and basic literacy

opportunities for tlieir adult learners. Yes, the major model. Because;

Your admission practices, flexible and affordable cumculum formats, and mantra

of ethnic, gender and scxia! diversity parallel many of the issues and cliallenges
facing tliese nations.
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Your focus on creating programs and sendees designed to meet local needs

and expectations is often the object of inquiiy with internationalvisitors.

Your skill and success in partnering w'ith local community-based organizations, with

tile small and medium-sized businesses in our communities, and wiili other eduat-

tional sectors are often cited as relevant to the developing or industrialized counay s

workforce development efforts.

Your expertise in establishing and implementing state-of-tlie-art vcx-ational and skill

training programs in areas like computer engineering, paralegal support, health care,

chOd care and development, and waste and environmental management and using

technology to increase operational and academic efteaiveness is of major assistance

to coLintiies around tlie glolx? who alsc^ seek to acc|uire and use die latest technolo

gies in tliese fields, in designing new teaching strategies and in developing public

policy and program activities relevant to the workforce development needs of their
locales and enviroas.

US.

U.S. community colleges have become a microcosm of the growing populations of this

country. Your 12 million students range from 18-year-old teenagers, fresh from high school,

to retirement age—65 to 70, with the average age 27 to 30. Nearly 58% of community college
students are women. Almost 30% come from non-Caucasutn culairal and edinic Irackgrounds,

tlie largest ethnic group l^eing African-Americans follow'ed by Hispanic-Americans and dien

Asian-Americ'-ans. Many of these individuals represent the first generation in their families to

attend college, never received high equality basic skill preparation, and rely heavily on the

federal and state saident financial aid systems to help diem widi college cost. Most U.S. com

munity college students work full or part-time. Half take courses for credit, half noncredit. A

airrent trend shows diat over 10% of die students already hold bachelor’s or master’s degrees

and are returning to school to obtain a teclinical skill or cenification—diose lifelong learners
we now uilk about.

Yet U.S. community colleges still have some reform issues diat must I:>e addressed.

“Why should it be so important for U.S. community colleges to refomi their policies and

practices?,’’ you ask. “Didn’t you just say that they already provide the major educational

models?” Well, a Yiddish proverb says; “If all pulled in one direction, the world would keel

over” (or Chinese: “Learning is like rowing upstream; not to advance is to drop back.”).

community

colleges
have

become a

microcosm

of the

grov/ing

populations
of this

country.
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Our community colleges have historically adapted well to the changing demograph
ics and workforce needs of our nation and have aggressively addressed many of the
domestic skill needs of our communities. Rut now, it is time to make sure that commu

nity colleges are educating and training globally competent citizens at home, as well.
Although many U.S. community colleges welcome students from abroad and link to the

World Wide Web. in too many respects, we haven’t gone global enougli:

● Too many of our community colleges have not built a global perspecti\'e into their

own mission statements, public ]X)licy agendiis, or academic and vocatioml pro

gram offerings.

● 'Hiey liave not created standttrds i‘e(|uiring that their students lx? globally competent.
● 'Hiey have not created mechanisms foi- integniiing ilieir immediate global village—

the people in tlieir neighlx)rhcx)ds who bring a wealtli of expertise, languages, and
customs from around tlie world into the college.

● Tliey litive not reqLiired tltit all faculty develop a pedagogic^il fiamework tliat weaves
international and inteiculairal trends and Issues into all prognuns and activities.

● And they have not forged partnerships with educational institutions in the

international community to see what we can learn from them....I want you

to take away
from this

...the

urgency for
not only
forming global

partnerships,
but for

creating

global
environments

domestically...

And, we do have a lot to learn. Visiting Mexico, I learned tliat they have a national voai-

lional program tracking system \da computers much more .sophisticated tlian I have seen here.

Sweden and Holland are among tlie oldest and most sophisticated countries in using renew

able energy resourc-es and infomiaiion technology. Tlie city of Kolx?, Japan, uses multimedia

technology with an ease and familiarity that has yet to reach our shores. And we can take

le.ssoas in community development fnmi sever,!! east and west African countries.

Hut phikxsophically, no one has answeied the c]ue.stion of involvement, for me, better tlian

Nelson Mandela, when in 1993 as the recipient of the firstj. William Fulbright Prize for

International Understanding, he said: “Why should joeople in the United States wony about

what Ls haj^pening at the tip of tlie African continent? It is because we now have produced, in

this generation, men and women who are not .satisfied with just addressing and solving the

problems within the borders of their countiy. 'Iliis generation regards themselves as part of

humiinity 'Ihese are men and women wh<) have clxxsen die world to be die theater of their
efforts.”

I want to use South Africa as the liackdrop for cILsciussing why I want you to take away frcMn

this lunch die urgency for not only fomiing global partnerships, but for creating global envi-
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ronmenLs domcsiically to transform our “we-they" mentality to a more inclusive mental

ity. The United States and South Africa have a lot more in common than most people
know or acknowledge.

We in the United States have had to struggle with our own issues of educational

accessibility for historically under-served populations. Our liistory of opening doors to

educational opportunity for all Americans is still relatively new, Only within the last four

decades has this been reality, and there remain wide gender and racial and socioeco

nomic gaps. We still face many challenges in effectively and consistently maintaining

our access and lifelong learning philosophies. We are officially a monolingual society but
have persons of many different nationalities who have brought their native customs,

culture, and languages with them. Our literacy and unemployment rates impair our

ability to crow about the academic and economic success we provide for all citizens.

South Africa is a coLintry where 12 official languages, including English, are spoken. More
dian 70% of the adult population is illiterate and unemployed. South Africans are philosophi

cally and practically trying to move from an existing apartheid-designed educational system

(meaning tliai the levels of educational opportLinity available were available to people based

on color, witli few exceptions) into a community-ba.sed educational system for the niiisses.

Look at other similarities. Tlie U.S. community college system came into existence nearly a

century' ago when large numlx*rs of high school students wanted to enter die university, but
die universities wantcxi to divest themselves of die many freslimim and sophomores who were

not necessarily aaidemic’ally gifted. Tlie coirununity college mission at diat time was, and still

is, to provide access to the first two years of college to adult learners from all walks of life,
whether their interest was in academic or career educ"ation or Ixidi.

South Africa is proposing to develop further education and training systems that will pro
vide Ixtsic skill educ<ition to ditxse liLstorically denied access. 'Ibis system would provide people
widi skills to earn income and to become entrepreneurial, and to empower local organiza

tions to contribute more effectively to die economic stability of the communities.

Just imagine being responsible for the initial vision and creation of the country’s commu

nity college sy.stem—moving from a system of exckision to inclusion. Imagine having the

awesome lesponsibility of creating funding fomiulas from scnitch and identifying the basic

criteria and design of the initial regulatory and programmatic structure of diis system. Imag

ine taking make-do community centers and modifying them to serve as full-fledged educa

tional hubs. Imagine trying to create symmetry and unifoniiity' in an eduaidonal process when

moving people in and out of townships will initially be difficult because of territorial

41



lurfs and controls, language baiTiers, and inadequate, unseasoned staffing. Imagine do

ing this for the very first time in your liistory with the entire world watching and giving
advice and holding its collective breath.

For me, this concept in South Africa and many other nations around the world is both
compelling and oveiwlielming. It challenges mature educational systems like ours to sliare
some of tlie lessoas we learned from tlie sttut-up (obstacles we saimbled upon, and to provide

some concrete public policy and academic couasel and assistance in creating a cjuality servicx?
environment sans many of the encumbi-ances tliat come witli experimenting with develop
ment for tlie first time. It offers opj:)oitunities to explore just how good our technology is and
how sound our teacliing metliodologies are for special-needs populations. It offeis opportu
nities for the professional in us to learn more about these exotic and diverse countries. It
offers die civic citizen in me an opportunity to play a signific'ant role in shaping and contribut

ing to the world that our children and grandchildren will inherit. South Africa’s, China’s,
Ireland’s, Ethiopia’s, Jap-an’s (insert a countiy') success is our success. Tlieir failure — bec-ause
of our inlerconneaed and interwoven public policies, tedinologies and economies — Ls our

failure. As the Hopi Indians say, “One finger alone cannot lift a pebble.”

These

challenges
and their

solutions are

going to take
considerable

teamwork,

new visions,

creativity, and
new support

systems...

New Trends and Challenges

As our populations become more mobile and our world economies shift from natural
resource-based economies to inlbrmation technology-based economies, there are systemic

issues cutting across international borders diat significandy impact U.S. community colleges.
'Ihese issues include:

● The changing demographics and new student support needs of tlie adtilt learner
seeking entry into our institutions.

● The influence oftechnology onthe teaching and learning prexesses, institutional

infrastructures, and tlie exjxctations of die workplace.

● Tlie growing need for new professional development opportunities for existing
faculty and die development of innovadve recruitment technic}ues to attract new

teacliing professionals.

● The need to identUy^ the workforce and economic development priorities of die new'
century to build responsive and globally-ftxused curriculum and dattibases for both

colleges and busines.ses to use in decision making.
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Tliese cliallenges and tlicir solutions are going to take considerable teamwork, new

visions, creativity, and new supjx^rt systems, probably even numerous trial and error

efforts before they are resolved. Ikit what institutions don't have a lot of is time. Very

soon, community colleges must demonstrate that they can create systems and struc

tures to support the learning needs of the new century' and cement a prominent posi
tion for these institutions in their national education, training, and workforce agendas.

Forming .strong global partnerships and coalitions will eliminate duplication of effort by

legitimate and fly-by-night organizations in addressing many critical, universal issues.

So how do we strengthen existing parineiships and create new ones with educational

institutions across the globe?

● We have to want to l)e in a different philosophical place in the next two, five, ten

years.

● We I'utve to want to create teacher, staff, student and program exchanges that are

unifying.

● We have to engage in joint fundraising activities to enliance joint workforce develop

ment and vcx'ational programs.
● We have to sliow and tell our sUikeholders what die edticational, economic, and

humane lienefiLs will lie of our collaborations.

● We have to take cjuantittuive leaps to go where we say we want to be in creating

glolial citizens.

● We have to want to form new rekitionships, not just get by with the existing formal,

severe tind often impractical paper agreements or “big bang" models (as one of our

South African colleaguescalls them)that we too oftenoffer as our badge of proof

of cooperation.

● We have to engage our entire communities in forming broad or collective partner

ships that will Ix^nefit our studenLs and factilty in music and art as much as our

students in madiematics and allied health, our small electronics firms and our large

utility comptinies, oui' independent fanners and our unnsportation specialists.

We owe it to our students to redefine die nattire and scope of our global education and

training relationships. Community colleges in dtis country have a responsibility and the infra-

.stnicture to promote and paiticipalc in short and long-temi cooperative efforts in the global

education arena as necessaiy to our continued growdt and development, competitivene.ss,

and recognition as a world power.
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Take the message back to your campuses and communities that there is an exciting

world awaiting us. We must be active paiticipanis to reap the rewards. And the rewards

are many.

As an African proverb says: “Those who get to the river early drink the cleanest

water” or as a Chinese proverb says; “Only when all contribute tlieir firewood can they

build up a strong fire.”
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Global Technology Education in the Context of the
Gramscian Worldview

Jerry Ross

A Gramsci Context For This Century
Gramsd has renewed relevance in today’s information society. His commentson

the “organic intellectual” (defined below) and the need for effective, humanistic, adult

education can l)e applied to problems we face today in preparing young adults for the

digital age.

Antonio Gram.sci was born on January 22,1891 in Sardinia, Italy, the fourth of .seven

children. In 1911, after graduating from the Cagliari lyceum, he won a scholarship to

attend the University of Turin. At the University, Gramsci studied the humanities, the

.social sciences, and linguistics. In 1915, despite great promise as an academic scholar,

Gramsci became an active member of the Socialist Party of Italy (PSD, and began a

journalistic career. His column in the Turin edition of AvautH, and his theatre reviews

were popular.

In the spring of 1919, Gramsci, together with his associates, founded L 'OrdineNuovo:

Rassegna Settimanale di Cultura Socialista (Tlie New Order; A Weekly Review of Socialist

Culture), which became widely infltiential. On tlie evening of November 8,1926, Gramsci
was aiTCSted in Rome and, in accordance with a series of “Exceptional Uiws” enacted by

the fascist-dominated Italian legislature, committed to solitaiy confinement at the Regina

Coeli prison. 'Iliere he wrote Piison Notebooks, a complex literary work touching on phi

losophy, linguistics, and many other topics.

After being sentenced on June 4, 1928, w ith other Italian Communist leaders, to 20

years, 4 months and 5 days in prison, Gramsci w'as consigned to a prison in Turi, in the

province of Bari, w'hich turned out to be his longest place of detention (June 1928 -
November 1933). Gramsci’s intellectual work in prison was not recognized until several

years after World War II, when the Communi.st Party began publishing .scattered sections

of the Notebooks and some of the approximately 500 letters he w'rote from pri.son.'

Gramsci has renewed relevance in today’s information society. His comments on the

“organic intellectual” and “hegemony’’ and the need for effective, humanistic, adult edu

cation can be applied to problems we face today in preparing young adults for the digital

age.
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llie need for mass technical education is based on foe many revolutions taking place, espe

cially tlie appliaition of infonnation teclinology in a global business environment. 'Ifoe “digi

tal di\'ide” in which the “haves” enjoy global connectivity and telecommunications services

and llie “subalterns” have limited, if any, access, is a reality under increasing scrutiny. Critical

pediJgogy am provide foeoretical material needed to remake technical educ'iition and training

according to foe humanistic vision of Gramsci,who espoused an education informed by po

litical and c\iltura! leadership.

Tlie glolxil community college and its innovative progress Itiive Ix^en propcxsed as a mcxlel

for technical education in a globalized and changed world. Glolxil nxLss technicxil education

ctm Ixi advanced through implementation of the goals of foe Bologna I^xlaration combined

with serious efforts to prepare saidents for meaninghil work in the digital future.

Tliere is a binary naaire to foe Gramsdan analysis of edutution: one aspea is critical, while

another aspect is affirmative. Tlie critical side consists of Gramsci’s concept of hegemony

and the organic intellectual. The affirmative and positive side relates to opening up educa

tional opportunities and possibilities for underserved and economically challenged pojxila-
tions.

The global

community

college and its
innovative

progress have

been proposed
as a model for

technical

education in a

globalized and
changed world.

By hegemony, Gramsci meant that the socio-economic elites governed through a subtle

but sopliisticated control imposed by foe ailairalsuperstaicturc . On a more profound level,

Giamscian analysis clxillenges “privileged explanations” in die academies and touches upon

theories of knowledge acquisition. By organic intellectual, Gramsci meant an intellectual

whose brain is at foe service of foe system (Dr, Henry Kissenger comes to mind) or, perhaps

more accurately, those that serve the system without any conscious effort to do .so: those

whose intellectual efforts are organically essential to die systems of class oppression (teachers,

journalists, writers, etc.).

According to Gnmisci, hegemony was the result of an organizing principle that, through

the very process of socialization, was made Ixidi invisible and automatic. Tlie mas.ses inter

nalized into “common sense' the philosophy, culture and morality of the ruling elite until

Ixxirgeois consciousness comes to appear as die natund order of diings.^

On foe positive side, through conscious efforts to raise die litenicy and intelleaual levels of

.students, especially through specific w'ork in adult education, Gramsci introduces the notion

of “educative politics” which is a process whereby workers move from “common sease” to

“good sense.”^ In Gramsci’sown words:

What the proletariat needs is an educational system that is open to all. A

system in which the child is allowed to develop and mature and accjuire
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tJio.se gencml features tiiat serve to develop character. In a word, a iiuman-

istic school, as conceived liy tlie ancients, and more recently by tlie men of

the Renaissance.A .school, whicii d(x?s not mortgagedie child’s future, a

.schcxil tliat does not force tlie child's will, liis intelligence and gniwing aware

ness to am along tracks to a predetermined station. A school of freedom

and free initiative, not a .school of slavery and mechanical precision. Tlie

children of proletarians too should have all possiliilities open to them; they

.should be able to develop their own individuality in the optimal way, and

hence in die nio.st productive way for both dieniselves and scK'iety. Techni-
a\\ schools should not be allowed to become incubators of little monsters

aridly trained for a job, with no general ideas, no general culture, no intel

lectual .stimulation, but only an infallible eye and a firm hand. Teclinical

educ'ation too helps a child to blo.ssom into a man—so long as it is educa-

dve and not .simply informative, simply passing on inantml techniques. Coun

cillor Sincere, who is an industrialist, is being too meanly bourgeois when

he protests against pliilosophy. Of course, meanly bourgeois indiustrialisLs

might prefer to have workers who were more macliines dian men. But the

sacrifices which everyone in society willingly makes in order to fexster im

provements and nourish the Ix-si and most perfect men who will improve

it .still more—these .sacrifices must bring benefits to the whole of .society,

not just to one category of people or one cla.ss. It is a problem of irglit and

of force. The proletariat must stay alert, to prevent another abuse being

added to die many it has already suffered.'

It is clear

that both

globalization
and

technology
have been

“put on
trial”...

Parker Palmer has recendy reinforced this democTatic humanisdc vision of schcxiling in liis

bookCourageto Teachwherehe aiguesagainstthe unaudienticand divided learning environ

ment. Tlie individual’s sense of isolation experienced when living in an unaudientic culttire is

overcome by joining communities of like-minded people who are engaged in some sort of

opposition to the conditions giving rise to bifurcation.^

It is clear that lx>di globalization and teclinology have been ‘put on trial” and diat there is

a significant and growing lx)dy of literature cridcal of the impact of globalization on locally

rooted and self-reliant economies. The negative side of globalization has been die focus of

much di.sa.ission, especially as it relates to die Tliird World, to die envkonment, and to women.

In academia, the same issues that divide the w'orld are rending many departments dysfonc-
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tional as a result of conflicts o\'er ideology and political correctness. Acadeniic discussions

regarding the political economies of knowledge production can Ix'ct^me political, based on

one’s stance on issues of deconsmiction,feminism,and globalization.

According to tiie Gramscuin^'orld-view, the demonstrationsat tlie annual meetings of tile

World Trade Organization would be educative for the participants and the focus of tliat

learning could be considered a praxis that desires to build a “global ethical society." The

communities represented in the prote.sLs constiaite a physic-al network and as well as an elec

tronic one. llie j:>artidpants created a global democratic prcKress, includingcoordinationof

tactics and strategy via the Internet. Globaiiztition was no longei- simply a top-down, secret,
and one-sided affair.

A Gramscian analysis can be applied to glolial technical education. Tlie transformative

school of liigher education emphasizes the ability of educational experiences to bring about
retil changes in jxjople and oiganizations. Networks c-an also l:>e transformative. Networksof

transfonnation now exist that are helping to build a global civic culnire. These networks can

also open up education and employment opportunities for peoples throughout the world,
assuming that i,ssues of iJie "digiml divide" can Ixi consciously addressed and that all effoits at

economic development and infrastruclure include extensive budgets for networks, comput

ers, and technical training and education. The "digital divide” here is defined as the growing
disparity among scx.'ial groups in computer ownership and overall use.'’

...the

American-style

community

college has to
revise its

mission and

charter to be

able to

compete with

e-colleges,

proprietary

and non-profit

colleges.
The Need For Mass Technology Education:

From the Digital Divide to Digital Democracy
Rcx'ent trends in liigher cxlucation include changes in the marketplace, changes in student

demographics, and changes in employer needs, llie marketplace has become international

with an ability to enroll sttidents tlirougliout the world. Foi- example, the American-style com
munity college has to revise its mission and charter to lie able to compete %\'ith e-colleges,

proprietary and non-profit colleges. In addition, stLidents arc enrolling at slightly older ages

and often have to juggle jobs and family responsibilities with academics. Employers now

reciuire die bacc-alauieate degree and graduates crapable of higher-level diinking and problem

With respect to teclmical education, recent advances in computing technology have given

rise to a new collection of technologies that must lie learned in short order and taught effi
ciently if smdents are going to find timely and meaningful employment in the global

nomic job market. Tlie list of these leclinologies is a constandy moving uirget.”

eco-
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■[■he issue of digitiil divide is simply the lack of societal teclinology access on the part of

minorities and the poor who must live and compete in an increasingly technology-enabled

and connected world. Ever since the Bologna Declaration of 19S>9, Europe has attempted to

address the issue of tlte digital divide by taking concrete steps to improve and democratize

access. Tlie Bologna Declaration was signed by the Eui'0|x.*an Ministers of Education from

28 countries and outlines fundtimental changes to higher eduaition.The ministeisdeclaredin

part:

The issue of

digital divide is

simply the lack of
societal

technology
access on the

part of minorities

and the poor...

... a Europe of Know'ledge is now widely recognized as an irreplaceable

factor for scx;ial and human growtli and as an indispensable component to

consolidate and enrich tlie Eui'o]5ean citizenship, capable of giving its citi

zens the necessary competencies to face the challenges of tlie new millen

nium, together witli an awareness of shared values and belonging to a

common sockil and cultural space.

Regarding issues of access, they called for a cheaper, faster, and more

seaire Internet,investmentin peopleand skills, and for new approaches to

stimulate the use of the Internet. European Ministers adopted eLearning

initiatives witli various priorities: improvement in infrastaictures and equip

ment, digital literacy for all graduates, digital literacy for teachers, creation

of online learning platforms, access for all workers to digital literac>^ and

tlie networking of all schools in Europe.

Yet, despite great efforts, tliere still exists tremendous unevenness in de

velopment bem^een noithem and southern Europe and, in addition, an

unfatliomablc gap between die littves and have-nots worldwide. Indeed, if

we listen to Noam Chomsky', tlie globalization enteipiise if allowed to pro

ceed on the basis of unrestrained c'jijiital, will i-esult in die globalization of

poverty and die restoration of colonial patterns. 'Hie result might not be a

benefit to the general population but rather a framework for a world of

growing ineqLiality with a large majority consigned to suft’ering and despair

in the interests of nan'ow sectors ol' privilege and power.^

It has already been pointed out that the other side of the information age is inequality,

poveity, misery, and social exclusionand that unlesswe redefine social development in the

information age to mean a massive in\'estment in jx'ople and communities worldwide*'
cannot l‘>e assured that the .stxia! transfomiations now taking place w'ill have a positive result.

we
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Il will lake a dramatic invesuneni in overl-uailing die ecluaidoniil system everywliere, dtiougli

cooperation ixitween national and kx'al governments, international instimtions and lending
agencies, international and kxral business, and families ready to make saciifices for a tangible

improvement of tlieir children’s future. It will require the esuiblishment of a worldv.ade net
work of science and technology, in ^\dlich the most advanced universities will be willing to

share knowledge and expertise for the common good. It must aim at reversing, slowly but
surely, the marginalization of entire countries, or cities or neighlx)rho(xLs, .so diat die human
potential dial is lieing wasted—and particularly diat of cliildien—can lx* reinvested. All people
must become valued j^rodricers and consumeis, and they must lx recognized as human Ix-
ings."

All people
must

become

valued

producers
and

consumers,

and they
must be

recognized
as human

beings.

A New System Of Knowledge Acquisition
'I'he Sorbonne Declaration of May 25, 1998 expressed a European desire to reform

the stmctures of its own higher education .system to ensure wider access, lifelong learning

oppoitunities, and provision for practical and employable skills.
In die following year, the Bologna Declaration called for die intrcxluction of new, meaning

ful undeigraduate degrees based tin shorter flexible, and more relevant courses. Tliis Euro

jxan interest in a cycle of shorter studies and a 2-tier degree structure is interesting because it
is precisely wliat the community college movement in die States has Ixen doing for ye.irs, witii

great success.

An important parallel phenomenon in die USA is die network of hundreds of community

colleges across the country—schcxils that preckiminatcly serve the less privileged stratum of
kx^l communides and yet, simultaneoiLsly, provide a mexJem and glolxil-based educadon at a

relatively low cost. Tlie League for Innovation in the Community College has established a

nuxiel schools program that spotlights Ixst practices in learning and teaching in the commu

nity college,

'file laiague for Innovation was originally created for the purpose of promodng computer

teclinology in die community college. Tliis organiziUion holds an annual Conference on Infor

mation Teclinology (CIT), which creates an environment that fosters globalizadon in national

and international communications among community coOege eduaitors. Tlie Conference also

sparks multiple exclianges of ideas fbi' enhancing die teaching and learning process and offeis

a path to support die hunxin side of technology while helping break down barriers and fears

alx)ut teclinolog>t
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'Ihc League coasisLs of 20 ouLsmnding community college districts tliiougliout North Americti.

’'Ihe League Alliance includes more Uian 700 community and technical coOeges from around die

world. Tlie purpose of the league for Innovation is lo encouragenew jiractices,experimenUi-

tion, institutional translormation. and die continuing development of the community college

moxement interrtitionally. Many of these inn< >vadon.s, like the establLshnienl of multidisciplirttry

leiming communities, reaignize the need for multidLsciplintiry and intealisciplinary approaches,

In addition, die Lettgue's FouncLidons Project seeks to “enable community colleges to cieate

uansformative communities of facTilty, smfT, administrators, taistees, community partners, and
students. Tlie Center strives to Ibster communities of the heart by working with colleges com
mitted to supposing individual and institutional formation.

'Ihe simultaneous revolutioas taking place in die marketplace, in orgttniziidons, and in tech

nology require a radical departure from past educational forms of delivery. 'Tliere is an in-

cmased need for Imth eductitional breadth and depth: skills will lie needed in areas lieyond

technological subjects and the ■■multidisciplinary nature of technology” will require

multidisciplinary degrees.*- Cogburn argues that the existing educational mcKlel needs to be

replaced by a new .system of' knowledge, eductition, and learning to embrace a new foetus on

abstract concepts like mcxleling and non-linetir, holistic apprtyaches lo learning. .Students’ abili

ties to manipulate altstract symlxils mu.st lie enhancc'd as well as dieir general ability to acquire

and udlize abstract knowlc*dge. Although such clianges in peckigog>' coasdtute a critical peda

gogy and a much-needed break from formal ■'single kxtp” problem solving and the “sun'eil-

lance-based” education of die past, it needs a practical form to have any real effect.

I'or example, die League of Innovation’s 21.st Century laearningOutcomesProjectsupports

colleges diat have demonstrated intere.st in defining, developing, delivering, and documendng

suident learning outcomes, 'Ihe project goal is to inciea.se die capacity of community colleges to

define and dextiment die acejuisition of die criiiatl competencies diat .saidenLs need to succeed

in die workplace, in transfer cxlucution, and in Uxkiy's .sexiety.*^ Grant Suppoit was provided by

a diree-yc'-ar grant from Tlie Pew Chariltible Taist, a mtijor pliilandii'opic org-aniziition.

The

simultaneous

revolutions

taking place in
the

marketplace, in
organizations,
and in

technology

require a
radical

departure

from past
educational

forms of

delivery.

A Reciprocal Process for Democratic and Transformative Global
Technical Education

It is possible to view these “critical competencies that .students need to succeed in the

workplace," as a neo-lilieral conspiracy to create a compliant workforce meeting the needs of

globalization and aipiialisiic restmeturing.’'* If we define hegemony according to Gramsci as

a '‘s(xial condition in which all aspects of social reality are dominated by a single cla.ss,” then
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adult education, especially adult community college education, is certainly constrained by
hegemony; any hopes for a “transformative” education arc mitigated by this limitation.

Despite tliis ubiquity of hegemonic domination, a two-way reciproc'al process is jX).ssible
whereby faculty meml>?rs engage with the logic of "tlie system” and a discussion takes j:>lace
on competing perspectives in community college education.'* Part of tliis process requires

engaging with faculty across the political .spectrum. Learning about and respecting faculty
entails understanding tlieir material conditions, espc*cially in times < )f oiganizational dc )wnsizing
known as “institutional restmcturing.” For many faculty members ihe.se material conditions

are the “abyss” of unemployment and insecurity, ratlier than the bright .springtime of renewal.
A “transformative pedagogy” under such circumstances can unwittingly “downshirt” fi-om

liberation to domestication and what Paulo Freire 'calls “banking education," that is, a top-

down approach to knowledge acquisition and transmission, a non-reflective mode of letuning
where the student is the passive object rather than tlie subject of llie learning process.

In die same way, faculty can be made into the passive "objects” of organiztitional stnictur-

ing when the process has been driven by naked market and political forces. The concept of
paiticipation has l:>een appropriated into a iieo-lilieral context in which the government alxli-
cates its responsibility for ensuring quality educational services, and abandons any pretext of
lieing guided by die piinciples of equity and entidement.

'Hie offloading of social responsibilities to die family, die individual, and die community in

the circumstances charaaerized by stringent budget ctits has its parallel in the reciuest that

faailty “participate" in dieir own restructuring. 'Iliis is problematic to say the letust. To cjuote

jane Thompson, a dieoiist on transfonnative adult education:

Tliere is no such thing as a neutral education process. Hducation either
fianaioas as an instmment w'hich is used to facilitate die integiadon of gen-

eradons into die logic of die pre.sent system and bring alxiut confomiity to

it, or it becomes die “pnictice of freedom,” die means by which men and

women deal critically and cmatively widi reality and discover how to par

ticipate in the transformation of their world.

It is difficult, if

not impossible,

to separate
issues such as

salary, benefits,
working
conditions, and

governance

from

discussions

regarding
curriculum,

teaching and

learning

processes, and
innovation.

r

18

It is difficult, if not impo.ssible, to separate i.ssues such as salary, benefits, working condi-

doas, and governance from dlscaissioas regarding curriculum, teacliing and learning proces.sc’s,
and innovadon.

I continue to hope that transformative solutions are possible, llie ]3roblem is that partici

pants need to fc*el safe as diey experiment lesponsibly, whether we are talking alxiut the cla.s.s-
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room or about organizational change. People do not feel .safe. Outcomes are uncertain Gl

are pre.scribed by the admini.stration. Community College faculty often feel that there has

been little real group participation. Just as we criticize class time domination by the teacher

using a “delivery moder of teacliing, it .seems tlitit our organizational change has Ix'en exter

nal to u.s—the result of a reification or pre.sciiption of values.

Currently global technical education at tiie community college level is pan of a renaissance

in learning in wliich tlie “bhick ait" of tc^aching is l^eing rein\-ented and understood as Ixitli an

art and a .science. For example, .scholars a.s.sociated with the League for Innovation have

stressed the following topics for professional development of faculty:*'-'

● Tc'-aching vs. learning

● As.se.ssment and TQM (Total Qualit>- Management)

● ImproN-ing opporainities for underprepared students

● Traasformative faculty development

● 'Ilie conimunity college factilty as scholar

● Use of learning communities

● Tedmology- enlianced education

● CoUalx)nilivc and group learning

● Ex|3eriential and .service learning

● Distince learning

In addition to figuring out how to bridge the digital di\'ide, instructors will incTetsingly l>e
discu.ssing how to implement this more humanistic, more effective tipproach to teaching and

learning. A technology-based renai.ssaiice in pedagogy is emerging tliat holds great promise
for its applications to global teciinical education and training. Whereas tlie Renaissance kxiked

back towards antiquity for inspiration and a rebirth of learning, our neo-Renai.s.sance kxjks

Janus-like, .simultaneou.sly backwards and forwards— into the future of an information age

and tlie pcxssibility of an a.s.scx:iated global participatory democracy.

Conclusion

Gramsci has renewed relevance in ttxiay's infonnation scxziety. His commentson tlie or

ganic intellectual and the need for effective, humanistic, adult education can be applied to

problems we face today in preparing young adults for the digital age. The need for mass

technical educ-ation is ba.sed on the many revolutions taking place, esj^ieciaily the a{5plic;ation

of information technology in a global business environment, llae “digital divide" in which



the “haves” enjoy global connectivity and ielec:ommunications services and die “suballei'ns”
liave limited, if any, access, is a reality under increasing scrutiny. Critical pedagogy can pro
vide theoretic-id material needed to remake technical education and training according to the

humanistic vision of Gramsci who espoused an education informed by polidcal and cultural

leadership. ’Hie glol^e itself is al.so threatened by environmental destaicdon. Tlie global com
munity college and its progress in innovation have been proposed as a model for global
techniail education in a globalized and changed world. Global mass technical educ-ation am
be advanced through implementation of the goals of the Bologna Declaration combined
with serious efforts to prepare students for meaningful work in die digiuil hituie.
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Saturday
Bill Woolum

Billy fills two milk crates lashed to his blue wagon
With neighbors' papers. It’s Billy’s archive.
Monday’s front page: 'fim Butler arn his Camaro
Clean off Little Buml?lebee Road,

'fuesday, human interest photo; Elmer McGraw
Cleans leaves from his gutter.
Wednesday, Mayo Rinaldi died,
'Ihursday, Beryl Avery,
l-iiday, at Steptcx' Butte, George Wilde

Died at tlie wheel of the wrestling team bus.
'Ihe Galloway kid saw him slump.

He yanked die brake.
He’s die town licit) now.

At die recycle center they call Turback, "Clean Gene’
He sons and cleans green and cl«ir glass.

Done it since die Circuit Coun in Spokane
Shut down logging up Senator Creek,
Not to mention the Elsie Lake sale -

Before tliat, Ponderosa Ridge.
Billy’s archive won’t last long.
Gene feeds the recycle center sluedder,
Angry at his clean, soft hands,
Unable to son it out.
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Reading and Sinning
Anne McGrail

Many people may not rememl‘)ei' the exact moment in tlieir lives when tliey found tliat tliey

could read. Perhaps itiey learned to read too early, or in such spLins that they cannot locate

ilie momenttliat tlie letters—dieD, die O, and dieG—came to life as DOG. I am lucky, dien,

Ixjc'-ause I c-an remenilxjr die very moment I learned to read Palmer cursive writing.

Or unlucky. Because for me the moment of recognition “/ can read' is so inextricably

linked to the recognition "lean sin" that 1 will always think of reading as a fall from a state of

lilissful ignorance and aliundance into die human condidon of chastened knowing and want.
It seemed to me then, as it does to me still now, that when I moved dirough die threshold in

comprehension from distinct block letters to seamless Palmer cursive, I glimpsed how the

clarity of a cliild’s Id becomes the muddiness of an adult’s Superego.

The day I walked through that threshold I was still one of eight children (Kamonn, the

ninth, would be Ixirn two years later). People don’t really understand how harrowing it is to

get lost in a cTov,-d in your own home. 'Fliey diink of the Waltoas or die Brady Btinch. and see

a sentimentitl ideal of collective experience. But growing up as die fifdi-in-a-row, I felt cheated

out of attention before 1 had a word for it. I longed to hear my mother call my name out of

the group; but usually her addresses were generalizc*d and utilitarian: “Would someone plea.se

pick up die phone? ’; “Is there anybody around to get the groceries? ’; "Someone please watch

the Ixtby while I ” My distracted fadier was no different: needing .somcxine, anyone, to get

the groceries or mow die lawn, he would stand at the bottom of die stairs to our bediooms,

calling names until one of us— of us—appealed,

lliis sease of oveavhelming “somelxxliness” sto<xl in stark contrast to the pure singularitv'
of “Mom" and “Dad" diem.sel\es. Tliere was such an only-ness to them, somediing I am sure

we felt differendy on each side of the pareni/child divide, 'lliey must have experienced dieii'

singularity and only-ness as a deaitli, a .sease of oveiwhelming inadet)uacy and loss of conu'ol.

This seemed to find expression in their ritual exclamations, uttered alternately in despair,

exasixiration. and even hysterical tears of laugliter. Ixx>king Ixick, I iniiigine an absurd lack of

corresixindence Ix-twcen diek singularity iuid our numlxrs: As they spoke, each of dieir "rs"—

"lojily hate tuoha}Kk""Iain’tlje in te)i{)lacesat once;" "Iai)io}ilydoonelhi)igatatimd—readiechin

uncomprehending audience whose eigliteen dirty hands moved dirough space in nine places

at once and did many diings at a lime.

...the moment

of recognition
“/ can read” is

so inextricably
linked to the

recognition “/
con sin...”
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Sometimes being in tliis audience meant Ix-'ing a target. Hec:ausemy moiliercouldn’tlx? in

more than one place at any time, she responded to transgressions tliat happened out of her

siglit in a general sweep. One time, my motlier descended die stairs after counting die numlx?r
of items on the floor in all of our rooms. She told my father there were 19 items, and so we

each got 19 stripes with The Belt, Punishments meted out in this manner left me with a sense

of a collective consciousness—even a collective conscience*—^wliich I resented and resisted.

The struggle for singularity tcxik many fomis in our home, and, as in many big families,

the road to individuality was through ownership of a role. As the fifth child, 1 found that

many roles were already taken: smartest girl, smartest boy, athletic one, eldest, namesake.

By the time 1 came along there had been enough superlatives, as one after anotlier of my
extraordinary siblings entered the home, and our extended family admiringly placed each in

his or her category. Obsen-ing my siblings—older, wiser, better than 1—I thought if I

couldn’t be superlative, 1 could be helpful. I helped my mother out by cooking, cleaning,

Utking care of my younger siblings. Mostly 1 helped out by showing interest in the drudgery
of her responsibilities. By tjffcring my mothei- company as she rinsed out a st^iled diaper in

the toilet I could have company—singularly, as it turned out, since it was, literally, a

shitty job and my siblings would not do it.

By the time I was five I already had tlie reputation of ixjing a "gocxl” ckiughter—a singular,

lonely sUitus in a big family. Tliis identity was to stick with me for the rest of my life.

As with all reputations, it has stuck with me both lx?cause of and in spile of my behavior.

My first sin was one of the circumstances where my status as ‘‘good” flew in the face of my

behavior. This was the time that I read my brotlier Michael's name in Palmer cursive writing

on label of a jar above ilie refrigerator. In the jar was a S5 bill, which in 1966 was a lot of

money. I know this was the first moment of reading cursive, because 1 saw the letters—

Mkhad. I didn’t know what name it said, but I did know it was a name. The letters formed

a familiar but somehow indecipherable picaire. As I kxiked at tlie label, 1 convinced myself
that I saw distant cousins of the block letters ‘MICHAEL” that I knew and could write. And

this distance offered this five-year-old plausible deniability, Tlie amalgam of desire for the

money and the ambiguity offered by cursive writing formed a cipher foi- my eyes—one that

gave me an alibi for my singular, individual, and nascently moral conscience.

And ,so when I found the money inside, 1 ignored the name and took the S5 and 'caUed my
little brother Matthew to come downto\\'n witli me.

At Wcxilwoitii’s, our every desire was in front of us. Five dollars was enough to satisfy twc)

kids who usually made do wiili 10 cents to sjiend at Zoll’s candy store. We comlx?dtlie creaky
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wooden aisles, cased the bins of candy and toys, and ended up gazing at tlie Fisher-hrice

camera. 'Hiis camera held my attention lx*cause it prc )duccxl a selective simulacaim of life: die
tlashculx-scenes atop die camem were not real piciLiies diat came out through a viewfinder,

but rather prefabric-ated pictures of a life not seen: on oach of die flashctilxs revolved a sunny
lie-ach p-ail, a buoyant saillx>at, a friendly lion. I loved diis camera not l.xcause it allowed me to

take real pictures of what I could see, but because it gai>e me pictures of a life better dian my
own.

And if reading

and knowing
would mean I

would have to

know the

difference

between right

and wrong, I
chose to not

know.

The big, greasy yellow glass box in the corner of the store always gave Woolworth’s a
auTiival smell, which for a five-year-old widi five dollars is as close to heaven on earth as could

be imagined. On this first day of sinning, I held tight the Fisher-Price camera and stared
clown die red and blue clown widi the 25-cent smile. Showing my five dollars to die clerk,!

received the big paper mbe of popcorn like Miss America taking her roses down the aisle.

Matt and I walked home and ate the popcorn until our bellies .swelled and our lips were

chapped with salt.

In the moments lietween buying our purchases and getting cauglit, the xitisfying click and

turn of the Fisher-Price 'caniera held its appeal, and we walked down High Street and onto

Che.stnut, still swept up in the borrowed bliss of unearned treats. Matt was guiltle.ss and

happy, but by the lime we walked into the hallway, my thoughts were already limned with

amorphous and unarticulated guilt. Utter, I would sketch out the shape of that guilt—had 1

actually read Micliael’s name? But for now I reached into tlie long bag of {Xipcom tliat I had let

Matt hold and clung to the camera in full view of die mob that greeted us. As I stuffed what

1 feared would lx my last mouthful of popcorn into my moudi, I noted that the atmosphere

seemed strangely c|uiet.

Michael had cried foul play when he went to visit his money and Ibund the jar empty. It

mu,st have been obvious to my parents’ adult eyes diat Matt and I were implicated in die dieft.

My parents 'callc'd me into the living rcxim for a tribunal dial was Ixidi serious and unfamiliarly

gende. This may ha\'e been die first and only time my ixirenls caught me doing something diat

was vvTong in die traditional sense of wrong: /liad taken somediing not mine. The singularity

of die deed, its almost adult quality, made me feel gnive and grownup even as I felt die blcxx!

iiisli to my face with a still-uncrystallized guilt.

Rereading their response decades later, I think they must have been nonplussed.

The ongoing chaos of our home and my parents' unwillingness and inability to run

the household caused them despair, and led them to treat us harshly and above all

collectively. But here they were confronted by a moral question, with its obvious
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singularity—/was undeniably one particular child—and / had done something. Perhaps

this is why they were rather calm and respectful. After asking me seriously if I had taken

the money—I quickly confessed—they asked me as they might ask an adult, ‘Why?”

At tlie moment of answering their question, I understood what had happened. I actually

HAD read my brotliePs name, Ixit I was yoting enougli and my desire was .strong enougli lliat

I didn’t want to have read it. And if reading and knowing would mean I would have to know

tlie difference ettween right and wrong, I ch(xse to not know. I clung to tlie ignorance of my

five years l:>ecause those were the only years I would everknowl^fore tliat momentwhen I

could once and forever read those curly letters ‘ MkAad tliat were linked seamlessly to-

getlier by die unlifted, ackilt pen. Letters linked seamlessly to knowing right from wrong.

And so I an.swered, “I didn’t knowwhose it was.” Wlien my parents exj:>lained tliat even so

I knew it wasn’t mine, I realized that diat was precisely the point. In so many ways, we kids

were a lump—a mass of noise, energy, needs, wants—understood collectively if at all. It

seemed to me diat the only lime one could be an individual was when somediing was —

if you liad a gtxJmother who gave you money; if you had a camera whose scenes would click

around and around for you, then you were yowcsel.f Otherwise, you were just part of an

unwieldy problem that went perpetually unsolved becatrse it wtis—'^'ewere—alive.

Thus my introduction to sinning; once aware that a desire can go unfulfilled when one

comprehends die presence and meiining of otiiers, one may not wish to read what one sees.

There is a strange footnote to this story, one that to this day perplexes me. Having been

sent to my room as punisliment after the incident, I slowly climbed die hall stairs, flushed,

diastened and a litde stunned. But then I heard my mother call my name and 1 stopped on the

step and turned to her. In her hands she held up a small blue umbrellaand a new cloth

clothesline, die kind we used as a jump rope. Inexplicably, she had bought them for me diat

day. Such gifts were extremely rare in our childhoods outside of Christmas and birthdays.

And inexplicably, she reached dirough die banister and gave them to me. WiUi these new gifts

in hand, I climbed upstairs to my room to serve out my punishment for Liking what was not
mine.
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Centers

David Rothgery
...some

concepts are

too elegant
to ignore.
Center is one

such concept.

Once, long ago, I went kx)king for my center. I did not advertise it, Tliere were those wlio

liad already begun to wonder about me. Even so, some concepts are too elegant to ignore.

Center Ls one such concept.

My introduction to it was a film in which the word is never liearcl—Little Big Man (based on
die novel by Thomas Berger). The main character, played by Dustin Hoffman, was Jack

Crablx' as a wliite man, Little Big Man as an Indian. Time and again, when he wtis most in need

of it, he would return to his center—the tipi of his Cheyenne grandfather, Old Lodgeskins.

Whenever Jack was not in die dpi, when he was selling snake oil, gunfighting as die “Soda Pop

Kicb’ trying to earn enough money to satisfy his temiagant wife Olga, scouting for Custer’s

cavalry, or fighting white men as a Cheyenne brave, he was dissolute, di.soriented, disillu
sioned, anxious, addictive, and absurd, but when he returned each time to Old Lodge.skin’s

tent, he would immediately be at peace. “I lello. Grandfather,” he would say with a .smile.

"Hello, my .son,” his grandfather would answer, and they would sit in a kind of supreme
.serenity, tintil it was once again time for Jack to leave die tent and get caught up in the niael-
.strom of the world.

But it wasn’t until many years later—in readingjohn Neihardt’s BlackHlkSpeaks—diat I

Lindei-stood the phenomenon ofJack and his grandfathei' in the tipi as a center und began to

explore and appreciate all that was contiined in diat word. Limendng not only the failure of

the ghost dance—^a mondis-long desperate attempt to biing back the dead (the .slain fadiers,

uncles, brothers, and sons)—but, more tragically, die ensuing slaughter on December 29,

1890 of his people at Wounded Knee, Black Elk, an Ogallala Sioux holy man and Gsionary,

had this to .say:

When I look back now from this high hill of my old age, I can still see die

butchered women and children lying heaped and scattered all along die

cT(X)ked gulch as plain as when I .s;iw diem widi eyes .still young. And I can

see diat somediuig else died diere in die blocxly snow and was buried in die

blizzard. A people’s dream died there. It was a beautiful dream.

And 1. to whom so great a vision was given in my youth—yoti see me

now a pitiful old man wlio has done nodiing, for the nation’s htxip is bro

ken and sc^attered. 'Hiere is no center any longei'....'
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“There is n<^ center any longer. . Had he been le.s.s melapliorical, lie might have

said: “More of our Sioux people are dead than alive. Our culture is being destroyed.

The buffalo are almost gone. The land that was ours is no longer ours. Too many of
our children no longer have fathers, our sisters no longer have brothers, our wives no

longer have husbands. We do not know where our future lies, what of our past will
survive, etc.” But if center ws he understood it is a metaphor, it is one which requires
a greater rather than a lesser care in the examinationof its meaning because it may
define an essence, a reality, more comprehensively, more acutely than any lengthy,

objective, literal description.

Some 100 years after the Wounded Knee tragedy, a scientist—a Nobel Prize-winning

physicist to be more precise—wrote of a plight far less poignant, less urgent, but which,
even so, speaks to the .same sense of frustration, of not-knowing our (all of humanity’s)

“fit” in the universe expres.sed by Black Elk. Steven Weinberg, in his Dreams ofa Final
Theory, suiits with a piece of chalk. Beginning witli tlie question of “Why Ls tlic clitilk white?,”

he works his way through a series of VFhy ejuestions in physics, chemistry, and biology until
he comes to the ultimate question which is the Whyt pertaining to a final theory explaining

all the rest: to a master-plan (a God?)—something other than utter randomness and chaos.

He writes in the prologue:

Our present tlieories are of only limited validity, still tentative and incom

plete. But beliind them now and tlien we catch glimpses of a final theory,

one that would be of unlimited validity and entirely satisfying in its com

pleteness and consLstency. We search for universtil tnithsalx)ut nature, and,

when we find them, we attempt to explain iliem by showing how tlrey ctin

be deduced Ifom deeper truths, 'fliink of the space of scientific principles

as being filled witli airows, pointing toward each principle and away from

the others by whicli it is explained, 'fhese arrows of explanation have al

ready revealed a remarkable pattern: they do not form .separate discon

nected clumps, representing independent sciences, and tliey do not wander

aimlessly—ratlier iliey are all connected, and if followed backward they all

seem to How from a common starting point. 'fliLs starting point, to which

all explanations may l>e traced, is what I mean by a final theory.-

A “common starting point." A Ix'ginning. Perhaps even ... a cento'i But Weinlxig admon
ishes us tliat we do not yet have a final tlieoiy’, nor are we likely to discover it scxin. And, he

wonders, “when we liave our final tlieoiy^ wliat will happen to science and to tlie human spiriP"
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’I'hus, the title of his final chapter is no suiprisc—“So Is Tliere a God?”—pointing clearly

to Weinberg's grasp of the implications. A final theory explains not only the universe, but
also, the human spirit that gropes to understind tliat universe. His conclusion: . .tliougli we

sliall find Ix^auty in the final laws of nature, we will find no special staias for life or intelligenc'e.
. , .no standards of value and morality. And so we will find no hint of any God who cares

about such things."’

A Native-American holy man who sees visions, a Nobel Prize physicist who declares, “tlie
more die universe seems comprehensible, the mc^re it seems poindess.” ‘ Indeed, die universe

of physicists such as Weinberg, I lawking, and Wlieeler, may not even admit of a center in die
spatial and temporal sense liecause diat universe may very well be infinite. Where does one
find a center in infinity? To Weinlxig, “die iiisights of die j^liilosopheis seem muiicy and incon

sequential compared widi the dazzling successes of physics and madiematics.”’ Wliat then
would he say of mysticism, of vision quests? Of the kind of centers for which Black Elk
yearns?

Weinberg is not a visionary, nor was Black Elk a physicist. But were Black Elk alive and
were the two to meet one day along the road, 1 can’t help but think there would be the

profoundest respect Ixcween diem. Between two scxkers.
In my .search for centers, I’ve come acro,ss many such seekers—a Wilder Penfield who

reminded neurologists that the brain was not the mind, a Loren Eiseley who saw star
throwers when other biologists saw only starfish, a Viktor Erankl whose psychology-

focused on a “will to meaning” rather than “a will to function,” a Steven Weinberg,

whose physics recognizes the need of the human spirit to ask the big questions.
I met diese seekers in libraries. But there were others, and this is some of what diey told me

±xxz centers'.

Where does

one find a

center in infinity?

7he manifestation ofthesacri^ untologicaUyfounds the uorid. In thehomogerjeomand inifnite
expanse, in

the hierophany reveals an alx^olutejixedpoint, a center.... It isfor this reason that religious
man has alivays sought tofix his abode at the “center ofthe uxrrld. ” .^fdie world is to lx

lived in, it must /^founded—and noivorld can come to birth in the homogeneity and relativity

ofprofane space. The discovery orprojection ofafbtedpoint—the center—is ecjuimlent to the
creation ofthe imrld ^

—^Mii'c'ea Eliade (in die ckissic study, The Sacredand The ISxfane)
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Moiv mnzk counl less

Holdfast to the Centei'.'

-LaoTzu (The WayandltsPoaer)

Centmlity... is that state qfmirid whereU i one is ahsoli itely 11 nperti irhed by outsideforces. But it is
}m)}etha}iap6ychologicalconccptqfer/uilibfiumsinceilisnotsomucha nachievedidealasagiven

nxility.^
—Tu Wfei-Ming (Cei ibzilitya) id Commotuility’)

In the mythic beginning oftheiMkotau Olid, itssaaedand temporal dimensions uete one, andthe
Lakotastill recognizes hintselfasamiacxsosmic reflection ofthe maavcosm. Ifhecanlivein

amceii unth the holy rhythm ofthat which causes all life to move, he is then assisting in theongoing
process ofcreation. To maintain hislxiiticipation in thisprocess. Joe needs annually to makethe

journey to theCenterofthe World, which is theplaceofhisbeginning andtheoriginofall things.^
—Arthur Amiotte (in “The Road to the Center”)

Theactualayingforadivamoccunvdin isolation i usually at(p a high iTutte or hill. Vponamval
at the chosenplace, the seekenituallyprovedan aieaofeaith making it a "centerofthe

”10earth.

—Hlaine Jahner (in “Spiriaial Uindscape”)

The centerofthe axis. ..isthepoint wheie all thesTxxiifcattiihutesofthefour directions meet.
The male andfemale, a ami and cold, benevolent andhamifulcppcxsitions ofthe North-South,

East- West aoaes aiejoined into one whole at the cente.r By havingpassed thwugh the cycle ofthe
jburdiiections, thechildispnparedtoenterthe centerwhich ismorethanthecomingtogetherofall
iheeailhly qualities,forthesequalitiestheniselvescomedoimjivmtheufperujorldand upfrom the
undeniodd through this point.... The centeris thefocalpoint ofanother axis asivell.... This is

theaxisoftranscendence which isattainedthiOLigh the visionquestandivhichamstitutestheieal
biilh ofman.

—Dennis and BaiixiraTedJcx-k (Teachingsfrom theAmenamEarth)

n

And V.S. Naipaul, vvlio recently won the Noloel Prize in Literature, wrote a lxx)k with the

tide Einding the Center 'm which he notes tliattlie people of tlie Ivoty^ Coast were, like himself,

“trying to find order in the world, looking for the center...

Even in the field of physics tliere are those, such as Amit Goswami, a fomier professor of
physics of the lastitute of Theoretical Sciences at tlie University of Oregon, and now a senior
resident researcher at the Institute of Noetic Sciences, who believe tliat consciousness, not

'12
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matter, is tlie piimaiy “stuff’ of tlie tiniverse and is llie only way out of the inconsistencies of

quantum mechanics and "von Neumann’s cliain,” and, tlierefore, tlie proper direction to go

for arriving at the “final theory" that Weinberg seeks. Goswami writes of “exalted experi

ences,” "quantum jumps”, . .to a “new. never-before-manife.sted [state] of possibility” de

scribed by T.S. Eliot as “the still point.

Indeed, tliougli center—the psyclio.scx'ial-spiriluitl-figurative chawing metapliorically

on die spatial-mechanic-al-physical-matliematical center— Is to be found most explicitly in Na

tive American and Eastern religions, it is virtually eveiywhere and its significations converge

around certain shared properties. Centers are more of

EnlighcenmenlAVi.sdom/Insiglit tlian Ignomnce

Order/Balance/Unity/Oneness/lnterrelatedness than Chaos/Disunity/Randomness
Tlie Sacred than the Profane

Harmony/Peace/Imperturbability than Anxiety/Disturbance/Conhision

Silence/Stillness than NoLse/Activiiy
Death/Rebirth than Life/Exile

ImmorUiIity/'Transcendence than Mortality

Tlie Ineffable/Worclless than tlie Hxplainable/Linguage

Tlie Profound titan die Superficial (Meaning)

Tlie Beautiful (including art) than the Ugly

And if a center

is not the

meaning of
life, its

properties

suggest an

essence

which moves

us into a

more

profound

understanding
of the

universe

Such properties c-an l-)ecome our vcxtoi-s—our center “principles" or universal trudis, which,

much as Weinberg’s vectors point to “a common starting point,” can point us a way to go, to
think, to act,

I tried this out not long ago, using the events of a three-day period as my vectors. Each

being, in effect, a piece of chalk (since, as Weinlxtg pcrints out, it should be possible to start

witli any object—a dog, a dress, a tree—and end up in the same common point). Wliat does

a final dieory loc;k like? Wliat, indeed, Ls a ce)iteft Or: Is there somediing we miglit ctill a center^

Certainly, I was not trying, with my three-day experiment, to prove the existence of any

tangible center, but ratlier to demoastniie to my own .siitisfaction tlitit any event could lx* evalu

ated by way of die properties for centers I delineated earlier. Tliai is, along various axes to

know wliich veaors to tiace, iihich iius ihepmperclinxiion ifoneureteto move in thecluvctionofa

center rather them auxiyfwm it. DLspaiate, everyday events—seemingly disconnected happen

ings—lieneadiwhicii might lay some lundiimental tiuth drat connects diem all. Some absolute

"center,” if you will. Ol'course, howe\'er radonal I was Dying to make it .sound—sctirching for
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vectors in events (vectoi's pointing to some center in tlie universe)— it would not have l')cen

wise of me to share my experiment wiili otliers.

In any case, over the three-clay period from August 8 to 10, 2000,1 followed the usual

routine of life—eating, sleeping, shopping—noting which events were more distinctive in

nature. The events I chose varied fi'om having to take my daughter to a violin recital and

reading more of a novel I’d scirted, to accidentally ainning overa.scjuiiTel and overhearing a

man say ugly things to his wife (or girlfriend) and child outside Fred Meyers. All in all, I
looked at some 14 events.

1 tlien grouped my 14 events by way of one or more of tlie prop>erties of centers—i.e., more

of Order/Balance/Uniiy/Oneness/Interrelatedness than. Chaos/Disunity/Randomness;

more of Silence/Stillness than Noise/Activity; more of Hnlightenment/Wisdom than Igno

rance, etc.—^not only to, first, l")e certain tliat some properly of center indeed an es.sential

dimension of tliat event, but to help detennine which action, tliereby, would be most appro

priate were 1 to aa upon the event in tlte direction of the centerieven if fcn/e?'is regarded as a

hypothetical constmet). To illustrate, as 1 mentioned. I accidentally hit a sc^uiiTel that dashed

beneath my right rear wheel. He made it across the street and halfway up the tree before

falling, and was still alive when I put him in my car to decide what to do witli liim. Before I got

three bi(x:ks, he was dead, and I set him in a small gnussy cevasse akrng the side of a road near

a middle school. I grouped tliis event in the Unity/Oneness categoiy—i.e., tliat the squitiel

and I were a part of die .siunc oneness, and therefore I should act botli to save the squirrel and,

failing that, to demonstrate my respect for the squirrel in how I took care of it after death.

My point is: Whatever the pretensions to a scientific method, this analysis represents at

least a mapping out of a seeker's journey. And if a center is not the meaning of life, its proper

ties suggest an essence which moves us into a more profound understanding of the universe

dian everyday experiences usuaUy do.

Later, in my saidy, 1 began to look at events which occurred outside the domain of my

life—that is, ones whose occurrences I was aware of only through the newspaper or TV. A

movement into the less mundane, more exotic, more dramatic, perhaps. Weinbei'g cotild

have done the same by .starting nor widi a piece of chalk but a rocket ship or an elephant, and

he should still have been able to trace through all the theories known today. Besides, no

niiitter wliiit event I chexse, it should liave had the same center—especially if it is tally the center.

My reason for adding these outside events was to be certain that, among the ones 1 studied,

some at least would represent the sort of tiling which by its very nature repudiates the exist

ence of a center—die sort of tragedy which gave rise to Black Elk's original lament. In Utigedy,
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one surely loses any sense of a center—al least temporarily. One event I added, for example,

related to an incident which had occurred two years earlier and wltich I read alx)ut in a very

brief newspaper article. A tliree-year-old girl, Teresa Puentes of Warm Springs, Oregon, was

the victim of a car accident. Altliough in a car seat, her body whipped foiw’ard in the crash,

breaking her neck and leaving her a c[uadriplegic for life, so that afteit\'ards, she needed a

ventilator to breathe and 24 hour-a-day care. It was tlie kind of tragedy tliat, like the massacre

at Wounded Knee, does not seem to allow for, much less point to, any universal cente.r And

like Black Elk, I was tempted to pnx'laim: “There is no center any longer.”

In the face of such tragedies, wiio dares to play with a hypothetical construct called a

center—a standard by which to evaluate events, a point by which to organize chaos? The

answer? Someone who Ixlieves a center is not just a coastaict, but a retil experience. And those

someones are not only Native Americ-an holy men.

Whatever models 1 have enlisted or properties I have discovered to give us a direction, I

have lelt one out. Actual glimpses of a center C2X\. lx* achieved primarily, if not only, by indirec

tion. One may seek for it by setting out on a pilgrimage to a holy spot, or even aimless

wandeiing; still, the seeker Ls most likely to find his or her own centerhy stumbling upon it. By

indireaion. Even the most methodic, deliberate attempt to find the center dcximed to fail

ure if tlie seeker is not open to serendipity. To the unexpected. The not-so delilxrate,

Willi ineffable cpiestions, concepts, one may initially start with rejisoned design, but must be

willing to ultimately just grope (or even blunder) his or her way.

Indeed when I fust lx*gan researching centers! die University of Oregon libmry, I first found

a non-fiction book—radier remarkable “journey dirough lx*reavement” byJayne Blankensliip,

who, in response to hei' husband's sudden deatli at age 31, took herself to a park, closed for

the season, where she took “a random direction” into one of the gardens where “it was silent”

(except for birds calling) and where dense planting hid her from the street, and there she
descrilxs herself

Actual

glimpses of a
center can be

achieved

primarily, if not
only, by
indirection.

.. .gagged over into the grass, arms limp at my sides, face pressed direaly

into the ground. Slow hejiving groaas rolled dirough me. I yielded to them,

hoping die earth would break and take me in, would push brovsTi grit and

tongue, would stuff my throat, and close my ears against the thoughts.

Hoping the grass would close over the back of my head so tliat no one
would ever know tliat I was there...
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Eventually, she imagines the park's “desertion is her own," that the “trees. . .released

from time. . .[are] turned to stone" and imagines herself “dancing alone in the air, with
stone trees all around.”

Ultimately her moment in tlie jxirk loecomes a moment of enliglitenment, c.)f peace. A kind
cf.. .cmlei'.

It stnick me how-, in taitli, cento's are descrilxid rather frecjuently in literaaire. In some fic

tion. what Ls called an “epiphiny" may also be a cento'. I recommend the ending to I^ymond

Carvers short .stoiy “A Small, Gocxi 'Hiing,” tlie vignette entitled “Style” in Tim O’Brien's Voe

Ihings 'IheyCamed, 1-idna Pontilier’s firtil aa in Kate Chopin’s ’IheAu)akimn}>, t)rTrudi Montag’s

mystical river exj^erience in Stonesfrotn the River. But in non-fiction as well. Consider this

description, from Hlie Wiesel’s Night, of a man who plays a violin in die midst of madness, a
death march in die snow out of a I Iokx:aust concentiation camp:

Tlie sound of a violin, in diis dtirk shed, where die dead were heaped on the

living. Wliat madman could be playing the violin here, at die brink of his

own grave? Or was it leally a hallucination?

It must have l?eenJuliek.

He played a fragment from Pfeethoven’s cxincerto. I had never heard .sounds

.so pure. In .such a silence...

It was pitch dark. I could hear only the violin, and it was as though

Juliek’s soLil was die lx)w. He was playing his life. Tlie whole of his life was

gliding on the strings—his lost hopes, his chaiTed past, his extinguished

future. He played as he would never play again.

'Hie properties are surely there—silence Ixjcause words tail, peace, hamiony, a sense of

onene.ss with die universe diat moves one beyond die immediate needs and .sensations. A kind

of “quantum leap,” as Goswami, the j:)hysicLSt, .says. Tliey are often brief, but they are diere. If

in die more mystictil forms of yoga, centers of a .sort are souglit and retiched by a lifelong

discipline, in life and in literature they are most often “stumbled upon.” Tliat is, whatever

seeking is occurring they usually happen by indirection. When lea.st expected—in extreme

conditions of highest frustration or despair or expense of energy.

I dediaited part of a sabbatic-al to writing a collection of stories and vignettes about people
who stumble into cetUers, and one of these descriixjs my own writing of a .scene in an unpul>

lished novel I finished two years ago. 'iTiere is a scene in which a white sevendi-gradeIxiy and
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a t:>lack seventli-gracle girl, in a snow-covered vacant lot near a downtown library in Ohio in

Febaiary' 1952, saimble into a center. In the prcxjess of w riting it, I too stumbled into a center.

I’m not sure if it was my center, or only my characters’ center, or a piece of the ceitter or

periiaps all tliiee. Or if it even matters. Only that it was made of die stuff I'm kx)king for. It
was as thougli while chipping away at rock—^shaping it to my artistic satisfaction—I’d come

upon gold dust, and knew that it had to be part of a larger deposit. My characters and I had.
somehow, found ourselves in Old IxxJgeskias' tipi, where, as Berger’s Litde Big Man says,

Looking at the great universal circle, my dizziness grew still. I wasn’t

wobbling no more, I was there, in movement, yet at the center of the

w'orld, where all is self-explanatory merely because it is.
16

Notes

' John Neihardt, Black Elk Speaks. (New York: William Morrow & Co., 1932), 276.
- Steven Weinberg, Dremm ofa Final Theory’. (New York: Vintage Bcx)ks, 1993), 6.
Mbid.,250.

■' \bkl, 255.

’ liiid, l68.

^ Miicea Eliade, The Saavcl and the Profane: The Nature ofReligioti. (New York: I JaijX'randRow,

1961), 21-22.

‘ Lao Tzu, Tao Te Ching. Gia-Fu Feng and Jane English, Traas. (New York: Vintige, 1989), V7.

G^ntmlityandCommonalip’:AnE'sayon Chimg-Yung. (Honolulu: llniveisityof
Hawaii Press, 1976), 20.

Aithur Amioite, 'The Road to the Center.” In I Become Part ofIt, D.M. Dooling and Paul
Jordan-Smith, eds. (New' York: Parabola B(X)ks, 1989, 246-254): 246.
Elaine Jahner, “The Spiritual Umdscape.” \\\ I Become Part ofIt. D.M. Dooling and Paul
Jordan-Smith, eds. (New York: Parabola B(X)ks, 1989:193-203); 202.

Robin Ridington, and Tonia Ridington. “Tlie Inner Eye of Shamanism and 'Ibtemism.” In

Teachingsfrom theAmerican Eai1h, Dennis Tedlcxk and Biulxira'Lcdlock, eds.

(New York: Liveright, 1975: 190-204): 198.
V.S. Naipaul. Finding theCoiter. (New York: Knopf, 1984), Lx.

Amit Goswami, TheSelf-Aivare Ihiiwrse. (New York: Jeremy Tarcher Putnam, 1993), 194,
225-227.

'■*JayneBlankeaship, IntheCenteroftheNight.{Sle\\Nork:W\\rvMViS, 1984), 14.
'^ElieWiesel, Night. (New York: Bantim. I960), 90.
Tliomas Berger, Little Big Man. (New York: Delacorie Press, 1964), 435.

10

72 \ I

^^ommunity^^ollegc Moment
/ Ii t



Also referenced in the essay:

Carver, Raymond. ‘‘A Small Good Thing.” (short story)
Chopin, Kate. IheAuKikening. (novel)
Hegi, Ursula. StoyiesJ'mw the River, (novel)

Momaday, N. Scott. 'IheMan Made ofWords. New York: St. Martin’s, 1997.

O’Brien. Tim. The Things Vjey^Cajried. (novel)
'ledlock, Dennis. FindinglheCenle.r The Art oftheZimi Storyteller. Lincoln: University of Nebraska

Press, 1999.

David Rothgery
has spent the last 25
years living, studying
and working in Oregon.
He directed the

Micronesian Special
Services Project at
Eastern Oregon State

Collegefor 12years,
studiedfor his Ph.D. at
the University of
Oregon, andfor the last
11 yean has been

teachingcomposition
and literature at Lane

Community College in
Eugene, Oregon. He
likes to write: two

complete novels (both

unpublished, though
one—Amirah—is still

in circulation) anda

not-yet-complete
collection ofshort stories
based on the Centers

theme. Hsiao-Ching,
his wife of23 years,
works at fume County
Mental Health. Their

son Marc studies pre-
medsciences at the

University ofOregon,
and their daughter
Rachel attends South

Eugene High School
David’s son Andrew

teaches Spanish at the
University ofOregon
and Lane Community
College, and his son Ian
is afinancial adviser.

73



Altered States

Drew Viles

Altered states come to me after sweating. The first time that I sweated was witli Al Smitii.
It was after Snol:>all Rutler had come down to Iftigene and kindly rememlx.‘red me at a sweat

lx;ing conducted Ity Al. Al's partner, Jane, wlto worked at tlie same university as I, Itrouglit me
It was a grandfatlter stone, she stiid. And site gave it to me. Tliere .seemed nothing

else for me to do with the grandfather stone than tc.) bring it back.

It took me a while to bring it back. Just as it liad uiken a wliile for Jane to bring it to me. Jane
worked at an office near mine, and .she left a me.ssage for me. And in response to tlie me.s.sage,

I went one day and picked up tliis lava stone pei-son which was sent to me at tlie suggestion of
a Siletz man, who came from a family of healers, with tlie i^emiission of a Klamaili elder, who
had been conducting a series of Sunday-morning sweats on tlie banks of fall Creek.

Going to that sweat was something I had to work up to. And I don’t have any particular
of the first one I went to, I do remember it getting so hot in tlie sweat kxlge some-

Sitting alone
next to

people I
hardly knew,

touching
them even,

but all alone

in the

darkness

after the flap
came down.

a stone.

memory

times tliat I Ix'nt my face to the ground where tlie air was cool. I rememl>er die fire, I remem
ber the stones stacked first in the center and the firewood stacked around the stones in the

shape of a tipi. I rememlier die blankets and ciinvas blocks piled under blue plasdc. Tliey all
smelled like old blankets, a litde ripe. A litde sweet widi decomposition, .some .sort of life had
taken hold in the material turning the conon and wool blankets and canvas blocks back to
earth. I remember the willow branches planted in the eardi like ribs of an animal arcing up
beneath the alder limbs. I remember the circle of people who led into the lodge and the

pitchfork that cariied the stones from the fire pit to the opening where, just to the right, Al
Smidi always sat. I remember the piling on of die l^lankets over die willow branches and die
layers like a turtle appearing where a hole was taking the place of the head. The important
part was to leave one blanket over die hole to serve as a door, to keep die light out, to keep
the heal in.

I rememIxT how die wamidi felt .so cool and .so comforting. I rememlxr die wiiniidi being

diere ju.st Ixfore die darkness, the wamith from the stones in die center, 'llie darkness from
die eardi. Tlie darkness where I was done, Sining alone next to people I hardly knew, touch

ing diem even, but all alone in die darkness after die flap came down. In odier churches I have
been, I never expeiienced that sen.se of lieing alone in die midst ofodieis. In die .sv/eat lodge,
I felt all alone in the midst of the glowing darkness. In die midst of the songs, in the midst of
the smell of burning cedar, the fragrance of burning sage, the glow of the rocks in the center.
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'Ilie cedar sparkled like stars as iiliumed. Maylxi I felt alone beamsethe water tliat was put on
llie stone 'called out die water in me to join the steam condensing now on my skin. 'Hie water
merged on my outsides, some fi'om inside. Some from outside. Some water tliiit condensed

on me after turning into steam was spooned from a bucket by AJ Smitli over die stone people
in the center. Some water rose from inside me to join die wetness. 'Iliis water I birdied alone

in response.

Die water llowed down my sides. Down my clieeks. Down my neck. Down my back.
Down flowed die water to modier earth. Down was now mud.

Tlie altered suite came after the sweats. After the songs had finished. After die cedar had
been burnt. After the last stone had Ix^en lifted. After all the water had lx?en poured. After
die sweat had all flowed. After tlie snot in my nexse had lieen blown i'ree. After die mud

made silky smooth on my skin, I crawled out of a circle of people into the light. And then I
followed Al Smith into the water.

The cold waters of Fall Creek hold us still and close us up. And there is a silence that

comes just then. In the coldness, just as die coldness I'lecomes familiar. Just when the bexiy
relaxes in the current in the coldness, the altered state of quietne.ss appears. It feels like a
strength. It feels like exhaustion. It feels like the water that came out. It feels like the water

diat came in. It feels like a onene.ss. It feels like 1 am alone and very conneaed. It feels like a
hum. There’s a hum I can hear at that moment. It is the hum of life. I know diat I am part of
diat hum. Tlie hum lias stayed widi me. I am feel it anytune, like a memtiry of die sweats diat
Al Smith shared.

was

Why I Write
Writing Is a

way for shy
people to
shout.

Drew Viles

Yellow jackets gnaw' on wckkI and spit it up to make paper. I write to make a place for

myself. Wlien there is no home anymore for a person (when home has lieen uiken away and

.stolen), a person can make a home out of paper. That is w'hat I wrtxe once about writing, it
look the form of a poem.

Writing gives me a place to dream. I like it liest when it is paper and 1 am able to u.se a pen.

but now I’m writing tin a keylxiard, which is all plastic. 'C^diat words I've written show up in
dark on a wliite background, not like die old days W'lien the movement of my fingers brought
light to a blackened screen.
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In those days, writing on a word pr(x:es.sing progiain was like building a fire. First, a little
friction then a bright light. Writing is still like that. Writing keeps me warm. The sparks irse
out of me when I write, and I'm reininded wlitit it is like to be alive.

Writing is a way to lose weight. Mostly I lose weight by crying, but the movement of
fingers and using tlie mind take c^ilories, too.

Writing keeps me in shape. It u.sed to give me a place to feel pity for myself. Poor, poor,
pitiful me. And now it gives me a place to change the tune: Boo, boo, iTcautiful me.

Writing is a chance to sing a new song. Writing Ls a chance to try for sometliing more tlian
ciiiiet. Writing is a way for shy peoj^le to shout.
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The Silent Weekend
Leslie Rubimtein

has been a part-time
instructor at Lane

Leslie Rubinstein
Community College

I was fasting my mind,
a little,
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like a juice diet,
.something to sip at times

but not the heavy food for thought
that makes me ill.

My mind fell light, and weak.
Unable to exert its normal strength,
its grip let go of me, a bit.

I tripped along,
au^are my mind was home,
but in the attic,

singing to itself

while I was happy
clearing out its mess
from years of chatter.
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Ascent to the Light

Bojana Stefanovska

For Larisa and Glenda

The older one I shall call Cora Lee, the younger one Ornella. When they stood next

to each other, invisible yet luminous fibers akin to a spider web would appear between
the two of them, stretching as the two women moved apart, shrinking as they moved

back towards each other, breaking when the distance would become bigger than the

span of an adult’s arms wide open for a hug, and tlien growing back with seemingly no
effort or confusion at all when the distance was right again.

Cora Lee remembered the morning tiny Omella had emerged out of her swollen hcWy

and womb. Those filaments followed on her way out, and at first the tired woman in

labor thought they were somehow part of her, or her baby’s physiology, or her own

placenta, secreting the mysterious matter, a cross between egg white and mercury, which
she had once as a child held in her hand after the family tliermometer broke, not knowing

it was toxic, and in awe of its indescribablyelusive consistency. But it wasn’t anything

ttmgible, and Cora Lee understood promptly that no one else except her and, it turned

out later, her baby, could see them. 'I'he filaments didn’t go away. Tliey became their
faithful companions and with time, first Cora Lee and later little Omella, learned to read
them like other people read clouds, or deep water, or tea leaves for information not

readily available to others.

Tlie color was a white-blue, or was it the luminosity that made them kx)k that way? The

color didn't change, but the luminosity certainly did. The finst time the baby had colic,

Cora Lee noticed they were not as bright as u.sual and undenstood immediately where to
look to find tlie cause. From then on, people thought she was so incredibly attuned to her

daughter, which .she certainly was, but not any more than any other loving mother, not in

any supernatural way, which some people .seemed to imply. She tried telling a few people
alx)ut the luminous web, but gave up IxTbre long, and somehow kept feeling like she was

cheating in an odd way, having tho.se invisible allies lend her their pow’er.

Ikit for many weeks now the filaments were losing their luminosity in a way they
never had before. This time it was not a simple chicken pox or ear infection they were

diagnosing for her, and Cora Lee was worried not only because they had grown dim-

.. .people

thought she was

so incredibly
attuned to her

daughter, which

she certainly

was, but not any

more than any

other loving
mother, not in

any supernatural

way...
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mer than ever before, but also because they were starting to flicker in a way she had

never seen before. Cora Lee knew this time something was different.

What I have forgotten to tell you is that, as little Ornella grew, the filaments, which

she had thought of in her earliest childhood as fairy trails, started speaking to her with

a meaning; a different message from the one they were giving her mother, though. Well,

not entirely different, except that, as she started understanding moods, feelings, and

what she learned later the French call “states of soul,” she realized the filaments were

telling her how her mother felt in response to her childhood ailments, and later bruised

feelings as well as knees.
When Ornella first saw the filaments start to flicker, after they had gotten very dull

for a long time, she knew her mother was affected very deeply by something new and

mysterious, and even though she could not feel that anything was wrong with herself,

.she figured something mu.st be, since she had long ago understood the dynamics of the

mes.sages sent back and forth by those little fiber optics of their souls.

When she was

happy, her heart
would

sometimes

follow the beat

of a favorite

song...

* * sis

Ornella was not worried about herself. Yet she could feel that her body had slowly

started evolving a logic of its own, obeying laws that she had not read about in her

school books or heard from anyone, for that matter. For example, her heart pace was

not the flawless clockwork everyone else seemed to be reporting, unless they were seri

ously ill. Hers would frolic wildly, responding to every single thing that surrounded

her. When she was happy, her heart would sometimes follow the beat of a favorite

song, or weave its own rhythm, which her brain would not recall, but later the same
situation would summon up the same melody and she would recognize it. When she

was sad, and both her happiness and sadness were almost exclusively reflections of

what she’d be witnessing, her heait would slow down. At tmly horrifying news such as

mass killings and other horrors of the many wars that affected the planet at any given

time, or news of the acts of hatred committed by all the sick people of the world, her

heart would stop for long periods of time, and she’d have an internal tug-of-war be
tween her heart and her soul which would try to coax her heart to come out and play

again.

Easy for the soul, thought Ornella. She gave words and thought to the battle be
tween her heart and soul, and knew them botli well enough to l:>e able to engage in those

79



strange dialogues: “Easy for you to want to play", the heart would say, “you're above

the petty little facts of life and death, above the grief for the dead squirrel, above the

tears for the child who just got orphaned. You know how to transcendlevels, and if a

ceitain level hurts, you just go higher up, to the next one, and let nothing but beauty in.”

“Come out and play”, the soul would retort, “it is not necessary to grieve over ev

erything. you just get bogged down by negativity and forget that all will come out all

right in the big, cosmic picture. There is a reason for eveiything under the sun. and it is

not for you to know why."

Or her blood would change color according to how she felt. She was glad most
people were not able to see her blood, and she tried hiding it from her mother, but to

no avail; in her adolescent years she still needed and wanted her mother’s care when she

was not well, in the usual, moiial sen.se of unwell, and there had been several occasions

her mother had caught sight of her blood. They were camping once, and Orneila was

awed by the beauty of the ancient redwoods that surrounded them. She had cut herself

slightly while breaking branches to make a fire, and a few drops of silver-colored liq
uid had dripped from her hand. Cora Lee had looked at her fairly insistently, but the

girl had averted her gaze and shifted their attention onto something else.

Cora Lee had not asked anything at that time, or the next; the time Omellahad held,

at the park, a couple of twin babies in that particularly adorable stage when they under

stand and respond readily but in their own, leprechaun-like language. She was barefoot

since it was summer, and she stepped on a piece of broken glass. It was minor and she

didn't dwell on it, but Cora Lee had had the time to see her wiping away a little bit of

bright pink blood from her foot. Orneila didn't know it, but her motlier had even caught
sight, after that glorious rendition of Handel’s Messiah they went to hear at Christmas a

certain year, of the incredible rainbow-coloredstreak of blood on her arm, after she

bmshed against the frozen branches of a ro.se bush and didn’t notice it in her ecstasy.
The .same was true of her sweat; the smell seemed to reflect whatever she was think

ing of, which was another rea.son why she loved sharing her joys but not her sorrows.
She would crawl into her room and ask, sometimes rather sharply, to be left alone when

something was bothering her. But the orange blossom and jasmine scent that would

exude from her. like a soft vapor, when she would talk about the vacation they took in
that small town of Andalusia the year .she had turned fourteen, had the uncanny ability
to transport both women there instantly.

Or her blood

would change
color

according to
how she felt
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Cora Lee knew her daughter was not sick. What she was, was sometliing by far more

serious and scary than sick. She was mutating in a manner that the mother did not

comprehend at first, because it was unfatliomable to the sum of the forces residing in

her l‘)eing, even though they included a powerful connection wiili the intangible. Cora

Lee was used to non-threatening small stuff like the wind chimes on their back porch.

She did not consider herself to be any kind of psychic person, no medium at all. It was

simply another one of those things Cora Ix^e could read, like people with no sight read
Braille, but it was somehow as if the wind-chime code would order her to decipher it,

and she would merely be the technician executing the task. But this was something far
more complex.

The chimes were singing these days, not talking intelligibly as she had gotten used to,

but singing some strange ancient melodies that she could not understand. After all, she

knew nothing about music. And she knew nothing about the strange transmutation that

was affecting her daughter.

* * ^

Ornella loved to sit at a certain spot on their roof and meditate, entranced by the

rivers of green pine and blue spruce around them, glistening in the intense sun rever

berated by the snow on the mountain peaks. She had discovered that spot early on,
while Cora Lee was still unsure of the coordination of her yoLing hands and feet and

was reasonably concerned that she might fall. But Ornella would look her in the eye,

smile an ancient smile and say, ‘^Mom, I only need to get .some fre.sh air. It’s not going to
hurt me.” And Cora Lee would surrender, knowing she could trust it. When Ornella

would come down, she seemed older, her eyes brighter, her skin darker and her joy

stronger. She would take charge of the house. When she was younger, she would de
cide to clean it and ask friends and neighbors to help by assigning them a task—maybe

to paint it, or put a vegetable garden in that sunny corner of the yard, or have the
fireplace rebuilt. She seemed to acquire wisdom and maturity at an incredible pace—
there actually was something matronly emerging from her; Core Lee was surprised to
find herself relinquishing some of the easier tasks at first, then more and more com

plex ones, until what she actually relinquished was the anxiety and responsibility of
being the head of the household. Ornella wanted the responsibility, and Cora Lee trusted
her.
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Strangely enough, Cora Lee was undergoing simultaneous changes, along with her
daughter. For the first tinie in her adult life, or even in her entire life, when she thought

back about things, she wouldn’t know whether she was rememl^ering a dream or a real

event. At first, it was an annoying feeling, but slowly she came to enjoy precisely not

knowing the difference, and later yet, not caring wliether the memory was “real" or not.

As a result, she found herself attracted to drawing, coloring and other manifestations

of creativity, and actually started spending an hour every day on it; not that she was

producing memorable pieces of art work, but the childlike enjoyment of being so en

tirely focused on the universe of shapes, colors and textures made her acquire a volu

minous amount of art materials and indulge in them.

She also slept better and longer, between that and the fact that her eyes were focus

ing daily on so much beauty, between the artwork and the landscapes, it felt like the

early wrinkles of worry and stre.ss that had imprinted themselves on her face were stan-

ing to relax and regenerate so well that they were actually erasing themselves from

around her mouth and eyes. Cora Lee was w'orried about her daughter, but in some

odd ways she could see that Ornella .seemed happy. Cora Lee had thought at first that

she had kx^ked unhealthy, especially since she found out that those sessionsof hers on

the roof were giving her this odd older look, but she had to admit it wasn’t the look of

an ailing person. Sure, fever can make a penson’s eyes shine, but not in the calm, .strong
and humorous way Ornella’s eyes shone when she would get back down. So, Cora Lee

was waiting, and watching, and breathing.

But those filaments of light were flickering ominously. And that was not the only

change the two women were perceiving. On the mother's end, what she could .see was

that the white-i:>lue luminosity was acquiring a golden glow. That had never happened
before, except.. .yes.. there had been that one moment, a fleeting second right at the
instant of her birth, but Cora Lee was so tired and mind-altered as it was, and be.sides,

she had not yet grasped this phenomenon that was going to be their constant compan
ion: now that .she was seeing it, she was pretty sure it had happened, that magical morn
ing...

On the daughter’s end, she was .starting to perceive something puzzling—the pace of

the flickering of the filaments was starting to match the unruly rhythms produced by
her own heart. Did it mean her heart was in some way interfering with the filaments’

wavelength? But that was impossible, the luminous web was talking to her about her
mother’s feelings, not her own. Or was it because her mother was opening up to the
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perception of a child so that her own iieart was actually starting to match the wild joy
that already inhabited Ornella?

* * ^

The luminous

web wasn’t

white-blue or

flickering any

longer.

And when it happened, neither woman was really scared; awed, yes, dazed, certainly,
and shaken, but not scared. They would have been surprised if they hadn't witnessed

the changes, slow at first and then faster and faster over the weeks and even months.
The luminous web wasn't white-blue or flickering any longer. It now had a strong golden

glow and had gone to pulsating, seemingly stronger and stronger, the fibers swelling to

the point of bursting. The day it happened, Ornella had not slept, she had stayed up all
night feeling molten gold pulsating in her veins; she had not needed food either, she fell
nourished by it. Very early at dawn, she had entered her mother’s room very quietly,
and Cora Lee had woken up to the feel of a hot wind softly baishing her face. Ornella’s

eyes were glowing when she told her, “Mother, I need to get some fresh air. It’s not

going to hurt me." Cora Lee had one last habitual impulse to take her hand and try to
stop her, and then she heard, “Mother, have a little faith.”

She never figured out what happened and how, but there was a hurricane, an explo

sion of pure gold, with ancient harmonies drowning out any other scuind, the walls of
her home temporarily disappeared or turned transparent, but in any case, the golden
dust that powdered the whole house was simultaneously inside and out, covering ev¬

erything.

When Cora Lee finally gathered some of her senses and started looking around for
an explanation of what had just happened, she was alone. She wandered through the
whole house looking for her daughter and when she finally stumbled into Ornella’s

her eyes fell on the full-length mirror she had given her a couple of years ago.room

And there she was, standing and looking at her form inside the mirror. All covered

with golden dust, Ornella was smiling at her from inside the mirror. Cora Lee, not quite

understanding, went to the bathroom mirror and yes, there she was as well, smiling
serenely at her. The woman then looked at her arms, legs, body—everything about her
looked so young and beautiful, fitting entirely with the radiant young face looking at
her. Young, and yet mature, tanned, glowing.
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* * *

They say lliat the golden dust cloud that shrouded the house never quite went away.
They say that the sweet scent of jasmine and orange blossom that from then on perme
ated the house would linger in the neighborhood for days on hot summer nights. They

say that when hunger would strike, the poor and homeless would gather onto her lawn

and painstakingly scrape together the gold dust from the grass, tlie bushes and the

fence, which would always buy them a meal at tlie local diner. But most of all, they say

that the daughter dealt very l-)ravely with her mother's death, or ascent to the liglit as

she liked to put it, and never spent a day without sitting at that one spot on the roof
where she seemed to be in silent communication with her. Rumor liad it that her l)lood

was changing color according to her mood, and that her sweat didn’t smell like any
other, but of course that was probably only unsubstantiated superstition. But it would

make some people whisper that, when her time came, she would probably fly away in a

golden storm, just like her mother had, and that, once again, the body would never be
found.

Postscript
This story was inspired by and is dedicated to Latisa Caldwell and her mother,

Glenda Brooks. Larisa, horn on November 14, 1978, died on December 28, 1997,

nine months after being diagnosed with a rare yet lethalform of liver cancer. When

shefound out she hadfew months to live, she decided, instead ofgoing as a victim, to

become a community advocatefor dying with dignity andpurposeandstarted, ill as

she was, organizing events in Eugene, Oregon and deliveting her message. As a

touching tribute, about forty people, following her example, got a tattoo of the Chi

nese symbol for continuation, thus honoring her belief that death is the celebration

ofanotherpassage. Many people and organizations donated what they could and her

memorial was held in Beall Hall at the University ofOregon—a beautiful and moving
ceremony. A book ofphotography entitled Continuation; Honoring and Celebrating the

Human Condition, describing her journey was also published. Despite the obvious

heartbreak, Glenda was able to continue giving of herself to the community.
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Untitled Leslie Rubinstein’s

bio^apfjy can befound on
page 77.Leslie Rubinstein

Iliad a date

with grief
today

to liold the .space
where you once &it

to iiold me

now tliat

your embrace
of time

has changcxl

She wandered in

and knelt

Ix'.side tile chair

where you once .s;u

Slie held my liand
and wliile I wept
Site smiled at me

Anotlier ckite

with grief
for me

for you
are tliereHow tliere is beauty

in this face

I cannot see
and there is beauty
in her face

She rose

and blew a kiss

She left

and left the door ajar

and in this kissing
of the face

of grief

and in a moment

or a year

I thought of you
in warm embrace

caressed your lips

and kissed your face

But it was her

come quickly

tlirougli Uie open ckxir
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Using a Method of Division to find Greatest
Common Factor or Least Common Multiple

Benedict Nmah

special Editors Note: The Community College Moment is dedicated to publishing
stimulating hut not discipline-specialized articles. However, in the spirit ofinclusivity,
particularly since we receive so few mathematics or science submissions, we decided
to publish this otiginal work by a math instmctor at Lane Community College. Ihis is

opportunity to take a glimpse into a discipline that many people have a phobia
like reaction to: math. Take the challenge and try to follow the steps presented by

Benedict Nmah for a relatively common task, finding greatest common factors or
least common multiples. Suppose you are stranded on a desert island and you were

forced to combine 1/5.5- 3/80 + 7/200, what would you do? Nmah provides you with
a method of making the calculation.

Abstract 'Hiis paper, wliich includes tliree examples, describes a useful and efficient algo
ritlim for finding the greatest coinmon factor (gcf) or least common multiple (1cm) of num
bers or algebraic expressions. The author has been using this method over the years in
his pre-calculus classes. This algoritlim provides an alternative method to the traditional
prime division (or prime factorization) method of finding the 1cm or the gcf of numbers
or algebraic expressions found in many pre-calculus texts.

an

Introduction In The America} iMathematicalAssociation ofTwo-YearColli^Kevieiv,Tem\c^

Brenner and Michael Shapira present a metliocl of finding the gcf tliat is similar to the Japa
nese metliod referenced in a dissertation by Lyle Hill.^ Tlieir method is a modification of die

traditional prime division (or factorization) metliod of finding the greatest common factor.
Unlike their method or the method referenced in Hill, the method described in this paper

does not use prime division (or factorization) to find die gcf or 1cm of numerical or algebraic
expressions. Also, when combining fractional expressions, this mediod is more efficient dian
either of die methods eidier presented in Brenner and Shapira or referenced in Hill. Further-

die mediod presented here has attractive convergence properties, and any alile person
c'an easily program and execute it on a computer/gmpliing calculator.

more.

\ t
86

9^ommunity^@oUege Moment
/ !



Notation
k

J theproductof (j = J,2,...,k).

Algorithm

Let k be a positive integer other tlian 1. To find the gcf or the 1cm of the numbers (or

algel:>rciic expressions) n,, n^, n^, place the numlTers or expressions in row 1 and columns
2,3v,l<+1, separating each number or expression from anotiier by a commas. Tlien

(1) Place in row 1, column 1, the largest possible counting number or the highest

order algel^raic factor d^(d^ need not be a prime number or factor) such
that d^ divides nj J = 1, 2, 3, ■■■. k.

(2) If no such integer or algebraic factor exists, then place in row 1, column 1, the

largest possibleintegeroralgebraicfactor (again, 7^1 need not be a prime
numl:)eror faaor)suchtliat d, dividesat least two of the n .

(3) Divide each of the in row 1, columns2,5, by d. (/ > 1). If

divides each write tlie quotient, q.^ in the next row (the same column). If d. dcxis
not divide n, for some natui-al numlDers, s copy in the next row (same column).

(4) Repeat steps 1 through 3 until no two of the entries in columns2,3,4,..., k-k-J of

tile m"’ row, for some nariiral number m, have a common divi.sor other than positive
one. m

where tti istlielalx;!(5) Tlienthegcfof n^,..., denoted is
ol tlie last row in which c/. divided at least two ;r’s in df^ row. If this never occurred,

ilien the original numters or algebraic expressions were relatively prime. In such a

<Xiix,gcJ(nj,...,11^-1,xcidihekmoi n tij ..., denoted, lcm(nj,...,n^, is given by
k

)=nlcm(n^,H2yn^, ■ -,n n :k / ’

;=i

othenvLse,

Y <●■+!

A
where tlie q„,j 's are the relatively prime quotients in row m (die last row).

C m-l

mj
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Proposition
Suppose that the are denominators of algebraic or numerical fractions that must

i^e combined. Suppose further that we use the above method to compute the

lcm(n^,...,nf). Then the following hold;
(0 For eacli /, tliere exist cl. and (not necesstirily unique) such diat

or mj

1
7

for some positive integers r and s, and
\r

I k+\m-]

/] I2 ^3%d
mj

fi2 -n2

where entries in columns 2,3, ● k+1 of tlie m'*’ row are relatively prime and the I j' s,
(y=l, 2,3,k) are numerical or algebraic expressions in the numerators of tlie fractions
to be combined.

n j=rn'+\ i=2
/V/ V

Proof

The proof is calculational and trivial and it is therefore omitted. A full copy of this
article along with examples for how to work out this algorithm is available for readers on
the Community College Moment website at http://teach.lanecc.edu/ccm.

Observations

1. Tills method is easier to use than die traditional prime division (or prime factoriza

tion) method.

2. It follows from the proposition that we can easily build equivalent fractions with

lcm(nj, n^,..., n^ as die denominator.
3. With some modifications, diis mediod can lie applied to decimal fractions.

Notes

Terence Brenner, and, Michael Shapiia. “Tlie Prime Division Methtxj of Finding die Great
est Common I’aacr.” IheAmericanMalhejnaliatlAKscxialion ofFUK)-YearColl^es Review\%l\
(Fall 1993): 36-37.

Lyle iMJapemese StudentsAt American University Infapan: An Ethnography, (a dlsserttidon)
(June 1993): 152.
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ClearingA Path:

Theorizing the Past in Native American Studies
Don Addison

This lx)ok is a recently pul:)lished collection of essays that I believe may have a positive

(^md hopefully) revolutionary impact upon the way pc^ople saidy, write alxjut, and teach Ameri
can Indian Saidies, as well as Indian topics in other fields of inquiry. Students and academic

faculty of various disciplines will find tliis source relevant and useful whetlter it loe in liistory,
literamre, language, tlie ails, etlinic studies, antliropology, archaeology, religion, gender said

ies, or other social sciences. 'Flie book is divided into fcair sections, each of whicli presents

two well-crafted and enligluening essays; the sections are '‘Stories,” “Categories of Analysis,”
"Political Economy,” and “Tribal I listories, Indigenous 1 listories.”

llte subject carefully stitciiing together this interdisciplinary scholarship, is tlieory of Na

tive historiography presenting eight different studies which explore ways to understand Na
tive Ameiic-an liistory, T\ic tide. Clearing a Path, is a ailaimlly appaipriate metaphor, Traditionally,

before a pow-wow or other ceremony could occur a path had to be cleared; fallen logs and
other olislicles had to be removed before travel and trade could take place between Indian

groups and other newcomers (invaders) to the continent. 'Hie title also suggests “a clarifying
or opening up of ways to see tlie past.”’ Wlien diis is accomplished, a lietter and more accu
rate view of the present, and hopeflilly the fuaire, mtiy lie apparent.

Some of the essays in this Ixxik present a level of theory and vocabulary tliat might nxike

them difficult for undergraduates to grasp—awhile others, written more in layperson’s terms,

are more easily accessible. 'Hie Ixxik is tlius useful to a liroad audience including sriidents and

faculty sc*eking a deeper kx)k into the issues commonly covered in its main categories. Eor tlie
specialist, it represents some of the latest, best scholarship available.

Tlieory, however, is viewed in different ways by scholars. Nancy Shoemaker, die editor and

author of one of the essays, contrasts how social scientists, for example, make theory “a

requisite for scholarly research and writing. In other fields of smdy, among many historians,
for example, theory has about the same standing as certain four-letter words.” Fuither, she

clarifies diat "even diough andirojxilogy in general, as a social science, mimdates dial research

be grounded in dieoiy, works in American Indian anthropology, and in edinohistoiy in par

ticular, can be purely descriptive without others challenging them for lack of a theoretical
framework.
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Anollier contributing autlior, James Brooks, vvlio has written on Native American hisioiy

and lx)rderland issues, carries liis analysis of Indian names from foimer times directly into tlie

21st cenairy. He discusses how names, in themselves, can be framed into a viable tlieory,

helping the reader understand varying changes in Indian and intaidei' population relation

ships over time. He traces this trajectory into tlie contemporary Indian cultural renaissance

many authors have documented, thus supporting Brooks’ diesis.-^ For example, die names

mixed-bloods “gave dieniselvc*s, and the names by which they were known to intruders, worked

with a degree of autonomy absent in the 20th-cenairy world, yet one that I argue is forcefully
reasserting itself in the 21st century.

It would be impossible to understand a discussion of Indian names, and cultural revival,

widiout a dt'ar understtnding of how categories work.^ In her es,say on ctitegories. Shoemaker

states ditit categories are “building blocks in die cretition of knowledge and in the application

of knowledge to situations... [w^hich] make a complex world manageable.”*^ She then links
this to the long-standing habitual use of categories, so that scholars can better understand

historical processes. Two case studies in this essay deserve special mention. First is a soudi-

eastem Indian story abotit a ballgame between birds and animals during which an eager bat

dies in, disturbing everything by confounding die categories. No matter wliich side (animal or

bird) die bat joins, its physical features bring victory to whichever team it helps, transforming

the bat's amliiguous position, Ixitween categories, into a source of |X)wer. In a sense, die bat

almost looks and acts like both an animid, and a bird, giving it power over others. The physi
cal features of bats contrasted with other animals and birds is an allegory for the manner in

which physical'feamres ligtire in Indian or FuroiDean identity, based tipon skin color, hair ly]X‘
and color, and other features. 'Hierelbre, die use of power by Euroaniericans, and the corre

sponding lack of it among Indians in their governmental and ailmral dealings widi the larger

Euroamerican society, is understood by the ctitegories in diis story.

Shoemaker also uses this story to help us Ixtter understand how to reread the history of

treaty negotiations. In another context in U.S. history', Euroamerican treaty negotiators re
fused to deal widi Native American efmale leaders, based upon Eui-oamerican gender-driven

prejudice which accompanied them and their ancestors. Categories of gender (also based
ujxin differing physic'-al cliaraaeristics) and jxilidc-al standing, dien, gieady influenced U.S. and

Indian treaty negotiations, often resulting in Indian spokespersons (wlio were sometimes ef
male lejtders) being unacknowledged as a valid autlioritative spokesperson for a trilae or group

of Indians during negotiations witli U.S. (male) officials.

i’4
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Sli(x.’niiiker's second illustration involves an example of a specific treaty, in tliis case, stnick

between tlie U.S. and die Ojibwe. In remeinliering the negotiatioas, each side revealed differ

ent interprelaticms of wliat had hajiix.‘ned. 'Ihe Ojibwes l:>elieved diey sold only the pine trees,

but U.S. officials regarded the terms as meaning all the land itself Subsequently, in the 1983

Voight decision, die Wisconsin Ojibwe jirevailed, using ti-eaty miascripLs and later coun hear

ings as valuable sources of persuasive evidence, based mainly upon categories. Tlie chief

Magegawlraw (La Trappe) had divided die world into categories wliich were misread by U.S.

negotiators in 1837. In his speech, categories within categories compounded the differing

impressions of what was said in die negotiations. When he placed an oak sprig on die tretity

table, diis small item elicited a numlxT of varying interpretations (by Indian and non-Indian

alike), that greatly affected die treaty.

Sorting out the discussions, Shoemaker finds that “the oak sprig was a metonymical pro]")
that stood for all Ojibwe subsistence needs, wliich they reffised to cede.”"^ U.S. negotiators

insisted on dealing widi a single Ojibwe nation, widi a main leader as spokesperson, but no

such things existed dien, or now. Ojibwe groups (called tn\xi\ biinds) successfully brought die

lawsuit that ended in dieir victory liecause, as Shoemaker puts it, “U.S. treaty commissioners

glossed a category based on cultural and linguistic affiliation as a political category.

Relevant to diese two case saidies, anodier 'ciitegory, blood degree, has lx*en a major source
of conflision regarding who is, and who Ls not, an Indian. Various criteria plague these disctis-

sions, Li]X)n which many varied opinions lead to a confusing maze of inconsistent definidons

of Indian identity. Shoemaker continues her discussion of the Great bikes region, noting that
“in the 1830s and 1840s [U.S.-Indian treaties] granted or denied ‘mixed bloods’ special pay
ments [thereby lieconiing] among the earliest official records to group Indians by degree of

blood.This .seems to agree with other scholars’ findings, including Ward Churchill who

states that, “In the 1831 treaty with tlie Shawnee, the notion of blood quantum was first ap
plied in a formal way to determine who would—or, more impoitantly, who would not—lx

recognized by the United States as a ‘real’ Indian.”*® Mixed-bloods were separated from full-
bkxxjs, at times, Ixcause the government considered mixed-bkxxls more competent to man

age tlieir own affairs tlian fuU-bkxxls, and Osage “breeds” were sjxdfically gianted pemiission
in tile 1865 treaty, to be “the only group allowed (or coerced) to remain within a traditional
homeland irom wliich the rest of their nation was removed.”'' No Indian group historically

used tribal enrollment procedures of any kind to confimi or deny Indian identity, and Indians

are the only group in the world forced to abide by such a discriminatory system which both

hurts and, ironically, also helps many Native peoples.'-

”8
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Criteria such as l:>ioocl quantum, community consensus, self identifi'catitai, etc. further point

out the confusion resulting from varying categories, inequitably applied, to define who can

call themselvesIndianand be eligible for formal tribal membership. These categories also

point out to what extent U.S.-lndian relations abundantly consist of failed policies, based
upon inadequate infonriation about Indian peoples, propogated by non-Indian missionaries,

travelers, politicians, writers, movie producers, historuins, and school tetichei's who continue

to perpeaiate myths about Indians,

'ihe book seems to deliverwhat its editor promises, enslirined in her definition of theory:

"ITlheories are devices for articulating research questions and zeroing in on imjx>rtant issues.

Theories trim away excess information and coagulate details to form meaningful explana-

tioas. To fall back on a handy cliche, tlieories make it possible for us to see the forest tlirough
the trees.

The collection of essays in this splendid book, I believe, will go far to address some of

tliese probleias, and hopefully help resolve them, as more scholai'sliip such as tliis Ls seriously

coasidered by tliose working in die ac'ademy today. 1 higlily recommend this lxx)k to students,

instmctors, and tlie general public. It is compaa reading, by competent scholars, covering a

variety of issues central in Arnerican Indian Studies today.

13

Notes

'Nancy Shoemaker, “Introduction,” in ClearingaPath: 'JheoiizingthePast in NativeAmerican
Studies, Nancy Shoemaker Ed., (New York: Roudedge, 2002), vii.

-Ibid.

'Concerning the present Native American cultural renaissance, see Don Addison, “Native
Americans and die Balia'i Faidi” in Community CollegeMoment, Vol. Two, Issue One, Winter

2002, (Lane Community College), 68-76.
■‘James Brooks, “Life Proceeds From die Name: Indigenous Peoples and the Predicament of

Hyliridity,” in Clearing a Path: Iheorizing thePast in Native A meiican Studies, Nancy Shoemaker
Ed., (New York: Roudedge, 2002), 183.

‘‘For fiirther information on Indian languages and categories of language families reladve to
cultural levival, see Leanne Hinton, Flutes ofFire: Essays on Califomki Indian languages, (Ber

keley, California, Heyday Btxiks, 1994).
^Shoemaker,51.

■'Ibid., 53
^Ibid., 54

‘dbid.

“Ward Churchill, “Hie Crucible of American Indian Identity: Nadve Tradition versus Colo-
93



Don Addison

is an anthwpolo^
midedmmuskolo^
who receiiiedhisPh.D.

from the University of
Oregon. Heftastau^t
American Indian

Studies at lane and

Oxrneketa

Community Colleges.
BeingOxxoaiv
Indian, heisactivein

dte NativeAmerican

community servingas a

drummer, singe,r
dance,r teacher and

artist. Helms worked

as a program

coordinatorofNative
American Arts and

Perfrmancesfir the
Smithsonian

Institution atui has

publisitedscholarly
articles, origimd
musical compositions,
andsoundreatrding
in Taiwan, Hong

Kong Israel Belgum,
atid Germany In
2002, hedirectedthe

first Native American

“Umista "Rigltts of
Passageprogam at
Lane. His essay
"NativeAmericans

anddse Baha’i Faith ”

appeared in the
Winter2002issue cf
i^Communi^

Cdlcg:Momaic.

nial Imposition in Pastconcjuest North Ameriai," in CcmtempomryNativeAmeticauCultural
Issues, Duane Cliampagne, Ed., (Walnut Creek, California: AltiMira Press, 1999), 49.

"Ibid.

‘-See forexiimple Devon Mihesuah, AmericanPicliausStereotypes&Kealities., (Atlanta: Chirity
Press, Inc, 1996,1997,1998), 99-100,125-126. Waix.1 Churchill, IndiansAre Us? Culture and

Genocide ui Native North America. (Monroe, Maine: Cbminon Courage Press, 1994). Genild
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Work-in-Progress

Made of Money
Drew Viles

Here Ls the latest news from the markets: wliile blood continues to be relatively inexpen

sive/ kidney prices are soaring.- 'Ihe price of human oocytes^ is also on the upswing, wliile

the cost of sperm* is holding steady. No quotes yet today from the ocular, cardiac, and
cutaneous’ fronts altltough market analysts predict a precipitous increase in the price of eyes
and hearts following aimors ol' reform in the Cliinese penal system while a recent glut of skin
from the Indian sulxontinent has set off fears of unpending price wars among skin banks in

Europe and the United States.

The context for this discussion alx)ve, wliich may have already appeared on Voe Nightly

Business Report, is a metiphor. Wlien people buy and sell parts of human Ixxlies, one major

way people have made sense of tlie activity lias been by borrowing terms from die vocabulary'
of human commerce. For instance, blcxxl lianks have been around for many decades. People

have also spoken often of sperm Ixanks for more than a few years. The metaphor, in diis case
is easy to follow: as commercial Ixinks store money, so, too, do these odier Ixinks store huniiin
Ixxlily fluids.

But the magic of language is in full evidence when it comes to such banks as diese. For the

fact is that nobody has ever thought to speak of “blood libraries,” and the reason for this
omission is simple. The “banks” which exist to store body parts do more than just serve as

reixisiiories. They exist in order to place in commercial circulation soniediing dial has existed

in private circulation. This is different from traditional banks which nowadays do not pro
duce what they store and never placed into collective circulation material actually collected

from and originating in individual human Ixings. That Is, banks first made money themselves

(prior to the law that arrogated the issuance of currency to the U.S. government) and then
offered to store the money subscciuently acquired by individuals. In the case of sperm banks
and blood banks, what is stored by banks or government was never the creation of banks or

government. Banks of the traditional variety serve as points of collection for material articles
already in free cirailation and wliich were put into circulation by hanks or governments. Blood
banks and sperm banks, on the other hand, are points where something like a natural re
source, which has previously lieen mined, is transferred into a pcxil intended for collective

When people

buy and sell
parts of human
bodies, one

major way

people have
made sense of

the activity has

been by

borrowing
terms from the

vocabulary of
human

commerce.

use.
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of course, in common rcmis nothing like tliis ever hapjx'as. And the reason tliat to sjxiik

of "mines” in the discussion of these particular "banks" appears as a relatively shocking

development is as simple as this: the traditional vcx:al:)ulary of the market is automatically
abandoned whenever the disaission turns to a description of the producer of the “wealth.”

In traditional economics, tlie prcxlucer of value Ls culled "the worker.” But within the transfer

ol‘ body parts from one j^erson to another, the pr(.)ducer of value is called sc^mething else.

Tlris Ls not to say, of course, chat ncjbody functicms in the role of the traditional worker in this

scheme. 'File people who insert needles into veins, in Uie one aise, and tire people who collect

reprtKiuctive fluid, in tire otlier, have all tire characteristics of traditional employees. And like

nriners who miike a living via tire collection and refinenrent of eartlr parts, these workers make

a living via adding value to human parts through tire activities of collection and refinement.
But in addition to tlrese traditional workers who add value to what is mined, tire acaial hunrair

producers of bodily fluids, whetlrer tire fluid is sjrernr or plasnra, are themselves responsible
for the extraction of the valuable fluid. This is seen best in the aise of paid human sperm
transfer where the pi'oducens of tire valuable Ixxlily fluid are left alone in a rcxrm where drey

dremselves are solely responsible for the production of the fluid wealdr. But even in the case

of blood traasfer. it is only thimigh the power of dre one-frcrm-whcrm-blood-is-collected that

the valuable flows from vein to receptacle. Tire well in the case of drese bodily fluids is strictly
artesian, 'fire person fronr whonr value flows in these cases is Ixrth irrine and miner.*^

In common terms, however, the person who dtrubles as bodr nrine and miner Ls adled “dre

donor." This is the point where the terms of conrnrerce cUire not to go. This is where the

metaphor unravels, 'lire people who have tried to make sease of dre praaice of transferring

body parts fronr one to another for pay have deternrined that the person from whom the

Ixxly parts are arken, dris person who receives nroney in conrpensation for dre value of the

body part, is dre “donor. ” I lence, the traasfer of body paits from one to anodrer wheie the

one is paid and the other Ls paying is called “donation.”'

This is too nruch. This Iras gone tocr far. Here is one exanrple were dris particular euphe

mism leads, Wlren sonrelxxly conres to the door requesting nroney for a charity, it Ls cermmoir

now, under the appropriate circumstances, to reply as follows: “I gave at the office.” That

excuse will inaeasingly Ixconre less persuasive if die confusion Iretween “donation" and “ex-

cliiinge of money" from one to another when dre one is Ixing compeasated for valuable Ixxly
parts, continues to flourish.

Tire reason the conftision has flourished is readily idenlifrable. Calling dre one a “donor”

who ftincdoas as Ixrth nrine and miner has dre advantiigc of .sounding nice. But dris Ls also its
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great disadvaniage, 'flie talk of “donation” lielps ol:).scure tlie cliaracter of die activity. The

activity is not nice. 'Hie commodification of the human body is not only a sort of dehuman

ization, it is the dehumanization. It is not only a literal objeaifiaition; it is die alpha and omega

of objectification.

What -ciin Ix' done is a refinement of the aaivity in words. Tliis would enable a distinction

to be made between “donation" of the kind where money exchanges hands and the sort

where no money exchanges hands, 'fliis ciLstinction already exists in ternis of location, at least
in die case of human blood transfer. In die case where no money exchanges hands, die dona-

don is made at the Red Cross, which appears to have an exclusii’e monopoly on this activity.

In cases where the producer of the blood is paid for the plasma, the transfer is made at a

business routinely described as being part of the "biomedicar industry. “Life medicine”

industry is how this translates.

My belief is that die first step toward a more artional distribution of body parts will be the

step of adopting a more rational way of talking alxiut such acd\'ides. Wliai is needed in order

to faciliLite a new way of seeing is a new way of saying. My projxisal is to listen closely and

then to crall diis new activity what it sounds like most.

All diis started with blood, blood is source of all diese odier activities. What do you call

it in English when somebody lives off the lifeblood of people? Wliat do you call it when

somebtxly lives high while odiers live way down low and what Ls lieing transferred from the

powerless to the pow'erful is human blood? What do you call it when the blood of some is

routinely taken by another widi die “some" Ixing jDoor and “another” lieing cjuite irch, maybe

even so rich” tis to live way rtf') high on a hill in a castle?

My proposal is

to listen closely
and then to cal!

this new activity
what it sounds

like most

Notes

'In the kxal area, Seramed Biomedical will swap Ixtween $15.00 and $30.00 for about 900

grams of human blood plasma with die exact price dependent upon the numlxr of prior

sales made by diat individual to Seramcxl Biomedical and with the exact amount of plasirui

dependent upon Ixxiy weight. Dottie who tinswers die telephone at Seramed Biomedical’s

facility in Springfield, Oregon, personal interview, 31 Octolxr 2001: Melis.sa who aaswers

the telephone at Seramed Biomedicrars facility in Eugene, Oregon, personal inteiview, 31
October 2001.

“The price paid to persons for their kidneys has been reported to range into four figures.

Nancy Sclieper-Hughes, “Sale of I Inman Org:in.s on fsiti Chin:i," FDCH Congressio)ial Tes

timony,June 27, 2001 (House International RelauonsCommittee), online, Ac-ademicSearch
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Elite, (October31, 2001).

●'Tlie price paid for human eggs, also known as cxx:ytes, ranged from $2,000 to $100,000 in

die United States in die year 2000. “Egg Donation: A Risky Business, “ Rolling Stone (Oc

tober 26, 2000): 80.

Fifty liucks a pop” was tlie reported price being paid for sperm in Berkeley, California in

the year 2000. Vanessa Grigoriadis, “Being a Sperm Donor is Hard Work,” Rolling Stone

(October 26, 2000): 80.

^Etelka Lehoczky, “Body Bazaar,” October 15, 1999, http://www.gettingit.com/

big_archive.html (29 October 2001).

'’In die case of spenn collection, “minor” would also lie an apt descriptor given diat “[rjoughly

ninety percent of all U.S. sperm donors are students.” Grigoriadis 77.

'Kenneth Baum, “Golden Eggs: Toward the Rational Regulation of Oocyte Donation,” Brigham

Young University LateReiriew(200i.y 107-67 is a work whose tide announces that literary

works may serve as an adequate guide for the discussion of buying and selling human bcxly

parts. Tliis article is accessible online via die Academic Search Elite database.

*^Tlie mining of human sperm and oocytes was reported to be part of a “$2-billion-a-year”

business in the U.S. “Egg Donation: A Risky Business” 80.

Drew Viles

bioff'aphy appears
on page 7.6
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Empire Builder
Dan Armstrong

Journey with Amtrak along major portions
of the famous trail of Lewis and Clark. Only
the Empire Builder can take you on this
exciting adventure through majestic wilder
ness. . . . On the Empire Builder, you'll feel

like a pampered explorer.

—“Amirak Travel

Planner 2002”

1

On sparkling streams of fireflies through tlie sweet summer air

we dreamers on a rail of dreams ride West the Empire Builder,
muted horn blowing a soft song of warning over the famous trail.

Sleepers in Coach, we manage anywaywe can, shoehomed
in seats made into beds, parts dangling in the aisle.
Little moans and snores make music with sliding tracks.

“Incoming! Here comes the shit! Stay the fuck down!’
Writhing in seat 32 A, sobbing in his nightsweat,
he’s back in Vietnam, two months out of boot camp,

having left only a few hours etfore die club car in shreds,

women fleeing his obscenities—bursts ofleering misogyny

fired at any woman near him and liis drunken entourage.

Surefooted, bluecapped, tlie conduaor rides the rocking aisle,
and then with aishing air and racket of clattering tracks,
auto doors swallow him whole, and I fall to awkw'ard fetal sleep.
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2

The irsen sun is a rolling ball at rest on an empty table, a land

utterly unlike the clay before. Tlien, forests of maple and oak,
and for several miles junked cars parked among all the trees.

a bucolic graveyard for Chevys and Fords, cars sprouting around
tlie trees like wild flowers and poison oak, colors in a motley lx)uquet.
How did iliey get there, I wonder, with no city for miles around?

Coming tlu'ocigh Nortli Dakota and Montana, nothing but open land
and a few small towns, where often we stop to pick up and drop off,
listless places strewn along the sides of the track, startled into life with

die blowing of our horn, the clanging of bells and flashing of ligliLs
on fallen gates as we come to a gliding stop at the little stations,
names like Minot, WolfPoint, and Cut Bank printed neatly on a sign.

Fourth of July flags hang a week IxTore in every town along the way
on houses, cars, and jxiles—signsof Independence,Empire and now 9-11,
visions of Flight 175 slamming into the South Tower hovering.

Somewhere Ixnv-een Devil s Lake and Rugby, I meet a mountain man or

.seems to lie—bearded, burly, sent by Central Qisting for die barroom scene.
But no. Bob Yeats (“Spelled like the poet.”) is a classical tuba player.

homebound from some remote town and an openi alxiui its awful past.
In slirieking lamentations, the soprano sings her grief for children
burned ali\'e in a Wobbly hall fire, flames licking up die screams.

3

Nearly noon, we briefly slop in Stanley to deboard and find our land legs
Behind the station, there he stands in stern and weatheredonce again,

bronze, heavy with his massive dreams: James J. Hill, founder of the

Great Nordiem Railroad empire along the same route we travel now, robixr
baron extraordinaire, clutching an iron bible to an iron breast, peering fiercely
straight down Main Street just beyond his feet at all the shops along the way.
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In oxidized copper ilie plaque beneath his bool declares the Northern his

‘■great mark on the world.” He backs it up wiili righteous, bearded jaw: the
emissary of Progress, banisliing ignorance and evil in the long sweep west.

No plaque to remember the Northern for die Ciiinese workers blown to dust

lighting fuses to blast through rock. Nothing in that liilile or in the Destiny
invoked for it to recall proud nations downsized into ti'ailers on the rez.

That night at dinner. I'm seated with Amie, Nate, and Hd, pilgrims of die
rail on their way, as if to Canterbury, to the annual convention of railroad
buffs in San Francisco, sharing complimentary’ wine and arcane railroad lore.

Conversation starts slowly but picks up steam, winding along storied routes

and fabled runs, upcoming conventions and those from the past, railroad

trivia to stump even buffs, and running comments on the signals and

sidetracks we pass on the way. Nate, it seems, has models in his den of a

Nordiern freighter from 1932 and Winona, Minnesota, where the train pulls
in. Before we know it, we’re ainning right along on narrow-gauge tracks.

made to scale, over hill and over dale, round the lake and through the wood,
past sheep in the meadow and cows in the bam—into Winona, honest and

good, rolling past the five and dime, to arrive at 2:55. Right on time!

4

Big Sky Country. Viewed from alxive, our tracks make a zipper, a scar.

And our main is a moving silver mark upon Montana, a doppelganger
line between two worlds conjured as a geological freak of naaire.

Out my window, a stony, treeless land is tortured into fanta.stic shapes, low
mounds of earth and rock covered with a tough, short grass, and random
outcroppings of undulating stone: the bones of a once-vital earth.

long dead and buried, now turned up by erosion-

sky god, fallen to his death. The overhanging sky is a mass of swollen,
boiling clouds rolling like tanks into position on a battlefield.

or perhaps those of a
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I'm astoni.shed, looking across the aisle out a window to the south,
to see another world: verdant fields are broken by solid stands of trees,

and a pronghorn doe bounds, as if on springs, at a diagonal away from us.

It is a land, if 1 scjuint, that looks like the fertile farmland of the Midwest.
And the sky above it is a vast sea of blue with clouds thinned and polished
by the wind, graceful sailing ships, white sails pulled tight, moving over us

toward some obscure shore. My head is on a swivel as I turn back and forth,
looking out the two windows, undecided which is the real world and which
the faux. I move to a seat across the aisle to better see this other world.

Overhead, a silver fighter jet, streaking west but headed east, makes a mark
in the sky parallel to ours on land, its thin white contrail a trace of intention
to maintain the empire—calisthenics for wars in Afghanistan and beyond.

5

Looking for a vanished wilderness, I sit in the observation car, a rcx)m

with a view on wheels for pampered explorers, as three time-travelers walk
the aisle behind me, pilgrims of a different sort than those I met before.

Tliey are young, clean-shaven, Amish men ailed by a stria geometry of hair
and dre.ss; hair in horizontal lines at front and neck with right angles around
the ears, upper body in starched white shins, lower half in loose black pants.

and suspenders that cut black Xs on the back and parallel lines on the front.
Hxcept for Samuel, whose suspenders are red and who defies stereotype,
working the car for earnest conversations with the rest of us.

He leans over my shoulder and points in the distance to .something,
for all my care, I have missed. Under the massive shadow of the Rockies
is a half-circle of eight tipis, Blackfoot I think, white cones on a field of green

with no signs of life whatsoever. Soon we begin to climb the first mountain
in Glacier Park, slowing as we climb, finally stalling beside an alpine
meadow, rolling to a creaking stop facing the highest glacial peaks.
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Engine, lights, and air conditioner are shut olT, and we sit in complete
silence, feeling heavier in our immobility. But as I sit trying to identify
the wildflowers, getting lost in reds, yellows, and whites, the train begins to

dematerialize—sides, windows, and seats falling away until I am sitting
outside of history on a fallen tree next to the small lake on the far end

of the meadow, the sun hot on me and the buzz of life all around.

Uuer, we are jerked into movement and on our way again. “Flat tire,” the
dmnk across from me lamely jokes. But no. A broken fuel pump has I:>een
fixed, and our train has slmink to the family station wagon on the turnpike.

6

Hardy and independent, a Western woman who doesn’t kx)k 85,

Helen Barnes sits sipping herbal tea in die club car, as always facing east,
preferring to watch where she's been instead of where she’s going.

She”s quit her work widi Fr. Paul giving counsel to unwed teenage moms

and before diat homesteading in Altuska (“Too damn cold!”), where she

buried two husbands, fought off a grizzly bear (“Breath stank to heaven!”).

and watched a mother moose give birth under the stop light in town.
Tonight, she’s angry about Enron and other corporate crimes that have

cheated workers out of jobs and pensions. "Disillusioned!” she says.

I search her face and voice for traces of irony, surprised to find none.

Returning to coach, relaxed from my glass of wine, I sink into my seat
to sleep—and dream. The late night lights in Spokane change into a

gray day on a farm somewhere “out West.” Clouds move overhead,

fast and low, a time-lapse effect condensing days of movement

into a few minutes. A train’s horn is blowing softly in the distance.

I stand before a pioneer homestead at the edge of the front yard, a lush
modern suburban lawn leading up to the farmhouse. But this yard
pools and bubbles liquid fire, a smoldering blue at the base with red and
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orange blades flickering in places over the tops of the grass.
The land is on fire, and I must craw! over it to reachthe house,why I
do not know. As I pul! myself along, finally coming clo.se to the hou.se,

Dan Armstrong
received his Ph.D.

jn>m Indiana
University and has
taughtatthe
University ofArizona,
Oakland University,
and Oregon State
University before
coming to Lane
Community College,
where he teaches

English andfilm
studies. Hehasioon

I maivel that I suffer no burns. Then ! see the barn I luLssed before,

the dark mouth of it containing an old wagon wheel, a pitclifork hanging
melted over a bale, and a plow with handles and leatlier straps

meant for man, not horse or mule. I look back to see a farmwife in a calico
dress standing on the porch, watching me. Wordles.sly. she walks around me,
softly l^lowing over the fiery grass as if to quench the fire but only fanning it.

Still, I feel no pain from the fire, and I form a question in my mind before
I jerk awake: “Is it holy, or is it hell?" Looking otit my darkened window,
I see it has become a mirror, and I am watching myself watching myself.the Departmentof

EnglishAwardfor
Teaching Excellenceat
Oakland University

1

and theprestifious
Burlington Atvard, the
topteachingaward
fiven annually at
Oregon State. In
addition toprevious

publications offiction

(k)ming over tlie Washington Orscades, I feel back home in Oregon,
llie Douglas firs cut a jagged line into a blue sky, a bli;:zard of green
rolling over the mountains, familiar ferns crowding the forest floor.

Looks just like the Oregon Cascades, except for the rows and rows of poplars
standing tall and straight at attention, leaves winking in the wind. They
stand efficiently in clear cut spaces, ready to serve the economy as pulp.

andpoetry, his
publications imlude an
acadcntic article in

We pass through Everett, city of sasvmills and barges loaded with logs,
where live Wobblies were killed by a posse in the General Strike of 1916,
soon coming to the seven-mile Cascade Tunnel on the way down to Seattle.

Cahiers Victoriens &

Edmir<liciis andarticlcs

on film studies in Film We enter the tunnel, the darkness a soft black fur, our windows turned into

mirrors by lights inside the train. I am lost in my own reflection, thinking
ahead to Seattle, fishmonger and architect of cyberworld. I feel the magnetic

Q'ainof,y Cinema
Jounial.Qiiaiterl)’
Review ofFilm and

Video. fr/Ji/Film

Criticism. Hecurrendy
lives with his wife and
son in Eugene, Oregtn,

a city dubbed “The
People’s Republic of
Eugene” by a local
conservative talk-

show ttost.

pull of the city on our train. 1 can already see Seahawk Stadium as we pull in,
its gigantic hawk-logo a totem of corporate and military' power. And the
high-rise towers of glass and steel that dazzle us into submission.
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The Community College Moment
CALL FOR WORK

●■'■gli-q'-wliry progressive articles that retlea a new vision of scholarship at the
intersection of academic, activist, and community interests. We invite articles, interviews, photographs, artwork, poetry, and
other original work that reHects your Interests as a community college teacher and scholar. Submissions should address’a
thoughtful, but not specialized, academic audience. Articles may address issues of interest to local, regional, or national readers.

The Community College Moment offers a forum

DEADLINES for submissions:

FOR WINTER 2004 ISSUE:

Monday, October 13, 2003 Final Deadline

Monday, September 1, 2003, Early Submission Deadline
^orksubnnttedpriortobothdeadlineswillgetfidlcoTisidemtiomtheearlysuhmismndeadlmelmbeefiaddedforihosewho

want to get a jump on the approval andeditingprocess.

WINTER 2004 SPECIAL SECTION: Peace

For the Spring 2004 issue, in addition to general submissions on any topic, we invite articles fora special section titled “Peace.” We hope these
articleswill explore themanyaspcctsofpeaceincludingpersonal. social, and geopolitical. Submissions that address a wide range of issues
possibly including the specter of war, peace studies, peace activism, peace in the classroom, and peace i
with all submissions, we are open to a variety of possible formats.

Examples of kinds of work considered for inclusion:

Fulhlengtb articles (5000 words maximum; work in languages
ocher chan English welcome)
Collaborative projects

● Web-based projects

● Works-in-progress (i.e., provocative ideas you haven’t hilly
worked out)

working relationships are invited. Asin

● Collages ofyour work over time

● Plans and reflections on innovative pedagogies
● Artworks ofany kind: poetry, paintings, sculpture and choreo

graphic projects (which wc would feature through photographs),
musical compositions (print and/or taped) , etc.

s

CALL FOR BOOK REVIEWS

We invite you to submit for consideration short (300-word) essays that summarize and evaluate a book you would like to share with your
community college colleagues.

Send all submissions to: The Community College Moment! Henninger/ English as a Second Dmguage/ Lane Community

College/ 4000 E. 30'''Avenue, Eugene, Oregon 97405. For submission information, contact Managing Editors Maurice Hamington
(hamiiigtonm^lanecc.edu) or Tracy Henninger (heimingertC'^^lanecc.edu).




