


The awesome power of water  
Dip your toes into a little Hoosier drainage ditch and know 

that'the trickle will connect you to the GulfofMexico. By Elizabeth E. Dunn 

! imagine that every Midwesterner 
has some relationship to the Mis-

sissippi River. A friend who grew up 
in Minneapolis and spent most of her 
adult life close to the Headwaters in 
northern Minnesota, felt so called to 
the river that she finally boated its 
length and published a book about 
her experiences. I knew from the time 
that I was very young that our Indiana 
family farm-that I-was connected to 
the Mississippi. 

Our land is drained by the Caroline 
Hillis Ditch, dug by my ancestors and 
named for my great, great grand-
mother. The Hillis ditch carries our 
run-off to the Wildcat Creek, a stream 
that makes its way to the Wabash 
River, which in turn feeds the Ohio-
the main tributary and lifeblood of 
the lower Great River. I used to think, 
when playing in the II crick" with my 
older sister; this water is on its way to 
the Gulf of Mexico! 

Later, my husband and I lived close 
to the Mississippi when we spent 
several years in Carbondale, Illinois-
a town situated in Jackson County, a 
rectangle bounded on the west by the 
wide ribbon of water that divides the 
United States. During the "five hun-
dred year flood" of 1993, we made a 
few trips over to Cape Girardeau, Mis-
souri, to see for ourselves the growth 
of the river as its waters defeated man-
made barriers and expanded into its 
natural floodplain, eventually winning 
enough ground to cover an additional 
30,000 square miles up and down the 
continent. The town, situated behind 
its flood wall like a medieval city 
behind its stone defensive perimeter, 
welcomed visitors to its restaurants 
and shops that summer, embracing 
all comers, from those who needed 
supplies or a night out to the merely 

curious hoping for a close view of the 
raging flood just outside the tightly 
closed gates. 

In fact, some tenants of commercial 
buildings along the floodwall invited 
folks to climb their stairs for a second-
floor, birds-eye view of the river only 
several yards away. My husband and I 
couldn't resist. Up we went. When we 
peered out the window, the size of the 
river was impressive but not surpris-
ing since we had seen it all along our 
route south from Carbondale. What 
did shock was the speed of the water. 
Rushing with tremendous force, it 
seemed determined to escape its own 
destructive power in its £light south. 
My respect for the Mississippi took on 
a whole new quality, and ever since, 
I've thought of the river as a sleeping 

I think of the river 

as a sleeping beast. 

beast that stirs now and then and will 
eventually awaken to show us all who 
really controls and shapes the Mid-
western landscape. 

I can't deny its authority to do so. 
But our argument with the river is of 
long standing. In the late nineteenth 
century, when the shores and islands 
of the Mississippi were denuded of 
trees, whole slices of the continent, 
whole islands, crashed into the river, 
sometimes in spectacular fashion, 
destroyed by the powerful flow of its 
currents combined with the effects of 
human exploitation. From the begin-
ning of European settlement, we've 
sought in unprecedented ways to 
control the river's movements and our 
ability to move on it. 

Most of my parent's generation 
thought of levees, dams, and locks as 
inherently good. Among the most 
spectacular accomplishments of the 
New Deal, they not only prevented 
flooding and eased transit on the na-
tion's rivers, they also provided rural 
employment and generated cheap elec-
tricity. Hoover Dam, especially, stood 
as a feat of engineering, a source of 
pride and icon of American superiority. 

My own generation revived a more 
complicated tug of war over rivers, 
one started in the early decades of the 
twentieth century by Gifford Pinchot 
and John Muir and restarted with 
Earth Day and the new environmen-
talism of the 1960s. Were dams won-
ders of the modern age or the scourge 
of mankind, symbols of American 
hubris and the environmental costs 
exacted from nature in the name of 
material prosperity? What about the 
vital renewal of the landscape, delta, 
and sandbars that only tal<es place 
when a river floods-how should that 
loss be weighed against our desire to 
plow and plant the rich soils deposited 
by the river? 

Having settled in South Bend, it 
pleases me that we once again live in 
a river town, and the St. Joseph is a 
beauty. My own views about dams, 
locks, and levees have become more 
nuanced with age and experience. 
Although I will be among those who 
cheer when the Hetch-Hetchy, which 
dams and inundates what Muir pro-
nounced the most spectacular valley in 
America, comes down, I have seen the 
power of the Mississippi. I understand 
the desire to contain its fury. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Find lots ofgood science at the Indiana 
Water Science Center. 
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Pick it this morning, cook it tonight 
Practical visionaries are bringingfresh organicfood to South Bend. By Sara]. Lowe 

A new old idea is propagating in the 
.r-\. food field: reconnecting local folk 
with local food. The old part is people 
buying food grown nearby. The new 
part is cultivating the sustainable 
community that lets local farmers who 
may have harvested that very morning 
sell certified organic food to customers 
who may cook it that very night. 

This is the idea of the Purple Porch 
Co-op, created and nurtured by IU 
South Bend graduate Krista Bailey, 
Greg Koehler, and Tama Crisovan, 
whose own purple porch a block from 
campus inspired the name. Dreams 
nurtured around a kitchen table were 
nourished at an open meeting of over 
one hundred persons at the St. Joseph 
County Library and blossomed into a 
food market unique to this area. It is 
a member-run co-operative in which 
all-organic food producers are vetted 
through a process accounting for the 

ingredients used, farm size, treatment 
of livestock-yes, the Purple Porch 
sells meat-and all produced within 
sixty miles of downtown South Bend. 

Bailey explains: "At Purple Porch I 
see a more engaged local community 
working together in new ways to meet 
their needs, an environment cared for 
by safe and smart growing practices, 
and a vibrant local economy." She 
envisions a regionalized food system: 
people more involved with their food 
by growing it, knowing the farmers 
(both urban and rural) who grow it, 
shopping locally and supporting local 
market fundraisers and fun events. 
Bailey imagines more people growing 
their own veggies, raising chickens for 
eggs and meat, and more folks produc-
ing honey in town. Because of all this, 
more economic opportunities will 
arise, such as butchering services-
for example, a mobile chicken butcher 

service for the city, as well as value-
added industry such as a certified 
kitchen service that processes herbs, 
salsa, and jam. 

The Porch grew from a private 
home to rental space at South Bend's 
arts-based Langlab, on High Street, 
finally purchasing and renovating its 
own building at 123 North Hill Street. 
Fruits and berries, beans and cherries, 
corn and bread, apples and blossoms: 
orange, purple, green, red, and white 
delights abound. The Porch blew past 
its goal of 300 member-owners in 
August of 2013 and now boasts 383 
members who join the other shoppers 
who arrive on foot, by car, and bicycle 
to try the local bounty. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Ready for a nutritional surprise? Check out 
the world's one hundred healthiest foods 
and some great recipe websites. 
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Postcards from Costa Rica,  
Europe, and South Korea  
Before and after graduation, the writer made world travelpart ofher life. By Christie Pierce 

Christie Pierce received her bachelor's degree 
in 2012 with a major in history and minors in 

European studies, political science, and international 
studies. She worked as a peer mentor for Lesley 
Walker's Reacting to the Past student role-playing 
class on the French Revolution, in the Studebaker 
Museum, and as the editor-in-chief for the 
Undergraduate Research Journal of History in 2011-
2012. In 2011 she received the Department of History 
Student Excellence Award. 

In March of her senior year, she traveled to Costa 
Rica; from June to July she visited Berlin, Prague, 
Budapest, Vienna, Istanbul, and Athens; and since 
September 2012, she has been working as an English 
teacher in Changwon, South Korea. Snapshots of 
her experiences provide a glimpse of her thoughts 
as she travelled abroad. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Our students travel to the friendliest places. 
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Yes, you can definitely do it! 
Liberal arts entrepreneurs build a community ofdoers. Interview by Catherine Page-Vanore 

CATHERINE PAGE-VANORE:You 
are both Women's and Gender Studies 
graduates. Did you start out in those 
disciplines or did you arrive there by 
trial and error? 

KELLIRAE BOANN: I went into col-
lege as a non-traditional student and 
went in with the attitude that I would 
walk through doors that opened. I 
looked into things that I was passion-
ate about, and IUSB offered a degree 
program in that field. 

r f' S nr T( 1 I started as a mass 
communications major, and I really 
just fell in love with women's studies. 
That was where my passion really was. 
So I switched. I still have plans to go 
to graduate school. I want to become 
a women's and gender studies professor. 

PAGE-VANORE: You decided to start 
small businesses in South Bend. Could 
you give us a few details? 

BOANN: The Music Village is modeled 
after the Old Town School of Folk Mu-
sic. They started 60 years ago, and now 
they are the largest community musical 
arts school in the country. Our niche is 
building community through music via 
group lessons. We offer dance, instru-
ment lessons, and vocal performance. 
The mission is multi-faceted: through 
group lessons, we will be part of the 
cultural and economic revitalization 
of the downtown. We recognize the 
economic value of artists and give them 
a place to play and to teach. Last but 
certainly not least, our goal is sharing, 
preserving, and celebrating the rich 
musical traditions that are a part of the 
South Bend area. 

r l T(~ We're both an art gallery and 
a tattoo and piercing establishment. 
Many tattooers are first and foremost 
artists, but there's not a whole lot of 
money in art. There is a whole lot of 
money in tattooing. The art gallery 

will use the traffic from tattooing and 
piercing to get more exposure for the 
art. The goal of coming to downtown is 
that our established clients are going to 

Two Women's and Gender 

Studies graduates add 

new vitality to downtown 

South Bend. 

come here to see us, adding to the vital-
ity of the area. 

PAGE-VANORE: How did the oppor-
tunity to start a new business unfold? 

BOANN: I was invited to a presenta-
tion given by the executive director of 
the Old Town School of Folk Music. 
A group of us were really fired up and 

started to meet and 
talk: What if? What 
would it take? What 
would we have to 
do? We made a list, 
we started talking 
to people, and we 
started to do the 
things on the list. 
That was a bit more 
than a year ago. 

~· n,-..1' My op-
portunity presented 
itself while I was 
overseas. The friend 
I've been working 
with, Half-Pint, who 
is the owner of Bicy-
cle Gallery, sent me a 
message and told me 
that he was finally 

Kellirae Boann ofSouth Bend's Music Village and Noel Spring ofBicycle Gallery and Body Art. (Photo by Catherine Page-Vanore) 

Currents.IUSB.edu 6 

http:Currents.IUSB.edu


moving forward on a new business. 
And he and I had talked a lot in the 
past so I just got sucked into it because 
I thought it was a fantastic opportunity 
not just for me personally, but also for 
our community and downtown. 

PAGE VANORE. What challenges 
have you experienced while starting 
your businesses? 

The first month we rented 
our building, we started hearing a lot 
of talk about a few large and power-
ful businesses downtown that didn't 
want us there. But the thing is, what 
we're doing is totally different from 
what most people realize. We had to 
get re-zoned to be able to tattoo and 
pierce there, and that meant we had 
to mobilize the community. We ended 
up having a unanimous City Council 
vote in our favor, which we were not 
expecting at all. The community came 
out; we packed the house [ at the Coun-
cil meeting]. That was really great. 

BOANN: We're a non-profit, so we 
filed for a tax exemption. In June 2012, 
we opened for business although we're 
still waiting on our exemption to 
come through. Without that, we're not 
eligible for grant funding, even though 
some local philanthropies have ex-
pressed interest. Our biggest challenge 
is building, growing, presenting, and 
hosting quality programming while 
being under-resourced. 

PAGE-VANORE:What do you think 
about recent changes in downtown 
South Bend? 

BOANN: We're very excited about 
it. People are energized and willing 
to be actively engaged in the process. 
People have always volunteered in this 
community. But the sheer numbers of 
people who are just saying yes without 
any thought to what's in it for them! 
Now there's this overall sense of "How 
can we help? 11 

rn '' · That's actually something we 
learned in the Women's and Gender 
Studies program. How powerful one 
individual is to make change. 

BOANN: Margaret Mead! 

...., I ' That's really cool to me! 
Throughout this whole battle that 
we've had trying to open, I was always 
taught in WGS that if I want to change 
something or go out and do some-
thing, then I can do it. 

BOANN: That you matter. 

c;rn J"',J(, It's valuing one person's vi-
sion, one person's idea for change, and 
saying "Yes, you can definitely do it." 

BOANN: And talking to people, mak-
ing connections, finding supporters and 
allies, finding that other people believe 
in the vision, or their visions are 
similar enough to blend their energies 
together. 

C.,f l · And I think what makes the 
Women's Studies program so powerful 
in and of itself is the sense of commu-
nity you feel within that program. 

BOANN: They are so supportive. 
So supportive. I graduated in May 
2012, and they are still supportive. 
They come to things at the Music 
Village. My professors and advisors 
are down here, they show up for 
things, they hang flyers, and they 
bring flyers of things that are hap-
pening on campus for me to hang up. 
There is an ongoing relationship. I 
didn't graduate and leave the depart-
ment. I graduated, and my network 
just got that much bigger. But they 
are still very much a part of that sup-
port system. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
At IU South Bend, a non-traditional 
student can consider a non-traditional 
program and imagine a new life. 

Landmark 
I remember the tall old oak shifting 
in the morning light, winking there 
where Jefferson Boulevard runs 
toward Ironwood. I found myself 
drawn to its shuddering and stately 
fortitude, for the reassurance and 
splendor of the leaves on its branches 
brushing an arc of sky. I looked 
for it, I would go out of my way, 
until the morning it was cut down. 
Once I photographed it on a day 
I wanted to remembet tucked it 
into a journal with other photos 
of my parents, my elders, 
and my children, all my relations. 

Lee Scott-Green 

More at CUrrents.lUSS.edu 
Listen to Lee Scott-Green and other 
campus poets read a sampling of 
their poetry. 
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A stranger in the neighborhood  
A renter dreams ofbeing acknowledged as afull member ofthe community. ByJennifer A. Pace 

Picture it: it's early a.m.-you step 
out onto your front yard, cov-

ered i~ flannel and fuzzy slippers, 
to retrieve the morning paper. You 
reach down, snatch the news from its 
regular spot in the mud puddle ( damn 
paperboy) and look up: what's that? 
Across the street? A moving truck. 
Your brows furrow, lips purse, and you 
let out a slight groan. "Well, here we 
go again. Who is it this time? Do they 
mow their lawn? Speed? Blast loud 
music? Are they friendly? Are they 
trouble? And most importantly ... 
hmm ... I wonder if they're renters." 

The general "word on the block" is 
that renters are somehow inferior to 
homeowners, and neighborhoods suf-
fer as a result. Studies have shown that 
because of their personal and financial 
investments in the neighborhood, 
homeowners are more likely to keep 
things up. They care about aesthet-
ics, they invest time in neighborhood 
watches, they vote and take action on 
important community matters and, 
of course, they always have a cup of 
sugar or a power tool handy when 
you need one. In short, homeowners 
=good neighborhood and renters = 
not so good neighborhood. People who 
rent their homes are often faced with a 
certain amount of prejudice that I, as a 
ten-year renter myself, have experi-
enced many times over. 

My partner, our two wily pups, and 
I rent a house in a predominantly 
home-owned neighborhood. We 
work in the garden, ride our bikes, 
and walk our dogs in our neighbor-
hood, occasionally encountering 
other residents for some surface-
skimming chitchat. All goes well 
in the conversation (You study 
what? Interesting! Ah, I have a pug, 
too!) until we get cornered into the 
inevitable question ... "So, when 
did you buy?" I release a slightly 
saddened sigh ... "Oh, no, we don't 

Currents.IUSB.edu 

own. We rent." Their facial expressions 
change, the body language transforms, 
and those brows begin to furrow. "Oh. 
I see. You're renters." It's the end of 
the conversation and my little family 
and I move on, reminded again of our 
invisible stigma. 

This situation is nothing new and 
nothing earth shattering: homeowners 
love homeowners and neighborhoods 
love homeowners. It seems to have 
always been this way, but-ah, this 
is where the plot thickens. In this 
new economic climate and with the 
tumultuous real estate debacle that has 
plagued the U.S. recently, one might 
ask: How is this going to affect neigh-
borhood communities? It is impossible 
to ignore the explosion of foreclosures 
that have occurred. Individuals and 
families, from those who have owned 
their homes for years to those who 
bought a magic bean-oops! I mean 
acquired a subprime home loan-have 
all been hit by the recent real estate 
disaster. These people have lost their 
homes. They have been tossed out of 
their neighborhoods and, in despera-
tion, they have been forced to do the 
unthinkable. Rent. 

As this crisis has affected people 
of all different economic classes, racial 
groups, religions ( and any other box 
you could think of), it would appear 
that just about every neighborhood 
community is being affected and their 

demographics shifted-including 
the presence of homeowners versus 
renters. People who were once nice, 
respectable owners of their home are 
now the seedy, troublemaking renters 
they once abhorred. And the neighbor-
hoods, once pure and pristinely made 
up of responsible homeowners are 
now peppered with moving vans and 
twelve-month leases. To some, it's a 
sad and depressing sight. 

But to me, it's an opportunity to 
reinvent the composition of residen-
tial communities. Although people are 
wrapped in a heartbreaking package of 
loss and turmoil, could this actually be 
our chance to change what it means 
to be productive, acceptable members 
of a good neighborhood? Now that 
tough economic times have humbled 
us all into reevaluating ourselves and 
others, will we have an equal chance 
to prove that we should, can, and do 
care? Renter or not, I don't want my 
stuff stolen, my dog run over, or my 
home looking disheveled. Homeowner 
or not, I want to feel safe, happy, and 
connected to my community. Perhaps 
now that we've all been remixed and 
re-mingled, the focus will be less on 
the status of the residents and more on 
the spirit of the community. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Neighborhood associations know how to 
make a community better. 
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Teaching values 
... andgetting sex right. Interview by Elizabeth E. Dunn 

Betty Mooney says, "You own your 
own body." 
This simple assertion and its 

profound corollaries remind us that 
fearless teaching grows from consider-
ing fundamental values and urging 
students to understand themselves and 
their relationship to the world around 
them. The humanist notion of teach-
ing about value systems has anchored 
the career of Professor Mooney, a 
2007 IU Distinguished Teaching 
Award winner, following her through 
undergraduate work at Beloit College, 
graduate psychology at the University 
of Wisconsin, and research at IU's 
Kinsey Institute; through decades with 
Planned Parenthood, and the teaching 
of courses on marital relations and 
sexuality as an associate faculty mem-
ber in the College at IU South Bend 
from 1987 to this year. 

"She is a star in the world of IUSB 
and all of Indiana University," opined 
one of her students, and said another, 
"every student should be required 
to take this course." We sat down to 
talk with her just before she left IU 
South Bend for West Virginia and new 
opportunities to write, live closer to 
family, and offer her numerous talents 
to another community. 

DUNN: When you teach a class on 
sexuality and marital relations, what's 
your overall goal? What do you hope 
the students will learn? 

MOONEY: That's an easy one. I say, 
"Okay, if you believe that you own 
your own body, then there are two 
corollaries that go along with that. 
First, you come to the conclusion that 
'well, yeah, I guess I am responsible 
for it if I own it,' and the second corol-
lary is, 'If I own it, and I'm responsible 
for it, don't I have to know as much 
about it as possible?111 And from there, 
we go on through the course. 

DUNN: How do you 
persuade students that 
they can speak openly? 

MOONEY: Let's face it; 
a lot of teaching of hu-
man sexuality is the job 
of an actor. And I know 
I'm doing it, it works. I 
bring students into the 
discussion. They may 
have already involved 
themselves but they ex-
pect me to clarify. And I 
do that. 

DUNN: After sixty 
years of teaching you 
still get very excited 
about your students. 

MOONEY: You bet. 

DUNN· What's that about, Betty? 

MOONEY: What is that? Well, when 
they get into class, the first ten days, 
they're very quiet. They're scared. 
Mother told these girls to "never let 
anybody touch you down there," and 
dad, if he got involved in sexuality 
education with the boys, said, "keep 
your pants zipped," and that was the 
extent of it. When they find out that 
I am willing to talk to them about 
any of this, they relax, they interact, 

Students learn that you 

own your own body. 

they're fun. My classes give me plea-
sure because my students are fun. This 
isn't hard work for me, Elizabeth. 

DUNN: You must have observed the 
the way sexuality is represented in 

Betty Mooney says "You have to get a v alue system." 
(Photo by Catherine Page-Vanore) 

popular culture and how that has 
changed, both for better and for worse, 
over the years. 

MOONEY: Television has done a ter-
rible job. Certainly newspapers and 
magazines that are in competitive 
races to get as sensational as pos-
sible have done a terrible job. They've 
confused people, they've given them 
wrong, very wrong, information. Some 
of these reality shows just make me 
shudder because they ... they're put-
ting emphasis on the wrong syllable, 
so to speak. And I worry about young-
sters watching this; I'm worried about 
the next generation of teenagers. And 
who has the influence on them? The 
media. And so I worry about them. 

You're an educated person so you 
know that sophomore means "wise 
fool," "sopho" being wise and "mo-
ron" being fool. And sophomores both 
in high school and college are crazy 
people. What are they doing? Well, 
they're learning to be adults. How are 
they doing that? Oh, by dying their 
hair purple. Or changing the crowd 
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they run with. Or stressing their 
parents to the max because this is 
where you say "Oh, I don't believe 
in going to church anymore; I don't 
believe that stuff; I'm not going to do 
it." And the parents go nuts and the 
kids are now in control, so we have 
to get ~ value system. 
In my classes I always ask the 

question, "Is there anyone in here 
who has exactly the same value sys-
tem as their parents?" And I never 
see a hand go up. How did we get 
where we are? We did it in our ado-
lescence. As children we are totally 
dependent. As adults we better darn 
well be very independent. And it's 

only when you can pay the bills that 
you are truly independent. 

DUNN: What haven't you done that 
you want to do? 

MOONEY: See my grandchildren 
succeed. I've got a pack of 'em. I've 
never had a child, my kids are either 
adopted or fostered, and they're all 
terribly interesting human beings. 
I have great grandchildren at this 
point, and I like to be with them. I 
like being ... traveling with them, 
I like going to visit them, consort-
ing with family. But you know I'm 
87 years old; what's left to do? I've 

lived all over the world. I've lived in 
Egypt, I've lived in Venezuela, I lived 
in Paris for quite a long time. That's 
a nifty place; I'd go there anytime. 
So there isn't anything I want to 

do that I haven't done. I'm content. 

DUNN: That's a great place to be 
when you're 87 years old. 

MOONEY: You bet your life, right. 
My health is good, so why not? 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 

Learn about Indiana University's world-
renowned Kinsey Institute for Research 
in Sex, Gender, and Reproduction. 

What are you going to do with that degree?  
How about starting a homefor homeless boys in Uganda? By Rebecca Torstrick 

A manda Jones knew she would not 
.l""\. be teaching for long. After 
graduating with a bachelor's degree in 
Spanish (2005) and a master's degree 
in secondary education (2010) from 
IU South Bend, she set her heart on 
doctoral work in peace or justice stud-
ies. Africa was not even on her horizon 
at that point. As an undergraduate, 
she went to Mexico several times 
through the IU South Bend Cuer-
navaca summer study abroad program. 
Her international interests led her to 
faithful attendance at the monthly 
teacher outreach programs offered by 
the Kellogg Institute at University of 
Notre Dame. There, Africa intruded 
on her destiny. At a lecture in March 
2009, former child soldier Ishmael 
Beah of Sierra Leone talked about his 
life. "I was captivated by him," she 
said. "There was joy in his smile-how 
could he be here?" 

With that encounter, Amanda put 
her liberal arts education to work. She 
began to research child soldiers and 
came to understand that the process 
of rehabilitation was key to their 
success in re-entering society. She 

then moved to exploring opportuni-
ties to get involved with that process, 
settling on Uganda, where the Lord's 
Resistance Army of Joseph Kony was 
infamous for its use 
of children as 
soldiers, only 
to discover 
there were 
no volunteer 
opportunities 
or jobs. She 

decided she 
would try to 
get to Uganda. 
A serendipi-
tous encounter 
with a student 

who came to 
talk to her 
high school 
class about 
El Salvador 
opened a door. 
The speaker 
had worked 
with an 
organization 
in Kampala, 

Uganda, that worked with street 
children. She put Amanda in touch 
with the woman who had started the 
organization and Amanda began to 
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prepare to make a one-month visit to 
Kampala to volunteer with the NGO. 

While Amanda made these plans, 
her life as a local teacher unraveled. A 
transfer to a new school was aborted. 
Then an offer to teach in an early-
college high school was rescinded 
because she did not have the "right" 
master's credentials. Amanda saw this 
as a sign it was time for a change. She 
resigned from her teaching position, 
emailed her contact for Uganda with 
a longer-term offer to help, and made 
plans to move. 

Amanda arrived in Uganda in 
2010 and immediately went to work 
to help develop the women's program 
that the NGO had started the month 
before. She did bookkeeping for the 
NGO and worked on building her 
relationships in the community. Her 
research skills again came into play as 
she realized that the older street boys 
she was meeting, those older than 
twelve or thirteen, had real needs 
that were not being met by existing 
programs. Older boys, if not helped 
to get back in school or learn a trade, 

would end up in prison or dead, 
but most local NGOs were not 
interested in dealing with them 
because they were likely to be 
suffering from drug or alcohol 
problems. By November, Amanda 
had sixteen street boys living in her 
home where they got food, education, 
clothing, and counseling as well as 
hope for a better future. 

She returned to South Bend in 
September 2011 to officially estab-
lish her NGO-Lot 2545 (named for 
Matthew 25:45, the "least of these"). 
She returned to Africa to open her 
new home for the boys, beginning 
with eight occupants but growing 
quickly to twenty-one. Her oldest 
boy is nineteen while the youngest 
is twelve. To provide for the needs 
of twenty-one boys, Amanda again 
returned to South Bend, this time 
to fundraise. She sells jewelry made 
by a local Ugandan women's project 
and speaks to community groups 
to solicit sponsors to support a boy. 
She maintains Facebook pages, an 
Etsy site to sell the jewelry, and blog 

sites to support her 
work. She will not 
return to Uganda 
until she knows that 
her home is financially 
stable. When asked 
why she is doing this, 
Amanda said, "I am 
committed to the 
boys now in my home. 
I want to see them grow 
up as men who honor 
their wives and families and 
who will be agents of change 
in their community. We need 
the men to change so that women's 
lives will improve." 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Read more stories about Amanda's work 
with homeless boys in Uganda. 
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Surviving a civil war 
Ihreatened by press gangs, a child flees El Salvador. By Michael Snyder 

Early one morning, Felix Marquez's 
mother, Dofia Lidia, boarded a bus 

with her oldest daughter, Magdalena, 
and her daughter's four-year-old son, 
Luisito, to San Salvador, El Salvador. 
The boy, who was seriously ill, was 
being taken to the children's hospital 
in the country's capital, which is an 
approximate two-and-one-half-hour 
drive northwest from where 
the family lived, in San 
Miguel. The trip took place 
in the midst of a civil war in 
which Salvadorans were be-
ing inundated with frequent 
reports of the "disappeared" 
and murdered by sinister 
death squads. When his 
mother, sister, and nephew 
did not return later that day, 
Marquez began to fear that 
they had been taken. 

"They didn't come back 
from San Salvador when 
they should have. I didn't 
know what had happened to 
them. They left at six in the 
morning so that they could 
be sure of getting into the 
hospital and returning to 
San Miguel the same day. 
Most of the trouble," he 
explained, "was around the 
capital and in Santa Ana." 

That very day, how-
ever, the guerillas began a 
surprise offensive against 
the Salvadoran military 
that expanded the theater 
of war southeast to San Miguel, 
and Marquez found himself in charge 
of the two younger children-his 
brother, Juan Carlos, and Jorge, his 
eighteen-month-old nephew by his 
other sister-while a battle between 
guerillas and government forces was 
being fought outside the front door. 

"We were in the house-I knew no 
one could get into it," said Marquez. 
"But I was afraid of bullets corning 
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through the window. My brother is 
four years younger than me, so I guess 
he was eight. I remember at one point 
he went to look out a window and I 
told him, 'Don't look out the window, 
you might get shot!' It was quiet," he 
remembered, "and then we would hear 
guns. So we stayed inside. We slept un-
der the bed," he explained. "I thought 

with relatives in San Salvador, and 
found her way back home." 

Buses had stopped running be-
tween San Salvador and San Miguel 
so his mother had to find alternative 
ways of travel, any kind of transporta-
tion that would bring her closer to the 
three boys. 

"With no buses, she got rides 
where she could," he ex-
plained. "At one point, one 
of the cars she was in was 
pulled over." 

Unsure whether the 
interrogators who stopped 
the car were members of the 
Salvadoran military or the 
guerilla fighters, she fled for 
safety. 

"She managed to get 
away," said Marquez. 
"There was one time, she 
told me, where she had 
to crawl some of the way, 
because there was shooting 
going on. She was afraid for 
us, worried, desperate to get 
back to us." 

During the two or three 
days of unabated military 
conflict, the situation in San 
Miguel had become more 
tenuous. Marquez and his 
mother feared for the lives 
of everyone in the house. 

"Over the radio they 
said that it wasn't safe 
and we should leave," said 

Felix (on the left), his.family, their calf and puppy, in happier times. Marquez. "So, a couple days 

it was probably the safest place to be-
we wouldn't get hit by any bullets." 

Marquez cannot remember how 
long the fighting persisted nor can he 
remember exactly when his mother 
returned from the capital. 

"To be honest, I don't remember," 
he said. "The next day, I think. When 
she heard about the trouble in San 
Miguel, she left my sister and nephew 

after my morn returned, we 
took a bus to El Gavilan, up near Hon-
duras, where my aunt and uncle lived. 
There were buses corning every hour. 
When we walked out of the house to 
the bus, we carried little white flags 
with us-we hoped the fighters would 
know we weren't part of the fighting. I 
carried my nephew on my shoulders," 
he added. "We had him holding a 
white flag, too. No one was sure what 
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would happen-if we'd be safe outside 
of our houses. It must have been 
1986," he recounted. "I was twelve 
years old. I was a little kid, taking care 
of two other little kids. I didn't know 
what to do. I was scared." 

Time to be a man 
Felix Marquez left his country just two 
years before the conclusion of a civil 
war that no one would win. Never-
theless, guerillas and the Salvadoran 
military continued to impress, kidnap, 
intimidate, and threaten their fellow 
countrymen in an attempt to "recruit" 
the remaining men and boys available 
to fight for them. 

"I didn't want to leave," said 
Marquez. "I was in school, I had 
friends, I had a family-I had a life. I 
had never really considered or thought 
about living anywhere else. The mili-
tary was going to schools and taking 
children away to fight," he explained. 
"This happened mainly in the rural 
areas. Where I lived, in an urban area, 
it was different. Instead of going into 
the schools, groups of men would wait 
outside and drag you into their cars, 
and then they would take you away 
for military training. Usually, they 
were civilians who were recruited by 
the military to do this." 

According to Marquez, who is 
now in his thirties, he was fortunate 
enough to evade abduction on three 
different occasions. 

"I don't have any proof and I don't 
know for sure," he said, thinking back 
to the first abduction attempt, "but I 
think it was the guerillas that were 
doing this. I don't remember much 
about it other than that they let me go. 
I guess I looked too young for them. I 
guess it wasn't my time or it was my 
lucky day." 

The second time there was an at-
tempted abduction he wasn't alone. His 
mother was there to think fast for him, 
to protect him. 

"We were corning home after visit-
ing relatives in the countryside," said 
Marquez. "We were on a bus, and they 
were actually pulling all of the people 

out of the bus, looking for men. This 
time it was the Salvadoran military. 
My mom was sitting next to me and 
she pulled me over her and threw a 
towel over me. They had asked why 
I wasn't corning out. 'He's sick,' my 
mother told them. 'I'm taking him 
to the hospital.' They looked at her 
like they didn't want to believe her, 
but how were they going to prove 
that she was lying?" 

It was the third attempted abduc-
tion that led to the decision to leave. 

"One day while leaving school, I 
was grabbed and dragged to some-
one's car," said Marquez. "A friend 
of mine, Miguel, and a whole lot 
of other kids got away. Only six or 
eight of us fell into the trap. So my 
friend ran about ten blocks to where 
my house was to tell my mom that 
they were going to take me. My morn 
ran as fast as she could to get to where 
we were and got into the car I was in. 
She told the guys in the car that she 
wasn't going to let them take me. 

"One of them said, 'Well, lady, 
you have to let us do it. He has to go 
and he has to become a man.' And my 
mom said, 'Well, no. If you're going to 
take him you'll have to take me.' The 
man then said, 'What are you going to 
do, are you going to go fight the war?' 
My morn told them, 'I could. I could 
cook for you guys, clean your boots, 
anything, but you're not going to take 
my son. If you take him,' she told 
them, 'you're going to have to take me 
with you.' Then the man turned to the 
other guys in the car and said, 'You 
know, we're not going to deal with this 
crazy lady.' Then he told my morn, 'if 
you want to take your son, fine. Just 
keep in mind that one of these days 
we're going to get him and you won't 
be there, and you won't be able to get 
him out."' 

Soon after, Marquez's mother made 
a decision for him that he was too 
young to make for himself: He must 
leave the country. 

"The military had already taken 
my cousin, and he was already serv-
ing," said Marquez. "The way they did 

Felix Marquez is a 2013 graduate 
of Indiana University South Bend. He 
graduated with a bachelor's degree in 
education, minors in sociology and 
Lntin American studies, and a certifi-
cnte in internationnl studies. In the foll 
of 2013 he began work as a Spanish 
teacher at Bremen High School, in 
nearby Bremen, Indiana. He has lived 
in South Bend since December 2006. 
Before moving to South Bend, he lived 
in the Washington, D.C., area for more 
than a decade, where he worked as an 
HIVIAIDS counselor at La Clinica 
de! Pueblo. (Photo supplied by the 
family) 

it was they would keep you for three 
months. After those three months, 
they'd let you go for a week to go visit 
your family. We were waiting for that 
week for my cousin to return. That 
was when my mother was going to 
send us away. She didn't want us to be 
statistics in a lost cause. She sent us 
both at the same time." 

The trip out of the country was 
long, arduous, and lonely. 

"We took a bus to San Salvador 
and from there another one to some 
place in Guatemala-I don't remember 
where. After that we found our way 
to the United States. The last time I 
saw my morn was in Guatemala. She 
left us in a hotel with a coyote who 
was going to help us. I don't remember 
what we even said to each other. I was 
all shook up. I was crying and she was 
crying. It was sad to have to leave my 
country like that, especially at such a 
young age," he explained. "You don't 
want to leave your country. You don't 
know what's out there. You don't know 
where you're going. You don't know 
what you will encounter." 

Felix Marquez was only sixteen 
years old when he left his homeland. 
He didn't see his mother for ten years. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Martin Sheen and others documented 
the civil war that Felix Marquez fled. 
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MoMA and the Cold War  
A great museum teams up with the Central Intelligence Agency. By Daniele Louis 

I n 1954 President Dwight D. Eisen-
hower gave the keynote address as 

the Museum of Modern Art (MoMA), 
located just south of Central Park in 
mid-town Manhattan, celebrated its 
twenty-fifth anniversary. He contend-
ed that "as long as our artists are free 
to create with sincerity and conviction, 
there will be a healthy controversy and 
progress in art.... How different it is 
in tyranny when artists are made the 
tools of the state." Eisenhower clearly 
linked MoMA's celebration with the 
ideological conflict of the Cold War. 
But in May 1962, at the dedication of 
his presidential library, Eisenhower 
remarked that modern art had failed 
to measure up to the standards of clas-
sical art, wondering, "What happened 
to our concept of beauty and decency 
and morality?" In spite of his personal 
taste, the president and his administra-
tion believed that modern American 
art, and more specifically abstract 
expressionism, could be reshaped as 
the champion of American liberty and 
individualism, and because of its very 
controversial nature it had the poten-
tial to represent the innovative spirit 
of the country. In short, non-figurative 
art became a symbol of freedom of ex-
pression as opposed to state-sponsored 
Soviet social realism. 

This very notion of freedom of 
expression had been tested earlier 
when, in an attempt at soft diplomacy, 
the State Department prepared a 
European tour of modern American 
paintings called Advancing American 
Art. Virulent criticisms by Congress, 
however, led to the show's cancellation. 
Conservative members of the House 
accused the State Department of pro-
moting a non-representational art so 
unintelligible that it, somehow, reeked 
of communist propaganda. From then 
on, the executive branch understood 
that it could not use public funds to 
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sponsor international exhibitions of 
art. Instead, the State Department 
enlisted private institutions such as the 
Museum of Modern Art to advance 
ideas of freedom and democracy. 

MoMA had been created in 1929 
by Mrs. Abby Aldrich Rockefeller, wife 
of John David Rockefeller Jr., son of 
storied industrialist John D. Rock-
efeller. From its inception, the mu-
seum had been international in scope, 
assembling an unparalleled collection 
of European modernists. Moreover, 
it furthered the agenda of the federal 
government as the country pursued 

Pop art has always 

made fun of capitalism 

and the shallowness 

of American Culture. 

war preparedness in the late 1930s and 
during World War II by organizing 
exhibitions of American art within the 
United States and abroad. The staff at 
the museum and the board had con-
nections in important political circles 
and used them to project a positive 
image of the country. Some trustees at 
MoMA maintained a strong conviction 
that the arts could not be insulated 
in an ivied tower but were rather an 
integral part of the country's identity. 
Officials at the State Department held 
similar beliefs. During the war, the 
Roosevelt administration, in an effort 
to counteract Nazi propaganda in Latin 
America, had included in the Office 
of the Coordinator of Inter-American 
Affairs (CIAA) a cultural branch to 
change public opinion in the southern 
American hemisphere. President Roo-
sevelt installed Nelson A. Rockefeller, 
son of Abby and John Rockefeller, Jr., 
at its head. 

With his 
familial ties to 
the museum, 
it was easy for 
Rockefeller to 
organize inter-
national exhibits 
sponsored by 
MoMA. That 
experience 
proved crucial 
in the post war 
era, as the fight 
against So-
viet communism 
emerged as the 
number one 
foreign policy 
priority of the 
United States. 
Rockefeller and other influential 
members at the MoMA board were 
fiercely anti-communist, but they also 
knew that the American public was not 
on their side when it came to vanguard 
art. Therefore they put structures 
and organizations in place within the 
museum to help make abstract expres-
sionism an emblematic representation 
of American freedom. 

As part of this effort, in 1952, 
MoMA created the International 
Program of Circulating Exhibits. To 
finance the program the Rockefeller 
brothers put in place the Rockefeller 
Brothers Fund, which underwrote a 
five-year grant of $125,000 a year to 
the museum. Without governmental 
supervision, MoMA's International 
Program could select and shape the 
message of American art that its 
underwriters hoped to project on the 
international scene. Its goal was to ad-
vertise the United States as a nation at 
the cusp of artistic leadership, unafraid 
to compete with European modern art. 

If propaganda was to be effective, 
MoMA had to sponsor prestigious 
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Seascape by john Marin, 1940. Oil on canvas, 

23 ~ "x 30. n Part ofthe New American Painting 
show. (Photo courtesy ofthe Jule Collins 

Smith Museum) 

cultural events such as the Venice Bi-

ennale. National identity at the event 

was reinforced by government-owned 

pavilions, with the important excep-

tion of the United States. Previously, 

the American pavilion had been owned 

by the Grand Central Galleries of New 

York, which had attempted without 

success to sell it to the State Depart-

ment. On receiving the grant from 

the Rockefeller Brothers Fund, the 

Museum of Modern Art decided to 

purchase the pavilion. With its tiny 

dome and miniature symmetrical 

wings, the structure reflected the eigh-

teenth-century rationalist aesthetic of 

the founding fathers. By contrast, the 

1954 Biennale introduced American 

abstract expressionism to the Euro-

pean public. This new school of art 

was received with sharp criticism and 

controversy, but Europe had to concede 

that an innovative movement had been 

conceived in the United States. 

In spite of these virulent attacks, 

America emerged as a cultural power 

in 1958 when a new show, entitled The 

New American Painting, became its 

ambassador throughout Europe. The 

seventeen exhibited painters were key 

representatives of abstract expres-

sionism. Among them were William 

Baziotes, Arshile Gorsky, Frank Kline, 

John Marin, Jackson Pollock, and Mark 

Rothko. The show curator, Alfred Barr, 

stressed in the foreword to the exhibit 

that this art was possible only in a 

free society where dissent and free 

expression were encouraged. Freedom, 

diversity, individualism, and universal-

ism were commonly used to describe 

the new American painting style. Now, 

art and politics had been meshed in a 

common message. 

This message had been shopped 

to European intellectual elites when 

the United States began exporting 

high culture, but they questioned 

America's motives. European criticism 

derided the originality of the art and 

reflected a deep-seated resentment 

against American expansionist policies. 

After the war, the European market 

was flooded with American products 

and movies; Europe felt under siege. 

Communism still tempted European 

nations in the face of rapid expansion 

of capitalism, which many believed 

endangered their traditions and ways 

of life. But with the rising affluence 

of western societies, the Soviet po-

litical model became less attractive as 

Western Europe embraced capitalism 

and American culture. Nevertheless, 

abstract expressionism remained an art 

for the elites. Its non-representational 

subjects were not accessible to the gen-

eral public but it allowed American art 

to be taken seriously in the European 

art scene. 

Abstract expressionism's influ-

ence waned rapidly in the evolving 

atmosphere of the post-war world. 

With the proliferation of goods and 

mass consumption, newer art strove 

to reflect changes in society. The comic 

strip, giant billboards of advertising, 

oversized movie star posters came to 

dominate the American landscape. In 

a riotous explosion of jarring colors, 

pop art entered the scene. With mass 

culture conquering Western Europe, 

and on its heel pop art, American art 

proved that it could be critical of its 

own society in sharp contrast to the 

Soviets with social realism. 

Ultimately, Western Europe 

succumbed to American Cold War po-

litical principals and its mass culture. 

The Museum of Modern Art and 

its enlightened cold warriors could 

not have foreseen the magnitude of 

American domination in the second 

half of the twentieth century. Even if 
the intellectual elites remained influ-

ential in shaping European conscious-

ness, they did not wield the power 

represented by Hollywood glamour 

and the neon billboard. The Cold War 

had not been won by abstract expres-

sionism but it perhaps foreshadowed 

the victory of America's alluring 

idealized culture eventually seen on 

television and theater screens all over 

the world. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Tour the 1913 Armory show that 
introduced modern art to America. 
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A mother's love 
Past ideals of motherhood tell a tale of change and continuity over time. By Lesley Walker 

What could be more natural and 
unchanging than a mother's 

love? Yet the past teaches us that our 
notions of motherhood have changed 
quite a bit over the last few hundred 
years. Today, only specialists care to 
decipher Jean-Jacques Rousseau's Julie 
or The New Heloise-the bestselling 
French novel of the eighteenth cen-
tury. But novels and paintings provide 
a glimpse of otherwise lost beliefs 
and concerns, reminding us that we 
are shaped by the society around us. 
Gender roles, for example, are not the 
products of irrevocable biological facts, 
but instead grow from choices and ide-
als that change over time. 

At the end of the seventeenth 
century, leading French authors and 
painters started imagining that moth-
ers and daughters should share a 
tender intimacy. Within a few decades, 
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fashionable novels and high-priced 
portraits displayed this affectionate 
relationship between mother and child. 
In novels, the mother's preoccupation 
was the education of a daughter-a 
task she executed with zeal. 

But nowhere were the ideals of 
French Enlightenment motherhood 
more present than in eighteenth-
century genre paintings that offered 
framed moments of domestic intimacy 
and pleasure, untouched by the trials 
of daily life. If novels staged the dif-
ficult choices and painful sacrifices that 
mothers and daughters were forced 
to make, the maternite (maternity) 
portrait presented the spectator with 
a vision of happiness unsullied by 
society and politics. 

A good example is the quadruple 
portrait of the Marquises de Peze and 
de Rouge, painted by Elisabeth-Louise 

Vigee Lebrun in 1787. The two women 
sit close to one another; Rouge's sons 
lean affectionately into their mother's 
body. The relatively tight cropping 
creates a feeling of intimacy between 
the figures in the painting and the 
viewer-similar to what a moviegoer 
experiences today when presented 
with a close-up. 

Theuseoflightandshadow 
further enhances this feeling of gauzy 
intimacy. A warm light gently il-
luminates the faces and hands of all 
four figures and helps emphasize rosy 
cheeks, alabaster skin, red lips, and the 
pearly teeth of the two women sitters. 
Because the painting is stripped of vi-
sual clues about kinship, property, and 
allegorical allusion usually found in 
earlier portraiture, it seems to repre-
sent the "natural" feelings of maternal 
love and filial devotion. 
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Elisabeth-Louise Vigie Lebrun, The Marquise de 
Peze and the Marquise de Rouge with Her Sons 
Alexis and Adrien. Oil on canvas, 1787. 48 9/16" 
x 61 3/8. '' (Courtesy of National Gallery of Art, 
Washington D.C.) 

Vigee Lebrun's images were suc-
cessful because they charmed viewers 
into believing that this is what mater-
naUove looked like. The sitters gaze 
at the spectator with an air of perfect 
contentment, thus expressing the 
"naturalness" and"self-evident" char-
acter of feminine virtue. In the same 
way that "liberty" and "equality" were 
thought to be universal principles that 
all men shared, "maternity" comes 
to be understood as a democratizing 
ideal unifying all humanity. Youthful 
good looks, shimmering silks exqui-
sitely rendered, cuddly poses, exposed 
flesh, and soft light illuminating faces 
and hands are all conventions that 
were later taken up by impressionist 
painters, sentimentalized photography, 
and modern advertising. But there 
was nothing natural or self-evident 
about these depictions. She invented 
them, persuading viewers to believe 
that she was merely copying nature in 
all its II grace" and "playfulness," as a 
contemporary critic put it. 

After the tumult of the French 
Revolution, the maternal figure was 
recast. While writers such as Lamar-
tine, Balzac, Stendhal, and Proust still 
attach central importance to her, the 
mothers in nineteenth-century novels 
are often dead or absent. Fashionable 
tales focus on the masculine alienation 
that begins when the boy child loses 
his mother. 

Despite the disappearance of the 
mother/daughter narrative, the images 
that Vigee Lebrun painted of tender 
intimacy between mothers and chil-
dren persist today in painting, photog-
raphy, and advertising. By examining 
the invention of the Enlightenment 
mother, we see historical continuity 
and rupture in even our most closely 
held beliefs. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Paintings trace our ideas ofmotherhood 

From the pages 
of a wartime diary 
Digging intofamily history leads a granddaughter 

to a deeply troubling secret. By DavidJames 

W hen looking for a book to read 
in bed, Gabrielle Robinson 

plucked her favorite Theodor Fontane 
novel, Effie Briest, from a high-up 
bookshelf in her mother's apartment 
in Vienna, and two small hidden faded 
green notebooks tumbled to the floor. 
What follows includes excerpts from 
Robinson's book, The Reluctant Nazi, 
Searching for my Grandfather, pub-
lished by The History Press. Robinson 
wrote in 2012: 

Curious, I flipped through the 
pages. They were covered from top to 
bottom in small, penciled writing. I 
immediately recognized it. It was my 
grandfather's hand . ... Api, as I affec-
tionately called him, took me in when 
my mother could not look after me 

any more. My fat her had been killed 
in the war, shot down over England 
in 1943 . ... I do not remember that 
Api ever raised his voice against me 
in anger, ... [but] however much he 
surrounded us all with laughter and 
play, Api's chief concern was to teach 
me to become disciplined and consci-
entious . ... He had been brought up 
in the Prussian tradition of work and 
discipline, and tried to instill those 
values in me as well. 

He had been both father and 
grandfather to Gabrielle until his 
death in 1955, less than two weeks 
before his 67th birthday. 

Caught up in memories, she was 
instantly engulfed in the terror of 
April 1945, when the diary started. 

over the centuries. ':11.pi" and his "Little Sunshine." (Photo courtesy of the author) 
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Trains to death 
from track 17 
One day in June 2007, Mike Keen 
and Gabrielle Robison boarded a 
bus on the famous Berlin street, 
Kurfi.irstendamm, and rode the up-
per deck to Dahlem, an affluent part 
of southwestern Berlin, in search 
of Gabrielle's grandparents' house 
on Fontanestrasse. While exploring 
a train station that was familiar to 
her grandfather many years ago, 
they next found stairs leading up a 
dark tunnel and stumbled into an 
overgrown, abandoned rail staging 
platform, "Track 17," a setting eerily 
reminiscent of the introductory 
scenes of an episode of Rod Serling's 
Twilight Zone. In her book, Rob-
inson describes their reaction the 
following way: 

It was completely and eerily quiet. 
Obviously no trains left from here 
any more. Puzzled, we moved along 
the platform. Then we noticed that 
something was written at its edge. 
It was a date, a number, and a des-
tination. Going further, we found 
many more such inscriptions etched 
in cast steel. Then it hit us like a 
punch to the stomach. There were 
the dates, the concentration camp 
destinations, and the number of 
deportations of Berlin Jews who had 
been taken from that track between 
October 1941 and February 1943, 
... crowded together in cattle cars 
and shipped off to die. Standing on 
that empty platform, I was all of a 
sudden ambushed by the perhaps 
fanciful idea that this haunting 
track before us led to my past in a 
way I could not have imagined. 

Her grandfather was a military doctor, 
a major. All Berlin was ruin, and the 
only light came from Hindenburg 
candles, bits of tallow in cardboard, and 
everywhere was the stench of decaying 
bodies and excrement. But on almost 
every page she read of his love for his 
two-year-old fatherless granddaughter. 
Api was "just an ordinary German," 
but Robinson felt his experiences 
would illuminate this crucial time, so 
she brought the diaries back to South 
Bend. Working her way through them, 
an abbreviation, "Pg/' kept appearing. 
She wrote: 

I recalled that this may, no, must 
mean "Parteigenossen," "Party mem-
bers." Surely, not my grandfather? 
Then I made my second discovery. Api 
had been a Pg: a member of the Nazi 
Party, the National Socialist German 
Workers Party. I had not known this. It 
had never been mentioned in my fam-
ily. I sat there with a pounding heart 
saying to myself over and over in the 
crudest and most shocking terms: "Oh 
my God, Api was a Nazi!" 

From that summer of 2005, with 
her husband, Mike Keen, as inde-
fatigable collaborator, she vowed to 
resolve this revelation in a painful 
re-evaluation of her family, life, and 
nationality. She became, again, a victim 
of the war and set out to break the 
silence about their unimaginable his-
tory that was enforced by her mother 
and many other Germans who were 
ashamed of their country. She began to 
research and write, fearful at first that 
the status of her family-inseparable 
from her grandfather's Nazi Party 
association-may have been a key to 
her survival, but buoyed by the insis-
tence of writer after writer that these 
personal stories be told. The result was 
the publication of The Reluctant Nazi. 

At a book signing and reading 
event held April 5, 2013, at South 
Bend's Fire Arts Gallery, Robinson 
described one of many unexpected 
discoveries that added to the complex 
story of the book. "Another thing 
came out of writing the book that I 

hadn't expected. As I was thinking 
about my past and my grandfather's, 
I came across many instances where 
human beings bridged the abysses 
that are created by war and by hatred 
and by violence and by prejudice, and 
reached out to each other in compas-
sion and understanding." 

At the end of the book she felt she 
had to come up with some kind of ac-
counting-some kind of summary-of 
her grandfather's life, political guilt, 
Germans' guilt-"and the conclusion 
I came up with, if you can call it that, 
may be simple, may even be simple-
minded, but this is how I ended it": 

A silence that is almost a crime is 
a chilling spectre that Lays its finger 
on many, if not all, of us and makes 
innocence impossible. I am reminded 
again of Martin Luther King's "Letter 
from a Birmingham Jail," in which he 
condemned not only the actions of bad 
people but the silence of the good. Yet 
in telling Api's story, I did not want to 
condemn him; I wanted to be one of 
those who break the silence, some-
times referred to as the Germans' 'sec-
ond guilt,' and recount and account as 
clearly as I could . .. . 

I am left with many explanations 
but no complete answer. ... If we 
accept the notion that we are all 
responsible for the actions of our 
government, that we are all politically 
guilty, we need to learn to be more 
humane toward all around us and 
learn to forgive others as well as 
ourselves. ... [If] love and compassion 
can help us understand, though not 
excuse, what happened to people 
like my grandfather, then perhaps 
they can help us see together across 
nationality, race, or gender. A belief 
in, and commitment to, this common 
humanity might help us to prevent 
any repetition of the traumas of the 
twentieth century. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
See more family pictures and listen to 
Gabrielle Robinson read from the book and 
talk about researching and writing it. 

18 Currents.IUSB.edu 

http:Currents.IUSB.edu
http:Currents.lUSB.edu


To move a river 
A purposeful community leader andfederal 
funding helped beautify South Bend. 
By Patrick]. Furlong 
20 

Swimming women 
and social change 
At the turn ofthe century, athletes advanced 
the cause ofwomen's equality andfreedom. 
By Lisa Fetheringill Zwicker 
22 

Pirates, cave diving, 
and archeological treasure 
Sometimes the past is hiding at the bottom 
ofa well. By Megan Waugh 
23 

The challenges and 
beauties of translation 
24 

Mere et mer 
An unloved boy returns to 
the primordial sea. 
Translation by HeatherJones 
24 

Water, water, every where, 
nor any drop to drink 
A Greek island faces a formidable 
shortage ofpotable water. 
By Neovi M. Karakatsanis 
26 

Study sharks to save them 
1here must be a wayfor both fishing.fleets 
and arctic sharks to survive. 
By David James with Peter Bushnell 
28 

Rhythms of the lake 
Sandy bottoms and summer days turn 
to mucky masses andjet skis. 
By Mary Anna C. Violi 
30 

Haiku 
A poem by Terry L. Allison 
31 

Cartoon 
By Avi Steinberg 
31 

The undercover novelist 
By taking real and imaginedjourneys, 
a fiction writerpractices her craft. 
By Kelcey Parker 
32 

Can I major in water? 
New needs spark boundless curiosity. 
By Mike F. Keen and Krista Bailey 
33 

Stories of wells and springs 
Photographer Kay Westhues explores 
the connection between water and life. 
By David James 
35 

Working for 
world-class water 
A South Bend laboratory secures safe water 
for thousands ofcommunities. 
By Sarah Duis 
36 

Night Juniper 
A poem by David Dodd Lee 
37 

Crosscurrents 
Artists awaken the extraordinary. 
38 

College of Liberal Arts & Sciences 19 



To move a river  
A purposeful community leader andfederalfunding helped beautify South Bend. By Patrick]. Furlong 

Few early residents of South Bend 
thought of the Saint Joseph River 

as beautiful. Neither great houses of 
the wealthy nor public parks graced its 
banks. The river was used in practical 
ways, for transportation, power, and 
even for dumping sewage, but it was 
rarely admired. 

One of the first citizens to see the 
river's possibilities was Richard Eibel, 
who served on the city's board of park 
commissioners for twenty-seven years 
and worked tirelessly to develop scenic 
boulevards along the river's edge. 
Eibel was a member of a locally noted 
musical family, president of the Elbel 
Brothers Musical Store, and for many 
years leader of the Eibel Band. In the 
downtown area, land near the river 
was so densely developed for industry 
that a scenic parkway was just not pos-
sible. But elsewhere Eibel dreamed of 
vast improvements. 

Since the creation of the South 
Bend Board of Park Commissioners in 
1918, there were plans for an attrac-
tive and useful river parkway leading 
west and north as far as the state line. 
At a sharp bend in the river known as 
the Pinhook, believed to be the place 
where the Sieur de LaSalle landed in 
December 1679, Eibel envisioned a 
monument to the famous explorer. 
Right of way for the road was gradu-
ally acquired, generally by gift because 
the park board never had enough 
money. By the late nineteen-twenties, 
Riverside Drive extended only from 
Leeper Park to Angela Avenue. The 
owners of Riverside Cemetery, fearing 
erosion of its steep riverbank, refused 
to allow a right of way corridor around 
the Pinhook. 

In 1929 the nation plunged into the 
Great Depression. Local governments 
could no longer afford expensive park 
and road projects, but the South Bend 

possible. The basic wage for unskilled 
labor in St. Joseph County was $55 a 
month for 130 hours of work. Locally, 
12,000 men and women applied for 
3,500 positions. By the summer of 
1936 there were 7,200 WPA workers 
in St. Joseph County alone. Over six 
years they built or expanded twenty-
one parks, in addition to many other 
local projects. 

Here was a real opportunity to 
complete Elbel's dream. Reexamina-
tion of the 1932 plan showed that it 
would be much cheaper to re-channel 
the river across the base of the Pin-
hook rather than constructing two 
bridges for the parkway. This would 
also permit the development of a park 
within the river's bend. In October 
1935 the park board formally applied 
for $348,000. Six months later WPA 
provided $288,990 to employ 450 men 
for six months. Senator Frederick Van 

plan for the extension of Riverside 
Drive north to Darden Road. Avoid-
ing the high and fragile banks entirely, 
two bridges and a road across the base 
of the narrow peninsula could be built 
for $500,000. This amount, however, 
was far beyond the resources of the 
park board or the city government. 

President Franklin D. Roosevelt 
and his New Deal brought startling 

Looking at the river banks, 

Elbel dreamed of vast 

improvements. 

changes to the nation after 1933. 
Federal money was soon available to 
fight mass unemployment by put-
ting people on the payroll for public 
works projects. Local hopes 
were raised, but many officials 
soon became frustrated with 
the red tape involved in the 
New Deal programs. After 
twenty years of effort to build 
Riverside Drive, however, 
Richard Eibel was not about to 
give up. His great chance came 
in the spring of 1935 with the 
establishment of a new federal 
agency called the Works Prog-
ress Administration, popularly 
known as the WPA. 

With the Depression in 
its sixth year, Roosevelt was 
determined to begin a federal 
program to create jobs for mil-
lions of unemployed An1eri-
cans. The WPA began with a 
large appropriation under the 
driving leadership of Harry 
Hopkins, whose purpose was 
to inject billions of dollars into Richard Eibel, called "Dean ofSouth Bend Parks." 

park board persevered with a detailed the ailing economy as fast as (Photo courtesy of the South Bend Parks Department) 
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Nuys, Congressman Samuel B. Pet-
tingill, and Notre Dame law professor 
Clarence Manion were all given credit 
for persuading WPA to undertake the 
project. Park commissioners Richard 
Elbel and David Fischgrund watched 
work begin on May 19. "Don't men-
tion my name," Elbel modestly told 
the reporter, but all accounts recog-
nized that only through his persistence 
did the project become a reality. His 
reward was removal from the park 
board by Mayor George Freyermuth, 
despite the strong protests of many 
citizens. Freyermuth accused Elbel of 
wasting money and neglecting other 

parks in his determination to complete 
the project. 

On March 13, 1937, with Elbel 
and Fischgrund watching, 600 pounds 
of dynamite blasted away the dike 
restraining the new channel, an 
explosion heard throughout the city. 
Completion of the river diversion 
at the Pinhook and the opening of 
Riverside Drive across the fill, how-
ever, apparently unfolded without any 
great ceremony. The annual report of 
the park board noted only that some 
180,000 cubic yards of earth had 
been moved and that the total cost 
to the board amounted to $18,918. 

Edyth] Brown and Ruth Wittner, 1933, map of  
South Bend and vicinity, courtesy ofthe St. Joseph  

County Public Library local history department.  
(Photo by David James) 

The WPA's labor cost was not noted, 
but it was close to $400,000. Pinhook 
Park remained underdeveloped as a 
recreation area until 1963 when the 
dream cultivated by Richard Elbel and 
his supporters was fully realized with 
completed parks and parkway boule-
vards. But only with federal money 
from the New Deal was it possible to 
move the St. Joseph River, complete 
Riverside Drive, and build a park 
within the river's bend known by the 
unique name of Pinhook. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Learn about federal programs that helped 
Indiana and the entire nation survive the 
Great Depression. 
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Swimming women and social change  
At the turn ofthe century, athletes advanced the cause 

ofwomen's equality andfreedom. By Lisa Fetheringill Zwicker 

One mild day in 1914, the armored 
cruiser Conde was anchored far 

offshore from the Breton French resort 
town of Dinard. Mrs. Arthur Hamil-
ton, the daughter of an English baron 
and the wife of a cavalry officer, swam 
from the beach to the distant ship. She 
circumnavigated both the 10,000-ton 
vessel and its astonished crew, then 
swam back to town. Although her 
first name was carefully kept out of 
the newspapers, Mrs. Hamilton was 
already well known for swimming 
much greater distances, and her fame 
was compounded by her gender. She 
aspired to be the first woman to swim 
the English Channel. 

"There may as well have 

been a sign on each shore 

of the English Channel, 

stating the obvious: 

For Men Only," wrote 

Glenn Stout. 

Across Europe and in the United 
States, women gained new opportuni-
ties with the unfolding of the new 
century. Popular magazines were 
filled with women's "firsts": the first 
woman hot air balloon pilot, the first 
woman biology professor, or even the 
first woman parliamentary stenogra-
pher. Women entered a range of new 
and unlikely careers from bank direc-
tors to blacksmiths. Success came first 
in fields that seemed more feminine, 
like musical performer, but no area 
could bar women for long. 
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Now even the military gave 
nurses official uniforms. Women 
increasingly gained admittance to 
universities, to vocational training, 
and to sit for tests that certified 
professionals. They could earn their 
own bread and live lives indepen-
dent from their fathers, brothers, 
or husbands. During World War I, 
as a nurse, Mrs. Hamilton herself 
invented a sock that protected 
soldiers from the wasting disease 
called trench foot. According to 
the Washington Post, the inven-
tion "was keenly appreciated by 
thousands of British soldiers" 
who stood day after day in the 
cold, wet frontline trenches. 

Women, activists claimed, 
needed strong bodies to make 
them fit for these new oppor-
tunities. In 1910, Hedwig Breuer, 
a teacher in Elberfeld, Germany, 
called on girls to swim, dance, hike, 
ice-skate, and practice gymnastics. 
Breuer demanded that the expression 
"weakly woman" should be dis-
carded. Girls involved in sports could 
gain confidence, skill, and strength, 
and even today, one hundred years 
after the first wave of the women's 
movement, researchers still observe 
increased career success for women 
who play sports. 

The rush of girls learning to 
swim after 1900 caused a shortage 
of women swim instructors. Cities 
across Europe opened public pools 
and employed lifeguards to create 
safe havens for swimming. In 1896, 
former San Francisco mayor Adolph 
Sutro opened the world's largest set 
of linked swimming spaces, seven 
pools holding two million gallons 
of water, on the Pacific shore below 
his hilltop mansion. Some moralists 

Mrs. Arthur Hamilton 1920 (P -
Rol. galiica.bnf.fr I3'bli di, ress ph~tograph,Agence 

l o eque nat10nale de France) 
worried about 
women and men swimming together 
or about bathing suits that would 
protect feminine modesty, but the 
tide could not be held back. In 1926, 
Trudy Ederle became the first woman 
to cross the twenty-two mile wide 
English Channel. 

In many places, women learned 
to swim to condition themselves and 
their children against drowning; oth-
ers merely wanted new opportunities 
for exercise. Once they gained access 
to the water, they could test the lim-
its of their physical abilities. Buoyed 
up, they moved by the strength in 
their muscles. They drove themselves 
forward stroke after stroke, indepen-
dent, autonomous, and free. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
A century later women are skiing down  
new slopes in international sport.  
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Pirates, cave diving, 
and archeological treasure 
Sometimes the past is hiding at the bottom ofa well. By Megan Waugh 

W hen he's not guiding a class 
through a local garbage dig, 

demonstrating natural selection 
with birds made of drinking straws 
and paper, or driving home a lecture 
point with a relevant and well-placed 
cartoon, IU South Bend anthropology 
professor Jay VanderVeen frequently 
travels to the Dominican Republic 
to explore water wells. Though he 
conducts much of his research on land, 
he has a special interest in marine re-
search and scientific underwater dives. 
VanderVeen views every well he ex-
plores as an archeological treasure, its 
artifacts frequently shedding light on 
religious, social, and cultural traditions 
and activities. Whether it's a basket, a 
cave-wall painting, or an object used 
to carry water, each discovery reveals a 
bit more about the lives of the people 
sustained by local sources of water. 

Land and aquatic-based archeol-
ogy have a common goal: to find 
objects and use them to reconstruct 
the everyday life of a society. Students 
joining VanderVeen in the field soon 
learn that underwater research comes 
with special challenges. For example, 
artifacts found in near-perfect condi-
tion in water sometimes rapidly dete-
riorate when exposed to air. Imagine 
the disappointment when divers find a 
wonderfully-preserved woven basket, 
only to have it collapse when raised to 
the surface. 

In addition, diving equipment and 
tools restrict movement, and dive 
teams must learn to communicate un-
derwater with hand signals and slates. 
Students also learn that exploring 
wells and underwater caves can be as 
dangerous as ocean research. Although 
well divers don't battle ocean currents, 
they must plan their activities within 
the constraints of time and distance, al-

ways aware of how far they've traveled 
and whether they can safely return to 
the surface from the exploration site. 
In addition, well and cave divers must 
be alert to what is above them: surfac-
ing to find a cave ceiling instead of sky 
can be deadly. 

VanderVeen and a land-based team 
of researchers put their water skills to 
work on an unplanned ocean project 
a few years ago, when the team was 
invited to help study the vessel of 
Captain William Kidd, the legendary 
pirate hunter who became a pirate. 
The sunken wreck lies off the shore 

The team's work on the Captain 
Kidd project highlights the sharp con-
trast between scientific archeological 
study and treasure hunting. On such 
expeditions, VanderVeen says div-
ers will work to stay afloat to protect 
sea life on the ocean floor. Treasure 
hunters, on the other hand, often use 
giant vacuums, sucking up as much 
stuff as possible from the ocean bed, 
to be sorted and scavenged later on 
the surface. Both treasurer hunters 
and marine archeologists appreciate 
the objects that are found beneath the 
surface of the water. But archeologists 

JU divers lift one ofCaptain Kidd's cannon from the Cara Merchant. (Photo courtesy oflndiana University) 

of Catalina Island, near coast of the 
Dominican Republic, and the team 
helped map cannons found at the site. 
Although several cannons were found, 
the team removed only one, mapping 
the rest for onshore study and leaving 
them where they lay as a protected 
cannon reserve. 

appreciate the treasure not only for the 
beauty, value, and interest it may hold, 
but for the lessons found objects teach 
us about history, culture, and society. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Learn about Captain Kidd and some of the 
latest underwater discoveries. 
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Mere et mer 
An unloved boy returns to the primordial sea. Translation by HeatherJones 

I came up behind her smiling to make 
her happy because yesterday she 

seemed pleased when the daddy said 
those words to her and she laughed 
with that squeaky little laugh that she 
has when she's happy and afraid of 
being happy, so I, I come up behind her, 
take her in my arms, my face coming 
right up to her ... it's round soft warm 
golden, I'll never forget that, under her 
dress, the softness the dive into some-
thing huge and dense and so round, my 
little three-year-old face my mouth my 
nose all welcomed absorbed swallowed, 
and I said to make her happy just like 
the daddy fl give me your . .." and then 
fl give me your ... but ..." 

The slap busted my lip open. 
It spurted blood all over her and all 

over the floor. 
I knew right away that I wasn't 

supposed to say those words. And any 
other word for that matter, since I 
never spoke again. [ .. . ] 

I ran away all the way to the ocean 
without crying. She looked red because 
of the blood in my eyes and in my 
mouth. I dove into her without think-
ing, I didn't know how to swim but I 
didn't know what else to do, I didn't 
have anybody besides her, [ . .. ] but 
I was never afraid of the ocean, I've 
never been afraid of the ocean and that 
time either I wasn't afraid when I dove 

in from the rock, not afraid at all, on 
the contrary, she was waiting for me. 

It was so soft and welcoming and 
dense and warm that I was happy for 
the first time ever. Happy, so happy, 
no fear, I didn't understand yet what 
drowning was, my face diving into the 
roundness of the ocean, she parted to 
welcome me, didn't reject me, didn't 
slap me, didn't knock me out, didn't 
split my head in two, for the first time 
I was welcomed with open arms, my 
eyes open underwater to see, carried 
by salt water, so salty that she was like 
a giant elastic hand supporting my 
body, I saw the colors of its under-
world, and I laughed. 



Voiceless creatures gliding in their 
habitat of seaweed and sand, some-
times the same color as my blood 
that continued to flow and flower like 
a coral rose underwater. Silence and 
more silence. To hear for the first time 
a blue silence, like a hand sweeping 
over all the noises in my head, over all 
the screams that stayed stuck in my 
stomach, over all the ramblings that go 

The blue silence of the 

ocean listens to me. 

From the novel by Anondo Devi 

on in my head. The blue silence of the 
ocean, the shadow of its hand, it listens 
to me and tells me to hush: words are 
of no use here. 

Very quickly, the ocean cleansed 
and healed my wounds. The blood 
became flesh-pink, then transpar-
ent and silver, and then disappeared 
completely. I thought I had lost all 
my blood, but by those same holes, 
the ocean swept into me-I thought 
that if I were cut again, I would bleed 
salt water. 

I stayed a long time just watching 
schools of fish go by. Black ones went 
by, all black and thick, so dense that 
they looked like fog and you wanted 
to rub your eyes to see better. They 
melted one into the other when you 
looked elsewhere, one single body 
stretched out long and moved with 
a single force. And then yellow ones 
with blue trim passed by, and then 
bright pink ones, and then spotted 
ones, and then striped ones, and all 
that in complete and utter silence, 
in continual motion with no sud-
den movements, so smooth that even 
thoughts became smooth. I also saw 
my body transformed into soft con-
tours made to glide in the water like a 
fish-anything sharp came only from 
our thoughts, and we weren't made 
for that-more natural to be here, 

slow movements, almost like a dream, 
head doesn't hurt-here the slap 
wouldn't have made it to my lip, here 
the bottle would have stopped before 
it hit my head-the truth is, the ocean 
can absorb our brutality. 

The sand all the way at the bottom 
is creamy under my feet. It surrounds 
them with a light slipper. I bend over 
and put my hands in it, I put a little in 
my mouth, and 
th en I roll around 
in it like a thick 
creamy bath, I 
play with the 
white clouds that 
rise up all around 
me, the fish 
look like winged 
birds-the world 
is transformed. 

I laid on my 
back and I watched 
the ocean's ceiling, 
both moving 
and unchanging, 
pierced with 
rays of light and 
yet unbroken, 
fragile but firm. 
It was the border 
in to a new land. 
I had found a 
passageway out of 
the world. 

Much later, I • 
resurfaced, washed 
of all sadness. I 
didn't understand 
at the time how 
amazing what just 
happened was. 

CONTINENTS NOIRS GALLIMARDI thought about 
nothing else but 
my discovery. 
Going into the ocean became a habit 
every time the world up above would 
scream too loud. The ocean welcomed 
me every time without asking any 
questions-the ocean had no voice, 
only sounds, transparent and soaked, 
sounds that could rock you to sleep 
and heal your wounds-when the 

voices from up above become blinding, 
you dive into her deep dark obscurity, 
dark even when you don't close your 
eyes. Your soul is emptied, you become 
nothing, nothing more than a black 
fish swimming between two cur-
rents, eyes cold and lifeless, following 
the course of your companions, their 
curves their stroke their certainty 
of where they are going, and where 
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they'll be coming back from. All you 
have to do is let yourself be guided too, 
there's always a current in the ocean to 
take you away, even if you have to go 
look for it far far away. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Explore the fine art of literary translation. 
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Water, water, every where, 
nor any drop to drink 
A Greek island faces a formidable shortage ofpotable water. By Neovi M. Karakatsanis 

Staring out at the water on this 
brisk January morning, my hus-

band wonders, "Could this have been 
what Homer was describing when he 
referred to the 'wine-dark sea' in the 
Iliad and Odyssey?" We often visit 
Chios, this island, in the northeastern 
Aegean-but usually only in summer 
when the sea, reflecting the sun, the 
cloudless sky, and the radiant Mediter-
ranean light, shimmers tens of shades 
of the most vibrant blue imaginable. 
Today the sea looks different, though. 
Overcast, windy, cold, it is a deep pur-
ple-gray, the color of a fresh bruise-a 
black-and-blue mark-before it's had 
time to turn a more solid gray. This 
morning it is this "wine-dark sea" that 
surrounds Chios, which legend claims 
is the very birthplace of the man who 
"wrote" the Iliad and Odyssey and 
where my husband, son, and I are 
spending the year. 

Just over four miles off the Turkish 
coast, Chios's very essence has been 
shaped by water. A seafaring island 
with a long maritime tradition, the 
island boasts large numbers of ship 
owners, captains, and other seamen but 
also fortifications, castles, and lookout 
towers that for centuries were part 
of an intricate defense system that 
worked to protect it (and its inhabit-
ants) from marauding pirates. And yet, 
while enveloped by the Aegean Sea, 
this island, like so many other parts 
of the world today, faces a formidable 
water shortage-one that experts 
estimate will leave some 47% of the 
world's population living in areas of 
high water stress by 2030. Chios, one 
such area, has shown us how unpleas-
ant a prospect this is. 

Take, for example, our experience 
a few years ago when we first took up 
summer residence in a small house in 
a traditional fortified medieval village 
on the island. Arriving in the hottest 
and most arid month of the year, July, 
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my son was stunned by the fact that 
the taps in our newly-refurbished 
house delivered water that was too 
saline for human consumption. Even 
this salty, un-potable water was being 
rationed severely by local authorities. 
Only available from about six in the 
morning to five in the afternoon, the 
water was of little help at seven-thirty 
in the evening, when we'd return 
from the beach with buckets of sand 
between our toes and salt-cured skin in 
desperate need of a spray off. 

Very soon, 
though, we 
learned how our 
neighbors coped 
with the rationing 
of this precious 
resource. The 
"solution"-a 
perfectly legal and 
acceptable one, we 
were assured-
was to purchase 
a large plastic, 
thousand-liter res-
ervoir that would 
be tapped into 
our house's water 
supply. Positioned 
on our rooftop or 
on our taratza, or 
terrace, the res-
ervoir would fill 
with water during 
hours of avail-
ability and, voila, 
we'd never have to 
worry about a lack 
of water during 
evening hours. 
Everyone worked 
hard to convince 
us. For all their 
efforts, however, 
we never budged. 
One look around 
the neighboring 

rooftops-traditional stone houses 
crowned by huge neon-blue plastic 
reservoirs-was enough to convince us 
not to succumb to temptation . Wasn't 
the point of rationing water to con-
serve it? And weren't these reservoirs 
kind of defeating the purpose? 

Since then, we've learned numer-
ous interrelated reasons for Chios's 
water problem. Increased demand for 
water since the 1950s-brought about 
by the island's economic development, 
the spread of agricultural irrigation, 
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and declining levels of rainfall-led 
to Chios becoming one of Greece's 
stressed water areas. To quench the 
thirst, local authorities, who at the 
time mistakenly believed that rela-
tively impermeable bedrock protected 
most of the island's limestone aquifer 
from the sea, allowed over-drilling 
of wells. As a result, islanders saw 
the level of the groundwater drop, 
followed by the intrusion of seawater 
into the island's aquifer. Add to this 
the recent extended arid periods with 
lower levels of rainfall during winter 
( the only time it rains on the island) 
and the increased summer tempera-
tures-and one begins to grasp why 
our taps in Chios are running salty. 

Chios's geography also complicates 
the problem. Like most islands in 
Greece, Chios is characterized by steep 
hills and mountains that, after a good 
downpour, push water in a deluge-
like fashion into the sea, leaving little 
time for water to be absorbed into the 
ground and aquifer. Moreover, forest 
fires, whose ferocity and frequency 
have increased in recent years, have 
also played their part. A fire we wit-
nessed shortly after our arrival last 
summer on the island scorched over 
31,000 acres of virgin forest, mastic 
and olive orchards, leaving the earth 
with even less vegetation to help it 
absorb water. 

I recently explored what steps have 
been taken to address the shortage. 
I learned that seawater desalination 
is increasingly being used to provide 
potable water. However, in addition to 
being a rather expensive solution, de-
salination can have negative environ-
mental consequences, contributing to 
noise pollution, greenhouse gas emis-
sions, and dangerous levels of salinity 
that are left in the sea when brine ( a 
by-product) is discharged. Fortunately, 
recent technological developments as-
sociated with the desalination process 
leave room for optimism. For example, 
much of the negative impact of the 
process can be overcome if renewable 
energy sources, rather than traditional 

fossil fuels, are used to power 
desalination plants. In the case of 
Chios, this is very good news. Both 
wind and solar energy are especial-
ly abundant here, and geothermal 
energy, which is currently under 
exploration on the island, may also 
be a promising future prospect. 

Still, desalination plants are 
currently providing only a very 
small share of potable water 
in Chios. What, then, are some 
other alternatives? 

Chiotes have recently at-
tempted to quench their thirst by 
building small dams to collect, 
store, or divert the flow of water. 
While generally suspicious of dam 
construction projects because of their 
damaging environmental effects, even 
I have to confess that the Chios dams 
appear to be working. Rather than 
seeing all of our rainfall race its way 
into the sea, today a small system of 
dams divert and store water, giving it 
time to seep into the island's aquifer. 
Thus, even though our tap water still 
remains un-potable, today we can 
barely taste the salt as we brush our 
teeth or shower. 

In addition to this, local authorities 
have also put in place a distribution 
network for different water qualities. 
In our region, for example, there exist 
two parallel networks, each providing 
water of different qualities. While wa-
ter for household use is provided at the 
household tap, to get drinking water 
one must go to one of several public 
taps in the village. While, initially, 
my family and I purchased bottled 
water rather than drawing it from the 
neighborhood tap, the mountain of 
plastic bottles that threatened no small 
avalanche in our recycling bin quickly 
convinced us to avail ourselves of the 
free potable water at our public tap, 
which we now visit every day or so. In 
addition to the taps' obvious environ-
mental advantages, these communal 
water sources also provide an oppor-
tunity for neighbors to see and greet 
each other. Indeed, there's much to be 

R unoffafter rain, left, and Giovanni Karakatsanis-Swarts on 
Chios at the public tap, above. (Photographs by the author) 

said about the community-building  
possibilities of this water-saving tactic.  

This morning, as my family and I  
prepare to board a ferry that will carry  
us across the Aegean for a short visit  
to Athens, we cannot help but wonder  
what the island was like decades ago  
when its riverbeds hadn't yet run dry  
and springs gushed with clear, potable  
water. My family and I are unlikely  
ever to experience such an abundance.  
Instead, we will continue to draw po- 
table water from our public tap, brush  
our teeth with salty wate~ use any wa- 
ter left behind in our water glasses to  
irrigate the succulent plants and cactus- 
es we have in our flower pots, and take  
really quick showers. While sometimes  
inconvenient, our water shortage has  
taught the three of us that we must be  
ceaselessly mindful about our impact  
on this environment. Our children and  
their children depend on us.  

Well, it seems that a southerly  
rainstorm is heading this way. I better  
check upstairs, where we have another  
water-related issue to deal with: a leak  
has sprung in the tile roof and we now  
have too much water where we really  
don't want it-in our bedroom.  

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Universities and public interest groups look  
a~er water quality in North America and  
around the world.  
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Study sharks to save them 
There must be a wayfor bothfishing.fleets andArctic sharks to survive. By DavidJames with Peter Bushnell 

M ore than ten million sharks die 
each year in the world's com-

mercial fisheries. Eco-physiologist 
Peter Bushnell studies one species, 
the Greenland shark, not merely to 
understand marine biology: "The job 
is not to save people from sharks, but 
exactly the opposite, to save sharks 
from people." 

The conflict between Arctic fisher-
man and Greenland sharks illustrates 
in miniature the global conflict be-
tween humans and the environment. 
Fishing and fish processing are vital 
industries in Greenland, and coastal 
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villages there depend heavily upon 
fishing for survival. Fisherman use 
long monofilament lines hung with 
baited hooks to haul in catches of cod, 
halibut, and char. However, the bait 
and snared fish are irresistible to the 
sharks. They go for the bloody fish, get 
hooked on the line, and instinctively 
begin to thrash and roll, wrapping 
themselves in the lines and destroying 
the gear. Fishermen lose their catch 
and their gear and must dispose of 
Greenland shark bodies made up of 
poisonous meat that can be rendered 
edible only by fermenting for several 

months. The sharks are such a menace 
to fishing that some local governments 
in Greenland pay a bounty of $38 per 
shark heart to eliminate them from 
the seas. 

But Greenland sharks are more 
than pests to fishing. They are the 
world's only species of sub-Arctic 
shark, endowed with physiologi-
cal adaptations that allow them to 
live in their frigid habitat. A recent 
study of shark lenses conducted by 
Bushnell and his colleagues suggests 
that their lifespan may exceed 150 
and 175 years, making them possibly 
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Peter Bushnell, standing, and colleagues  
from the research ship Dana prepare to tag sharks.  
(Photos by Henrik Schurmann) 

the longest-lived vertebrate on earth. 
On top of that, females reach sexual 
maturity around age 90 and have 
a limited number of pups over the 
course of their lifetimes. If they con-
tinue to be threatened, the Greenland 
shark population may not be capable 
of rebounding fast enough to save the 
species from extinction. 

Bushnell is dedicating his energies 
to solving this problem. Surely there 
must be a way to keep these sharks 
and these fishermen from becoming 
entangled. With funding from the 
National Geographic Society and the 
Save Our Seas Foundation, he and 
his colleague Dr. Rich Brill have been 
experimenting with blends of electro-
positive metals in the hopes of devel-
oping an effective shark repellent. All 
sharks have electroreceptors on the 
skin of their faces. The electrorecep-
tors are highly sensitive to minute 
electrical currents in the water, an 
adaptation that helps the shark detect 
the heart beats and muscle contrac-
tions of prey in the water and hidden 
in the mud. Bushnell and Brill hope 
to develop a metal composite that 

could be mounted above baited hooks, 
be detected by the sharks, and repell 
them. Last year, Bushnell and his 
research crew set out longlines strung 
with bait above which were mounted 
either electropositive metal pieces 
or similarly shaped plastic pieces as 
controls. Would the sharks be deterred 
by the electropositive metals, or would 
they go for the delicious bait? 

The results of the experiment 
were inconclusive. Unfortunately, the 
electropositive materials didn't seem 
to deter the sharks. Four were caught 
on baits with electropositive metal 
above them and an equal number 
were caught on plastic equipped hooks. 
However, it's possible that the deter-
rent effect of the electropositive metals 
was not strong enough to offset the 
allure of the baits. The idea requires 
more testing. Bushnell's future experi-
ments in the Arctic will seek to further 
test this question and others about 
Greenland shark biology. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Learn about sharks and all things oceanic 
at the Smithsonian. 

Bushnell and his colleagues 
Rich Brill and John Steffensen, 

have also been learning about 
the shark's behavior by releasing 
sharks tagged with satellite tracking 
devices (PSATs), mini-computers 
recording and storing data on water 
temperature, depth and light levels 
the sharks encounter as they swim. 
When a predetermined amount of 
time has elapsed (3-12 months) the 
tags separate from the shark, float 
to the surface, and send the stored 
data, as well as their current loca-
tion, to satellites overhead. Since 
2011, they have successfully de-
ployed PSATs on sharks in a variety 
of locations in eastern and western 
Greenland and are beginning to 
piece together a better idea of how 
they lead their lives. For instance, it 
seems clear that they tend to swim 
very slowly, probably searching for 
prey near the bottom. This can take 
them to depths that exceed 1600m 
(-5300 ft) and water temperatures 
that are as low as -2°C (28°F). 
Interestingly some sharks seem 
to migrate significant distances 
(500-700 miles) during the summer 
while others stay where they were 
tagged and move very little over a 
nine-month period. 
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Rhythms of the lake 
Sandy bottoms and summer days turn to mucky masses andjet skis. By Mary Anna C. Violi 

The summerhouse was in my fam-
ily for seventy-six years. When 

Grandfather Alfonso signed the lake 
property over to his daughters, he ad-
monished Kitty (my Marna), Adelaide, 
and Agnes to "Take care of the old 
place. Don't let the fun stop!" 

We annually returned to the lake 
on Memorial Day weekend to spruce 
up the summerhouse and its grounds. 
Giant hostas with fragrant 
white flowers dotted the 
back of the cottage. Little 
blue flowers with yellow 
centers carpeted the front 
and back, surrounding 
the Rose of Sharon trees. 
Marna always took care to 
fill the window boxes with 
lipstick red geraniums, 
scented purple petunias, 
silvery dusty miller, and 
cascading ivy. After a 
morning's work of scrub-
bing, sweeping, and clean-
ing the house, we headed 
for the pier. With joyous 
whoops, we plunged into 
the chilly May waters. Af-
ter swimming, we trooped 
into the cottage for the 
afternoon "Happy Hour." 
This consisted of crudi-
tes-celery sticks, cucum-
ber slices, and fruit juice 
for those of us neither 
inclined, nor old enough 
to imbibe Aunt Adelaide's 
killer Manhattans. 

Since my family lived 
less than a thirty-minute 
drive from the lake, we 
partook of its pleasures 
more frequently than did my aunts' 
families in Detroit and Dayton. 
Throughout those halcyon lake days, 
we waded along the shoreline early 
in the morning, catching little turtles 
to place in our plastic pails half-filled 
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with lake water. The Family Rule 
was we had to release the turtles into 
the lake after an hour because they 
belonged to the lake. We also collected 
shells, which we could keep. 

After our shore walk, we returned 
to our summerhouse for a hearty 
breakfast. After clearing the mahogany 
table and making our beds, we donned 
swimsuits once again. Waiting an hour 

Gradually a metamorphosis oc-
curred: Developers dredged the west 
side of the lake to make a channel. As 
time passed, weedy mucky masses 
began to surface more frequently as 
yet another channel appeared. The 
reason for the channels was not to 
create more fishing venues, but to 
build large uninspired dwellings. These 
houses began crowding out the vintage 

summer homes. People on 
speeding jet skis appeared 
too close to the shoreline. 
The sandy lake floor in 
front of our cottage was 
transformed in to a thick 
slimy scum. We started 
wearing water shoes to 
keep out the muck in the 
silty water. Our weeping 
willow tree began its slow 
demise, which resulted 
in withered green leaves. 
One of neighbors razed 
his cottage and built a 
5,000 square foot house, 
incongruous with the 
queue of summerhouses 
around it. 

On the north side 
of the lake, more cedar-
shingled summer homes 
were torn down to ac-
cornrnodate new con-
struction. The lake began 
to take on the aura of 
an upscale development. 
The small neighborhood 
store near our family's 
summerhouse closed; a 
strip mall with a large 

A!fonsoArata and Mary Genieva Arata (Jenny) relax grocery store had opened 
under the weeping willow tree. (Photo courtesy of the author) about five miles from the 

to swim after eating breakfast was 
torture. We usually sat on the broad 
green bench underneath the weeping 
willow tree as close to the seawall as 
we dared, waiting for Mama to notify 
us we could leap into the lake. 

lake. The boat launch on the east side 
of the lake that boasted homemade 
ice cream in its sweet shop closed as 
condos sprung up. The shop's popular 
butterscotch sundaes faded into the 
sunset, along with the public beach 
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next to the boat launch. The water 
level in the lake continued to decline. 
Zebra mussels invaded and took hold 
in Eagle Lake, cutting our feet and 
pushing out the small snail residents 
that clung to the seawall. 
I used to seek solace swinging 

back and forth on the swing on our 
screened in porch. Whiling away a qui-
et afternoon, I delighted in listening to 
the sounds of the lake, in hearing the 
lapping of waves made by a small fish-
ing boat, observing the herons flying 
across the lake. The weeping willow 
tree that had long shaded our front 
lawn looked spent, having failed to re-
spond to treatments. It felt like the end 
of an era my family had nurtured. 
Finally, Mama and her sisters 

decided to sell our summerhouse. 
They offered it first to me. With a 
heavy heart, I declined. The lake was 
no longer the peaceful haven of my 
youth where the "Big Bird" heron 
reposed on our pier each morning. The 
din of the newcomers' jet-propelled 
water toys had drowned out the gentle 
"rib bit" of the frogs and the soothing 
sounds of the cicadas. "Better to cher-
ish the memories than to live with the 
shattered reality of what is now Eagle 
Lake," I thought. 
The new owners of our circa 1910, 

five-bedroom summerhouse cut down 
the dying weeping willow tree, raised 
the clapboard cottage, and erected a 
two-story brick structure. I understood 
how the buyers preferred more mod-
ern bathrooms, electrics, central air-
conditioning and heat, but I could not 
help but wonder why they had ever 

left suburbia. Gone is the rough-hewn 
brick fireplace with a crack between 
two bricks wide enough for me to 
hide nickels for an afternoon Slo-Poke 
treat. The new owners even managed 
to obliterate the view of the lake from 
Brady Road, which used to add to the 
charm of our vintage summerhouse. I 
ask myself, "What are they and their 
kind doing on our Eagle Lake?" 
Yet it isn't "our Eagle Lake" any-

more. What now exists is alien to me, 
an aberration perched on the lakefront 
that I once knew so well. I remember 
the white window boxes my mother 

filled with those same flowers each 
Memorial Day weekend. I imagine the 
soothing rhythms of the lake in the 
early morning. I keep close to my heart 
memories of "the fun" Grandfather Al-
fonso envisioned. While we now often 
summer on Lake Michigan, I cannot 
help but recall those gentle rhythms 
of carefree summer days spent at our 
summerhouse on Eagle  Lake. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 

Investigate the life and Jore ofMichigan's 
smaller lakes and listen to more haiku read 
by Terry LAllison. 
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The undercover novelist 
By taking real and imaginedjourneys, a fiction writerpractices her craft. By Kelcey Parker 

I t's a Saturday afternoon, and I am 
wearing the khakis and bamboo 

badge of a Fallingwater volunteer. I am 
stationed at The View, a wooded land-
ing across Bear Run with the classic 
perspective of Frank Lloyd Wright's 
most famous house. Here is where 
visitors, including Brad Pitt and An-
gelina Jolie, take a final photo. A wide 
stone outcropping lifts the high jutting 
planes of the house, while water in the 
shape of a curtain obeys gravity below. 

I am an Ask-Me Guide, so I try to 
answer people's questions. The years of 
construction? (1936-39) Inches of the 
balcony's deflection? (7) The cost of 
restoration? ($11.5 million) Number 
of visitors? (160,000 per year. "Today, 
over 1000.") The flora and fauna? 
(That hemlock tree is 200 years old.) 

But I am also writing a short novel 
set at Fallingwater, and what I really 
want to do is ask questions. Where are 
you from? How far did you travel to 
get here? Why did you come? 

One woman is here alone celebrat-
ing her fiftieth birthday. A retired 
couple RVing across the country has 
also snapped pictures of Wright's 
headquarters at the Taliesin estate 
and the lily pad pillars of his Johnson 
Wax Building. Three young women 
studying architecture have driven up 
from my alma mater in Cincinnati. 
"Go Bearcats!" I say. A woman who 
didn't reserve a ticket takes a hurried 
grounds tour while her husband waits 
in the car. A couple from Switzerland, 
also unticketed, are disappointed not to 
see the inside of the house. 

Three years earlier, while driv-
ing with my family through western 
Pennsylvania, I was one of those visi-
tors touring touring the astonishing 
house for the first time. 

Writers are often asked, "Where 
do you find your ideas?" In my case, 
most of my ideas find me. I see a busy 
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mother at church before Easter and 
imagine that she gives up her family 
for Lent. I host my daughter's birthday 
party at Chuck E. Cheese Pizza and 
envision a story where both mother 
and daughter wish to be mermaids. I 
witness the estate sale of my recently 
deceased neighbor and imagine a bald-
ing protagonist who bids beyond his 
means to protect his neighbor's estate 
from being sold off in cheap pieces. 

From the moment I stepped onto 
Fallingwater's fieldstone floor and 
looked out the long row of leaded win-
dows cantilevered over the waterfall, 
which I could hear but not see, I knew 
I would have to write about it. By the 
time our tour group tromped upstairs, 
I wanted to set a domestic tragedy in 
this house. 

Little did I know, but a domestic 
tragedy had already taken place there. 

Back home in South Bend, I 
checked out every book I could find 
on Fallingwater and the Kaufmann 
family who commissioned it. Slowly, 
a picture began to emerge of E. J. and 
Liliane Kaufmann: first cousins, they 
married in New York, doubling their 
shares in the family's well-known 
Pittsburgh department store. Their 
son Edgar Jr. was an apprentice at 
Wright's Taliesin estate. Edgar senior 
was unfaithful, staging the last of 
his many public affairs with a nurse 
almost half his age. Wright had given 
Liliane Kaufmann her own bedroom, 
which opened up to the largest of 
the house's dramatic balconies. As 
her marriage crumbled, Liliane asked 
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Frank Lloyd Wright to build her an -
other home nearby. Before that could Can I major in water? 
happen, she overdosed on painkill-
ers in her bedroom at Fallingwater. 
There are rumors that her ghost 
haunts the balcony. 

I began to imagine and write a I 
version of Liliane's story. To develop 
the story, I went "undercover" as an 
Ask-Me Guide (the staff at Fallingwa-
ter knew what I was up to, but not the 
visitors), and immersed myself in Lil-
iane Kaufmann's world. I also uncov-
ered an archive of Liliane's personal 
collection of letters, most of which 
were from Edgar senior in the early 
years of their marriage when he was 
stationed in Kentucky during World 
War I. The letters revealed a hopeful 
and tender portrait of a marriage that 
over the years would become hopeless. 
I felt like a real sleuth. 

The waterfall at Bear Run surely 
inspired Wright the way his design 
inspires me. Fallingwater epitomizes 
Wright's philosophy of organic archi-
tecture, which calls for integrating a 
building's materials and design with 
its natural setting. Fallingwater seems 
to spring directly from the hillside, 
even as the waterfall seems to emerge 
from the house itself. The Kaufmanns 
expected their country house to be 
built with a view of the waterfall; 
Wright gave them an entirely differ-
ent experience. 

So much of writing is a process of 
discovery. Sometimes the discoveries 
are concrete, like a stash of letters; 
other times they are intangible, 
such as an insight about a char-
acter's motivation. Like Wright, I 
explore the organic connections that 
emerge from my subjects to craft a 
surprising perspective. 

"Every great architect,'' Wright 
once said, "is-necessarily-a great 
poet. He must be a great original in-
terpreter of his time, his day, his age." 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Check out the video for Kelcey Parker's 
Liliane's Balcony novella. 

New needs spark boundless curiosity. 

Astudent can walk across the 
.r-\. graduation stage without ever 
having studied water, but we can't 
actually live without it. Our bodies 
are 65 % water; we need water to grow 
food and to keep ourselves and homes 
clean. About 70% of the planet is 
covered with water; we use it as if there 
were an unending supply, but only 3% 
is fresh water and less than 0.4 % is 
available to drink. Water may be the 
most versatile natural resource avail-
able to us. Water is a valuable source of 
energy for many communities, and is 
critical for the industrial sector, which 
accounts for 88 % of water consump-
tion worldwide, and over 50% of water 
consumption in the United States. The 
largest industrial water usage sector 
in the U.S. is oil refinement, which 
uses over one billion gallons per day. 
According to the U.S. Department of 
Energy, refineries can require up to 2.5 
gallons of water for every gallon of gas 
produced. Sulfur dioxide and nitrogen 
oxide react with atmospheric water to 
produce acid rain, rain with a higher 
than normal pH. In nature, volcanoes 
contribute to the acidity of rain water. 
Human sources of acid rain are electric-
ity generation, automobiles, and other 
processes that burn fossil fuels. 

All these facts demand a little 
curiosity on our part: what do we need 
to know about water? And how can 
we know it? Surely a question of such 
compelling interest is just what the 
arts and sciences were made for. Are 
they not? 

Our standard ways of operating are 
not enough. A professor of philosophy 
might refer you to the pre-Socratic 
thinkers Thales and Empedocles 
for early schemes that organize the 
physical world into natural and basic 
elements. Their thinking came to be 
widely accepted by the sixth century 
BCE. Before Empedolces, most took 

By Mike F. Keen and Krista Bailey 

one or other element as more basic 
than the others. Aristotle credits Thales 
with taking water to be the "principle 
of all things," based on the role it plays 
in the nutrition and growth of things. 
Water as essential transcends cultures, 
as is evidenced by Hindu belief and 
Chinese philosophy considering water 
one of five basic elem en ts. 

Not to be scooped by the phil-
sophers, the professor of chemistry 
thinks that chemists have a corner on 
the market. One IU South Bend chem-
istry professor describes water as "the 
most common molecular compound 
on earth." He delineates the molecular 
merits of this omnipresent element in 
this way: 

Everyone knows the chemical for-
mula, Hp, but the ubiquity of water 
belies its uniqueness. It has a low mo-
lecular mass (18.02 amu) but is a liquid 
at room temperature, when all other 
molecules in that range are gases. For 
most other materials, we are familiar 
with one or two of the forms (phases) 
of that material; for water we interact 
with all three phases, snow and ice, 
puddles and rain, and fog (water vapor) 
as cooler air meets warmer ground. 
Ice floats. We are so familiar with this 
property that it doesn't seem special, 
but it really is-nothing else exhib-
its this behavior, vitally important to 
aquatic life. Water is often referred to 
as the "universal solvent" for its ability 
to dissolve a wide range of materials. 
This is great for things like transport-
ing nutrients, but not so great when we 
are talking about dangerous substances 
contaminating the water supply. Water 
has a very high specific heat and heat of 
vaporization-great for use as a coolant 
and putting out fires. 

Ask the professor of history, and 
she might cite, with a knowing but 
friendly feminist bite, Eleanor Roos-
evelt: "A woman is like a tea bag; you 
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own part quite 
clearly, none can 
see the whole. 
And therein lies 
the rub. 

The case of 
water reveals 
how the historic 
divisions of the 
arts and sciences 
all too often leave 
us isolated in our 
disciplinary silos. 
The bureaucratic 
and budgetary 
structures of the 
disciplines within 
arts and sciences 
( and the academy 
as a whole) have 
a fundamental 
impact on how 
we know, what 
we can know, and 
how we relate to 
the real world, or 
not. Dichotomies 
include those of 

A flowing well in Morgan County, Indiana. (Photo by Kay Westhues) fact/judgment, 

never know how strong it is until it's 
in hot water." 

And of course, waxing poetically 
on the virtues of water, to whom else 
would the professor of English refer, 
than the great William Shakespeare? 
From King Henry VIII: "Men's evil 
manners live in brass; their virtues/ 
We write in water." Or Macbeth: "A 
little water clears us of this deed." 
Those more grammatically inclined 
might observe that "water" is a noun, 
"watery" an adjective, and "to water" 
a verb. 

Are these well-disciplined profes-
sors not somewhat similar to the blind 
men and the elephant? "And so these 
men of Indostan/Disputed loud and 
long,/Each in his own opinion/Exceed-
ing stiff and strong./Though each was 
partly in the right,/And all were in the 
wrong!" The problem with the blind 
men, and perhaps the arts and sciences 
as well, is that while each can see their 
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rationality/emo-
tion, theoryIpractice, basic/ applied, and 
campus/community. 

Were the academicall~· innocent 
and na'ive undergraduate o ask his arts 
and sciences advisor, "Can I major in 
water?" she would likely espond with 
patient if not patronizin forbearance, 
"Well, not really, but yo could major 
in philosophy, chemist y, history, 
economics, literature,. or any one of 
the other discipline that might catch 
your fancy and stir your passions." 
But maybe we should jump out of the 
ivory tower and into the world, join 
that student and ask ourselves, "Why 
not?" And if so, how? 

The sooner we can change our 
approach to water, the better off we 
will be. Already there is talk of "peak 
water," with some claiming that the 
world is running out of water suitable 
for human consumption. At The Water 
Center, they argue that "peak water 
is brought on by climate change and 

human settlement in areas without 
enough water for the population" and 
that "Maintaining a sustainable water 
supply is one of the great challenges 
of the 21st century." The organizers of 
the 16th International River Sympo-
sium would surely support a field of 
study that would allow students to 
major in water. Organizers note that 
since "freshwater systems are central 
in the production of food and many 
forms of energy" and, because of the 
pressures of population growth and 
climate change, freshwater supplies 
are becoming scarcer, a "holistic and 
sustainable management of water 
resources is essential." 

Since water is used for everything 
from generating power to lubricat-
ing machinery to absorbing pollution, 
studying it needs to be interdisciplin-
ary. A whole system approach which 
considers human use, purification, 
religious and spiritual aspects, water-
way management, ecosystem needs, 
and recreational aspects must operate 
in harmony to conserve and maintain 
a healthy supply. The challenges facing 
water systems require academics and 
leaders who are able to cross social, en-
vironmental, and technological bound-
aries to address water issues such as 
flooding, urban design, rural water and 
sanitation, water and energy, and cli-
mate change. There are already a broad 
range of jobs centered on or reliant on 
water, including natural resource man-
agement, urban and regional planning, 
the minerals industry, hydrotherapy, 
waste water treatment, and more. A 
solutions-focused, cooperative, inter-
disciplinary program that incorporates 
a wide range of skills will support a 
strong investment in water as a source 
of inspiration, reverence, discovery, 
and innovation. The economic value 
of water is immeasurable; therefore 
a program of study focused on water 
will yield invaluable results. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Explore the many initiatives of the Center 
for a Sustainable Future and Australia's 
International Water Centre. 
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Stories of wells and springs 
Photographer Kay Westhues explores the connection between water and life. By David James 

Having grown up in Walkerton, a 
little Indiana town, photographer 

Kay Westhues, now gallery owner and 
IU South Bend Associate Faculty, real-
ized that rural life ways were disap-
pearing from the face of the Midwest, 
where family farms, locally owned 
stores and restaurants were once the 
norm. In 2004, she packed her Canon 
digital camera and set out to document 
what survived and what is changing. 
One snowy day in 2008, she landed 
east of a crook in the Wabash river in 
the town of Delphi (pop. 2,800) at The 
Sandwich Shop. As she left, patrons 
recommended she visit their local 
treasure, the artesian well on the other 
side of the river in Pittsburg, an even 
tinier but once prosperous flatboat 
town. She found the well easily, on 

It's Earth Day, 2010, and these three girls 
have come to demonstrate. The sign reads 
"Honk ifyou want to help save the earth. 
T# (heart) earth. Go green." (Photo by 
Kay Westhues) 

the corner of W310N (Washington) 
and Howard Streets, and thus began 
Well Stories, her project documenting 

"I like to take a second 

look at things people 

might consider very 

ordinary." 

and celebrating many such wells all 
over the state. "Above all," she says, 
"I like to take a second look at things 
people might consider very ordinary, 
and try to reveal their inherent beauty 
and individuality." Hoosiers have 
fought to retain access to these sources 
of pure water after some were 
enclosed by private owners, much 
like colonials fought to preserve 
their village commons areas. The 

original artesian well in Pittsburg was 
to be covered by an expanded Indiana 
highway 18, but locals rebelled, and 
the state piped the water to its present 
site. Some wells have been visited 
for generations by the same families 
choosing to consume the natural prod-
uct straight from the ground. Kay's 
pictures "in a broad sense, reflect on 
the primacy of the connection between 
water and life. [They] also explore the 
concept of 'ownership' of water, by re-
placing a consumer-driven perception 
of water as a commodity with a more 
indigenous understanding of water as 
a local resource." 

More at Currents.iusb.edu 
Locate, watch, and listen to the water and 
the people who frequent the wells. 

Spring at Robert 
Crow'sfamily 

farm, Greene 
Coun~y, Indiana. 
Above, the artesian 
well, Washington 
and Howard 
Streets, Pittsburg, 
Indiana: a man 
pausesfar a drink. 
(Photos by Kay 

--~--__. Westhues) 
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Working for world-class water 
Behind the scenes, a South Bend laboratory secures safe waterfor thousands ofcommunities. By Sarah Duis 

W e expect our drinking water to 
be clean and safe, whether it's 

flowing from the faucet or sipped by 
the bottle. When we so rarely see the 
source of our H 0 or know the jour-2
ney it takes to reach us, how can we be 
sure it's as safe as we hope? 

Fortunately, ther:.u ~nking 
water ana ysis ab that goes to the 
highest standards for testing drinking 
water quality, and it can be found here 
in South Bend. Our local branch of UL 
(Underwriters Laboratories) is on a 

of drinking water. They're equipped 
to analyze water for microbiologicals 
(bacteria, e-coli); inorganics-basically, 
compounds that don't contain carbon; 
metals-nasty ones are, for example, 
mercury, and the ubiquitous one, lead; 
volatile organics-chemicals that 
evaporate near room temperature, like 
acetone, formaldehyde, and benzene; 
semi-volatile organics, poisons such as 
dichlorobenzene and nitrobenzene-
chemicals with a higher boiling point 
than the volatiles; and radiologicals. 

and instructions. UL's clients include 
municipalities, water bottling compa-
nies, and some government agencies. 
All of these entities are interested in 
providing the cleanest water possible, 
and UL helps them achieve that goal. 

The client collects a sample of 
water, ships it back to UL (usually the 
same day they collect the sample), 
and analysis begins. Methods vary 
depending the client's needs, but UL is 
equipped to analyze everything from 
select radioactive isotopes to emerg-

ing contaminants 
that haven't yet been 
regulated, like flame 
retardants and triva-
lent arsenic. 

In 1974, Congress 
passed the Safe Water 
Drinking Act (SWDA), 
a piece of legisla-
tion that puts stricter 
regulations on the 
public water supplies 
that 85% of Ameri-
cans drink, bathe in, 
and clean with. While 
some of the elements 
commonly found in 
drinking water are 
relatively harmless, 
like iron, other trace 
materials are not 

Joshua Whitaker adjusting the e/ectrospray ionization probe on a triple quadrupole mass spectrometer. (Photo by Sarah Duis) benign at all. Patential 

tree-lined corner of Hill and E. Wash-
ington Streets. It is 70,000-square-feet 
of laboratory and research space dedi-
cated to helping drinking water suppli-
ers meet and exceed safety standards. 

UL has labs across the country 
and is known internationally for 
setting high safety standards for a 
spectrum of products, ranging from 
fire safety products to electrical ap-
pliances to lighting. The South Bend 
UL's specialty is trace-level analysis 
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Many techniques are used to measure 
the presence of the organic chemicals, 
which include industrial chemicals, 
agricultural chemicals and disinfection 
by-products. Quality is maintained by 
various quality control checks. 

So how does a water sample from 
across the country make it to UL's 
labs? When an organization decides 
to get their water tested, UL sends the 
client a collection kit packed with a 
cooler, ice packs, bottles, preservatives, 

contaminants include 
pesticides, animal and human wastes, 
and improperly discarded chemicals. 

So, what is it about UL in South 
Bend that makes organizations seek 
them out? There are many labs that 
can test for SWDA requirements, but 
UL offers much more than the bare 
minimum. They're certified in every 
state as well as Puerto Rico for drink-
ing water analysis, and their facility 
has the most certifications of any 
drinking water analysis laboratory in 
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Night Juniper  
the country. UL has analyzed more 
than 2.5 million water samples in the 
past 20 years, which averages out to a 
staggering 342 samples a day. 

UL's ties to the community 
extend to the IU South Bend campus. 
Before it was UL, the water testing 
lab started out as Environmental 
Health Laboratories, founded by 
local scientists Jerry Thoma and 
Jim Larkin in 1986 in the back of 
Mar-Main Pharmacy on Michigan 

Street. IU South Bend associate 
faculty and chemist Earl Han-

sen worked alongside them 
and eventually became 

the general man-
ager. Though he 

departed 
from the 
business 

around 
the time it 
was bought 
by ULTop 10 in 2001, 

pharmaceutical and he had 
personal care prod- plenty to 
ucts found in various show for 
drinking water samples his time 
tested at UL at the there. 
parts per trillion level. 

Carbarnazepine Nicotine 

Somebody who lives in the house looks out a window. 
Carp blink deep in their homemade ponds. And the insects 
have all climbed the trunks of various trees to flatten out, disappear. 

Over one pond a few bats dive-bomb the freshly emerging mosquitoes, 

while water striders continue to scull toward a memory, 
the last-remembered sunset ... 

So what happens next? 
A few voices, somebody's mother laughing over the ethereal dim of a 

swimming pool 
( earlier there'd been splashing)t 
a girl at the bus stop whispering to her boyfriend. 

David Dodd Lee, from Arrow Pointing North 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Hear David Dodd Lee read this poem and others. 

"When I left, it was a $12 million busi-
ness," Hansen said. 

UL regularly employs IU South 
Bend students as interns, giving them 
the opportunity to learn about water 
analysis and the necessary rigor of lab 
work. IU South Bend biology major 
Brandon Julian began his internship 
at UL in October. He works in the 
water systems and sample prepara-
tion areas, where he gets practical 

experience with analysis projects 
and research methods. 

"I'm experiencing first-
hand how a laboratory is 

(mood stabilizer) (tobacco products) maintained," Julian said, 
adding that the Labo-

Cotinine Sulfamethoxazole ratory has taught him 
(Metabolite of nicotine) ( antibiotic) to be thorough and 

detail-oriented. 
DEET (insect repellent) Paraxanthine "We have a very 

(metabolite of caffeine) robust training pro-
Galaxolide cedure," said Matt 
(Synthetic fragrance used Acetaminophen Hartz, a UL organic 
in cosmetics, cleaners, (analgesic) section manager 
and perfumes) who has been with 

Caffeine the company for 
Gemfi brozil (coffee, tea, soda) about 22 years. 

( cholesterol One particular project 
lowering drug) Julian has been working on 

is testing plumbing or other materials 
that come into contact with water. The 
material, sent by a client, is submerged 
in water that has a specific pH or 
volume. Then the water is analyzed to 
detect metals or other substances that 
may have contaminated the sample. 
Julian will continue his internship 
with UL through the fall semester. 

'Tm glad to work in an establish-
ment that takes pride in its accom-
plishments," Julian said. 

Analysis is a crucial step in ensur-
ing water safety, but there are steps 
you can take every day to contribute 
to a clean and uncontaminated local 
water supply. 

The EPA recommends reducing or 
eliminating pesticide application, recy-
cling used oil ( a single quart can con-
taminate 2 million gallons of drinking 
water), taking the bus to work instead 
of your car one day a week, and keep-
ing pollutants away from boat marinas 
and waterways. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Read about the great battle between 
Chicago and St. Louis over the right to 
pollute another city's water. 

http:Currents.lUSB.edu
http:Currents.lUSB.edu


Artists awaken 
the extraordinary 
The challenge for those writing about water, photographing it, 

responding through sculpture or painting, is to awaken 
the extraordinary that lies within the ordinary. 

Light 
Great Lakes 
lighthouse 
in winter 
by James Thompson 

Bright sun images are ordinary; we see those 
all the time. How light is acting and what I 
can do with the lenses, and in the darkroom, 
the exposure, the light, the printing options, 
bring out a vision rather than capture a fact. 

Motion 
Oreas by Linda M. Fritchner 

Capturing the light and the 
colors and tones of the ice 

and the movement of the waters 
surrounding Antarctica 

is challenging. 



Color 
J11ater by Anne Brown 

Approaching South Manitou Island 
in Lake Michigan by boat, I noticed 

the abrupt color change in the clear water 
and the textures of the sand and waves. 

CrossCurrents  
the unity and diversity of knowledge 

Form 
Mark di Suvero's 
Keepers of the Fire 
by Peter Ringenberg 

"Sculpture, for some, is something 
that you bump into, something ignored 
like the back of your hand. Yet others 
see a vision and passion for life in art, 
a door you can walk through. Going 
through that door, you arrive at a landscape 
as different as dream is from reality 
or confusion from ideals," wrote 
Mark di Suvero, whose Keepers of the Fire 
is the centerpiece of South Bend. 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Watch a video of Mark di Suvero's dramatic 
installation of Keepers of the Fire. 
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A ride with Tobias  
Google me, I'm real By April Lidinsky 

I n honor of travel season, here's a 
story of an airplane seatmate. It 

might be a cautionary tale, or a story 
of a brush with genius, or a disturbing 
sign that I can't tell the difference. I 
did get the best business card, ever, out 
of the trip. 

A few weeks ago, I flew home from 
Boston on a wincingly early morning 
flight. I'd had an exhausting few days, 
and by the time I stumbled through 
security and found my seat on the 
plane, I deflated like a sad balloon, 
welcoming sleep. But a few minutes 
later, I awoke to hot breath on my 
cheek. A sandy-haired, middling-built, 
middle-aged man was straining over 
the armrest between us, clearly having 
waited for my eyelids to fl.utter. 

"Oh, heyyy!" he said. "How are 
you? What do you do?" Now, while 
I usually practice politeness while 
traveling, I wanted this conversation 
over, and fast. "Me?" I said, flatly: "I 
grade papers." 

"Ahh ... 11 he said. He waited a few 
beats, and my Polite Self was unable 
to shut up. I conceded: "Aaaannnnd ... 
What do you do?" 

"Well," he confided: "I solve 
problems. I'm a global deal facilitator. 
People hire me to ... fix things." His 
face signaled intensity. Against my 
better judgment, I felt myself reaching 
for the bait: 

I said, "Fixing things as in ... kill-
ing people?" 

He laughed, tenting and flexing his 
fingers-straight out of The Aveng-
ers: "Well," he said, quietly, "let's 
just say I solve problems that other 
people can't. I see through the chaos; I 
connect strands of information. I have 
a hacker brain; I am a hacker, actually 
... I wrote a book on it. Google it. But 
I do a lot more, which is why people 
hire me. Here's my card." My brain 
was spinning as he fished out of his 
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jeans pocket a crisp business 
card in black and burgundy 
with his name-I'll just call 
him Tobias-and the phrase, 
"Global Business Consultant, 
Deal Facilitator & Problem 
Solver." No email or website, 
just a private telephone line. 

I studied the card, my 
eyebrows signaling skepti-
cism. Tobias said, "Google me, 
I'm real. I'm the most famous 
person you've never heard of." So 
. . . what was he doing sitting in 
coach? While he chatted me up about 
being weary of making conversation 
with so-called first-class big-wigs, I 
summoned my inner Sherlock, trying 
to analyze Tobias with digital preci-
sion. Focusing, I saw that while he 
wasn't bulky, his black t-shirt revealed 
surprisingly muscular biceps. His 
matte black watch had extra dials and 
buttons-the accessory of a show-off 
... or of a global problem solver? 

And so began a two hour fire-hose 
of a monologue in which Tobias spun a 
version of the world that seemed half 
crazy and mostly true. He lectured 
me: "Most people are distracted by the 
rich," he said, scribbling his fingers in 
the air, "but I work for the Wealthy, 
people who really hold global power," 
and with his other hand he drew an 
imaginary arc, listing as his clients 
names I know only from history 
books. Who was I to doubt him when 
he said his kids would surely go to Ivy 
League schools, given his connections? 
Don't most of us suspect the world 
works this way, at least in part? 

He waded into politics, finger-trac-
ing connecting webs on his pull-down 
tray and mine, moving our plastic 
cups and napkins and emptied peanut 
packets like chess pieces to anchor 
each his points: the deep links be-
tween wars and energy resources and 

TOBIAS 
GLOBAL BUSINESS  

CONSULTANT  
DEAL FACILITATOR & PROBLEM SOLVER 

pharmaceutical industries and business 
conglomerates ... a world of spooky 
interlocking tidiness that he brought 
into focus with a hacker's clarity. As 
he spoke, I could feel my internal 
BS barometer swinging from zero to 
180 and back. Fluoride conspiracy: no 
way. Monsanto's evils: oh, yeah, I'm a 
believer. 9/11 as an inside job? Nope. 
Deep sea treasure as one of our great-
est untapped sources of wealth? Uh, 
seriously? But Tobias's overall claim 
that most of us don't know how much 
we don't know about the gears that 
really move the world? Well ... he had 
me on that one. 

Mark Twain said, "It ain't what 
you know that gets you in trouble, it's 
what you know for sure that just ain't 
so." At the end of the flight, Tobias 
left me with a firm handshake, but I 
couldn't shake the sense of having lost 
my bearings. What evidence do I have 
for some of my deepest beliefs? Does 
the world tip mostly in favor of the 
wealthy? Check the morning paper. 
Did I Google him, when I got off the 
plane? You bet. I found a photo of him 
holding up a giant gold ingot. Is his 
business card still tucked into my wal-
let? What do you think? 

More at Currents.lUSB.edu 
Hear the original WVPE broadcast of 
this and other essays by IU South Bend 
students and faculty. 
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Contributors  
Terry L. Allison, our chancellor, is the 
author of CSU Haiku and several works 
of lit crit. He is a walker, bicycle rider, 
and quite amateur naturalist. 

Krista Bailey is the assistant director of 
IU South Bend's Center for a Sustain-
able Future. She collaborates with can1-
pus and community, and researches and 
writes on sustainable food systems. 

Laurent Ballesta is a French marine 
biologist and explorer, a Palme d'Or win-
ner at the World Festival of Underwater 
Pictures, and advocate for the world's 
oceanic heritage. 

Anne Brown is a mathematician inter-
ested in how people learn mathematics. 
She enjoys digital photography and the 
use of visual methods in teaching. 

Peter Bushnell is a marine biologist 
landlocked in Indiana. He has been a 
shark hugger since the early eighties 
and has the scars to prove it. 

Sarah Duis is an IU South Bend senior, 
the editor of the campus newspaper, and 
a graduate of USA TODAY's collegiate 
correspondent program. 

Elizabeth E. Dunn is a historian and 
the dean of the College. She believes in 
the dignity of individual choice and the 
power of collective action. 

Linda M. Fritschner is a professor 
emerita of sociology and member of the 
CLAS Advisory Board. She often visits 
Antarctica, the subject of her recent 
watercolor and acrylic paintings. 

Patrick J. Furlong is professor emeritus 
of history. Teaching from 1967 through 
2013, he is the longest-serving faculty 
member at IU South Bend. 

David James teaches writing, is the 
assistant editor of Wolfson Press, 
and a folk musician/activist. 

Heather S. Jones teaches French, Span-
ish, and sometimes Arabic, and often 
travels to places where those languages 

are spoken. Her research interests in-
clude post-colonial literature. 

Neovi M. Karakatsanis, professor of 
political science, studies European 
politics, especially Greece. She recently 
returned from a sabbatical there, where 
she struggled for (and with) water. 

Mike F. Keen directs the Center for a 
Sustainable Future and appears on Mi-
chiana's PBS station, WNIT Channel 34. 

David Dodd Lee has published eight 
books of his poetry and fiction. His new 
poetry book is entitled Animalities, a 
term he lifted from Michel Foucault. 

April Lidinsky is a small, omnivorous 
reader, writer, and activist with a black 
belt in Taekwondo. She directs the 
Women's and Gender Studies program. 

Daniele Louis is French born and 
inexplicably fascinated with American 
culture. She graduated from IU South 
Bend as a Master of Liberal Studies. 

Sara J. Lowe is a gardener, Center for a 
Sustainable Future Fellow, and soon a 
Master of Liberal Studies graduate. Civil 
rights, South Bend, and food security 
motivate her activism. 

Jennifer A. Pace, an alumna, is now a 
PhD sociology student at the University 
of Colorado Boulder, studying family, 
gender, race, class, and culture. 

Catherine Page-Vanore, administra-
tive assistant to the associate deans at 
CLAS, knits, writes grants, and plays 
the trumpet. She is an odd duck with 
an urge to quack. 

Kelcey Parker envisions herself as an 
architect of stories. Her second book, 
Liliane's Balcony, is a novella set at 
Fallingwater, Frank Lloyd Wright's 
architectural wonder. 

Christina Pierce, a descendent of inter-
national vagabonds, is an IU South Bend 
graduate exploring the wilderness of 
Korea and East Asia, learning new 

languages, and teaching English as a 
foreign language. 

Peter Ringenberg plies his craft in 
South Bend, operating a studio that 
focuses on commercial, lifestyle, and 
portrait photography. 

Gabrielle Robinson moved from an 
interest in modern drama to popular 
culture and, recently, local history and 
biography. The Reluctant Nazi is her 
new venture into memoir writing. 

Lee Scott-Green uses her calming voice 
and her poetry to ease those who come 
to her restorative yoga classes. She is an 
executive secretary for Academic Affairs. 

Michael Snyder, a recent IU South Bend 
Master of Liberal Studies graduate, 
teaches voice, English as a new language, 
sometimes travels, writes, records radio 
commentaries, and croons tunes. 

Jim Thompson is a Michigan photogra-
pher who still makes silver prints with 
film he processes in a wet darkroom. 

Rebecca Torstrick is a cultural anthro-
pologist who explores identity politics 
and community-building in the Middle 
East and at home. 

Mary Anna C. Violi is a teacher, admin-
istrator, blogger, parent, foodie, animal 
lover, and sometimes-vegan, but maybe 
not in that order everyday. 

Lesley Walker is an author and a profes-
sor of French, pioneering the latest 
technology to include students from 
multiple IU campuses. Her wagon train 
reached California before the first snow. 

Megan Waugh, a 2011 bachelor's 
degree graduate of IU South Bend, is 
interested in the sociology and anthro-
pology of Facebook participants, and 
underwater archeology. 

Lisa Fetheringill Zwicker teaches Ger-
man history, gender studies, writes about 
the fin-de-siecle "New Woman," and is 
raising three young boys. 



,,, ' _c _o_L_L_E_G_E_OF LIBERAL Non-Profit'I' _ARTS AND SCIENCES Organization 
INDIANA U IVERSITY 
SOUTH BEND U.S. Postage 

PAID1700 Mishawaka Avenue 
South Bend, INP.O. Box 7111 
Permit No. 540 South Bend, IN 46634-7111 

Blue Bounty by Harold Zisla 
The family of Eileen and Harvey Bender generously donated fourteenCheck clas.iusb.edu paintings to the College. The collection includes portraits and abstracts that 

characterize the breadth of the work of the artist who created them, retired 
often for new events. faculty member Harold Zisla. You are welcome to view the entire collection 

in the dean's office suite area on the Bridge of Wiekamp Hall. 

http:clas.iusb.edu
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