
C
O

L
O

P
H

O
N

T
H

E
P

E
O

P
LE

 W
H

O
 M

A
K

E
 T

H
IS

 H
A

P
P

E
N

.
P A G E16

T
h

e
 B

e
n

n
in

g
to

n
 

W
ritin

g
 S

e
m

in
a

rs

W
inter 2005

V
olum

e 9, N
um

ber 1

A
n

d
re

a
 G

ra
h

a
m

E
D

IT
O

R

<
a

g
ra

h
a

m
@

n
e

jm
.o

rg
>

A
n

d
y D

e
h

n
a

rt
D

E
S

IG
N

E
R

<
a

n
d

yd
e

h
n

a
rt.co

m
>

R
o

b
 P

h
e

lp
s

C
O

P
Y

E
D

IT
O

R

M
e

g
 K

e
lly V

o
rm

C
L

A
S

S
N

O
T

E
S

E
D

IT
O

R

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
4

E
liza

b
e

th
 G

a
tti <

e
liza

b
e

th
_

g
a

tti@
h

o
tm

a
il.co

m
>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

4
Je

a
n

n
ie

 K
im

 <
b

e
a

n
g

re
e

n
@

e
a

rth
lin

k.n
e

t>
C

a
th

e
rin

e
 T

u
rn

e
r <

ca
th

e
rin

e
a

tu
rn

e
r@

h
o

tm
a

il.co
m

>

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
3

B
a

rb
a

ra
 B

ro
o

ks <
b

ro
o

ks@
sch

o
o

lstre
e

tp
a

rtn
e

rs.co
m

>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

3
M

e
g

 K
e

lly V
o

rm
 <

sisyp
h

u
sw

in
s@

ju
n

o
.co

m
>

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
2

A
llyso

n
 S

a
la

za
r <

a
llyso

n
@

3
0

b
e

n
d

e
r.o

rg
>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

2
T

o
m

 S
ch

a
b

a
ru

m
 <

to
m

s@
m

in
d

o
p

e
ra

.co
m

>

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
1

K
risti G

e
d

e
o

n
 <

kg
e

d
e

o
n

@
a

u
stin

.rr.co
m

>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

1
B

re
n

d
a

 C
h

a
n

d
le

r <
b

tu
b

b
yc@

a
o

l.co
m

>
D

e
b

b
ie

 D
a

n
ie

lp
o

u
r C

h
a

p
e

l <ddchapel@
post.harvard.edu>

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
0

C
a

th
e

rin
e

 P
a

rn
e

ll <
ca

tp
a

rn
e

ll@
rcn

.co
m

>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

0
E

rica
 L

e
to

u
rn

e
a

u
 <

e
le

to
u

rn
@

co
m

ca
st.n

e
t>

J
U

N
E

1
9

9
9

S
u

sa
n

 M
cH

e
n

ry <
su

sa
n

m
ch

e
n

ry@
e

a
rth

lin
k.n

e
t>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
1

9
9

9
E

la
in

e
 W

a
lte

rs M
cF

e
rro

n
 <

E
W

M
C

F
@

a
o

l.co
m

>

J
U

N
E

1
9

9
8

S
lo

a
n

e
 M

ille
r <

slo
a

n
e

1
3

@
ya

h
o

o
.co

m
>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
1

9
9

8
C

a
ro

l G
re

e
n

h
o

u
se

 <
ca

tm
ila

n
@

a
o

l.co
m

>

J
U

N
E

1
9

9
7

Jill Jo
rg

e
n

se
n

 <
jjjo

rg
e

n
se

n
1

@
m

sn
.co

m
>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
1

9
9

7
N

ikki M
a

cd
o

n
a

ld
 

<
n

cm
a

c@
a

o
l.co

m
>

J
U

N
E

1
9

9
6

D
o

n
 F

re
a

s <
d

o
n

fre
a

s@
co

m
ca

st.n
e

t>
R

a
ch

a
e

l T
e

cza
 <rte

cza
1

0
2

8
@

a
o

l.co
m

>

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
1

9
9

6
V

icto
ria

 C
la

u
si <

victo
ria

cla
u

si@
co

m
ca

st.n
e

t>

C
L

A
S

S
A

G
E

N
T

S

T
H

E
B

E
N

N
IN

G
T

O
N

W
R

IT
IN

G
S

E
M

IN
A

R
S

A
LU

M
N

I
N

E
W

S
M

A
G

A
Z

IN
E

f
a

r
 

s
i

d
e

 
o

f
 

t
h

e

V
O

R
T

E
X

W
I

N
T

E
R

2
0

0
4

the pursuit of
happiness

W
I

N
T

E
R

2
0

0
4

10th anniversary T
-

S
hirts are still available

A
ll sizes—

F
rom

 m
edium

 to xxx large
A

ll colors—
yellow

, teal, raspberry, and
baby blue (blue only in xxx large) 

A
 

close-up 
look 

at 
the 

detail 
of 

the
design (w

hich, incidentally, w
as created by

B
e

n
n

in
g

to
n

 
sta

ffe
r 

a
n

d
 

g
ra

d
u

a
te

 
Je

n
W

hite) of the front is show
n here; the back

show
s a stack of suitcases.

P
rice: $16.00 per shirt, w

hich includes
shipping and all the handling you’d w

ant.
S

end 
your nam

e, 
address, 

phone
num

ber, 
e.m

ail 
address 

along 
w

ith
your desired shirt size(s), color(s), 

and
quantity

along w
ith a check

payable to
B

ennington C
ollege

to V
ictoria C

lausi,
4

0
2

5
 

C
lo

ve
rcro

ft 
R

o
a

d
, 

F
ra

n
klin

, 
T

N
37067. 

D
onning the fabulous t-shirt is Johnathon

C
hristopher C

lausi, grandson of Victoria C
lausi.
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u
rsu
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f

h
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p
in

ess

H
O

W
 

B
E

N
N

I
N

G
T

O
N

F
O

R
C

E
D

 
M

E
 

O
U

T
O

F
 

H
I

B
E

R
N

A
T

I
O

N
>

>
p

a
g

e
 7

C
L

A
S

S
 

A
G

E
N

T
D

I
L

E
M

M
A

S
>

>
p

a
g

e
 1

5

A
N

N
I

V
E

R
S

A
R

Y
P

H
O

T
O

S
>

>
p

a
g

e
s 8

 a
n

d
 9

C
L

A
S

S
 

N
O

T
E

S
>

>
b

e
g

in
 o

n
 p

a
g

e
 4

D
I

A
R

Y
 

O
F

 
A

 
F

I
R

S
T

-
T

I
M

E
 

T
E

A
C

H
E

R
>

>
p

a
g

e
 5

S
E

M
I

N
A

R
S

 
S

U
R

V
E

Y
R

E
S

U
L

T
S

>
>

p
a

g
e

 3

C
L

A
S

S
 

N
O

T
E

S
>

>
b

e
g

in
 o

n
 p

a
g

e
 4

A
N

N
I

V
E

R
S

A
R

Y
P

H
O

T
O

S
>

>
p

a
g

e
s 8

 a
n

d
 9

C
L

A
S

S
 

A
G

E
N

T
D

I
L

E
M

M
A

S
>

>
p

a
g

e
 1

5

D
I

A
R

Y
 

O
F

 
A

 
F

I
R

S
T

-
T

I
M

E
 

T
E

A
C

H
E

R
>

>
p

a
g

e
 5

H
O

W
 

B
E

N
N

I
N

G
T

O
N

F
O

R
C

E
D

 
M

E
 

O
U

T
O

F
 

H
I

B
E

R
N

A
T

I
O

N
>

>
p

a
g

e
 7

S
E

M
I

N
A

R
S

 
S

U
R

V
E

Y
R

E
S

U
L

T
S

>
>

p
a

g
e

 3

P
hoto by C

arole M
erritt (January 1996).
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W
inter greetings!

T
hat June 2004 residency is still res-

onating, as I w
rite this in m

id-N
ovem

ber
2004. It w

as fantastic to see so m
any of

yo
u

 
th

e
re

 
ce

le
b

ra
tin

g
 

th
e

 
W

ritin
g

S
em

inars’ first 10 years. T
hanks, again, to

all of you w
ho gave so m

uch of your tim
e

and energy to m
ake the bash a success. 

A
nd thanks to those of you w

ho con-
tributed to the new

ly-established Liam
R

ector 
S

cholarship 
F

und. 
B

ecause 
of

your generous contributions, there is now
w

ell over $11, 000 in that fund, m
onies

Liam
 has designated for scholarships in

all three genres. W
e are deeply grateful

for your continued support of this fund
and other W

riting-S
em

inars’ funds and
program

s, too. 
W

e learned a lot about your interests
through our research project, as R

obin
N

eidorf has outlined in her article in this
issue of the V

ortex. O
ne thing w

e learned
is that connecting to other W

S
 alum

ni is
a high priority for m

ost of you, and this
V

ortex in your hands is one opportunity
to 

connect 
that 

loads 
of 

you 
rely 

on.
M

any, m
any thanks to our V

ortex editor,
A

ndrea 
G

raham
, 

and 
layout 

designer,
A

ndy D
ehnart, as w

ell as all the other
super volunteer staff (class agents, con-
tributing w

riters, proof readers, etc..) for
the incredible job they’ve done to bring
us all together around another fantastic
issue. T

hanks, too, to all of you for send-
ing in your new

s! G
reat to read it. 

A
nother w

ay for us to keep in touch
w

ith one another is by becom
ing active in

the 
B

ennington 
C

ollective, 
an 

on-line
w

orkshop 
that 

is 
alum

ni-founded 
and

run. F
or m

ore inform
ation about the col

-
le

ctive
, 

co
n

ta
ct 

a
lu

m
 

W
illia

m
 

M
a

le
s,

w
hose em

ail is m
ales@

vidablick.pp.se 
In O

ctober, I attended B
ennington’s

A
nnual A

lum
ni/F

am
ily W

eekend. W
hile

F
R

O
M

T
H

E
E

D
I

T
O

R

T
his issue of T

he V
ortex

is dedicated
to the pursuit of happiness —

 and the sac-
rifice, the courage, the perseverance it
dem

ands, the endurance through the per-
versity, the grappling and grasping (and
tugging and fits and starts and falling
apart and recovering and finding yourself
m

aybe at the very bottom
, if only to begin

to 
pull 

yourself 
back 

together). 
T

hose
dam

n proverbial bootstraps.
W

hat does this issue contain? C
lass

notes of epic quantity. 
In this issue is a taste of w

hat I have
seen in our fellow

 alum
ni: the brave and

feisty 
and 

generous 
souls 

w
ho 

love 
to

teach, giving up free tim
e or (gasp) ade-

quate salaries; day jobs abandoned so that
books m

ay be w
ritten; free tim

e aban-
doned so that literary publications m

ay be
suitably orchestrated; all of it in the nam

e
of som

e good old-fashioned happiness.
A

nd that very pursuit unsettles the
stasis, the stale atm

osphere surrounding
us, forcing us to dodge disasters, the ric-
ochets and reverberations, like that aw

ful
tree branch that fell on B

ill P
ierce’s just-

repaired 
roof, 

like 
loneliness 

and 
near

poverty and doubts. 
I’m

 
re

m
in

d
e

d
 

o
f 

In
d

ia
n

a
 

Jo
n

e
s’

le
a

p
s 

a
n

d
 

b
o

u
n

d
s 

th
ro

u
g

h
 

b
o

o
b

y-
trapped caves, in his search for treasures
and love, and I’m

 jealous of that antique,
d

isco
lo

re
d

 
m

a
p

 
h

e
 

ca
rrie

d
, 

d
ire

ctin
g

him
, that red line traveling across the

scre
e

n
, 

m
a

rkin
g

 
p

ro
g

re
ss, 

th
a

t 
th

ick
black 

X
 

of 
destination 

alw
ays 

visible,
alw

ays prom
ising loot of unim

aginable
proportion. 

S
o here is to keeping our eyes on the

prize, no m
atter how

 elusive, dynam
ic,

distant or devious the treasure m
ay be.

—
andrea graham

I w
as there, C

illa and I m
et w

ith P
aige

B
artels, 

the 
A

ssistant 
V

P
 

of 
E

xternal
R

e
la

tio
n

s 
a

n
d

 
G

re
tch

e
n

 
D

w
ye

r, 
th

e
D

irector of D
evelopm

ent. T
hey told us

about the E
xternal R

elations O
ffice’s plan

to
 

e
xp

a
n

d
 

th
e

 
a

lu
m

n
i 

se
ctio

n
 

o
f

B
ennington’s w

ebsite.
A

m
ong services the college hopes to

m
ake available to alum

ni (som
e perhaps

as early as M
arch ’05), is an on-line direc-

tory, 
passw

ord-protected 
and 

available
only 

to 
alum

ni 
of 

B
ennington 

C
ollege.

A
lum

ni w
ill be able to create and update

individual profiles of their personal infor
-

m
ation and search the directory for infor

-
m

ation about one another. 
I 

e
n

co
u

ra
g

e
 

yo
u

 
a

ll 
to

 
visit 

th
e

B
ennington 

w
ebsite 

at 
w

w
w

.benning
-

ton.edu and often, w
here you’ll find lots

of alum
ni new

s and lots of other new
s

about the college. B
y the w

ay, you can
subm

it new
s of your ow

n to be posted—
just follow

 the links and directions on the
alum

ni pages. 
P

lease com
e by a residency som

etim
e

for lectures or readings, or just to say
hello. W

e’ll continue to em
ail you resi-

dency new
s through of-interest m

ailings,
Liam

’s letters, and residency schedules,
so com

e see us one January or June. Y
ou

are alw
ays w

elcom
e. 

I hope to see m
any of you at the A

W
P

annual conference in V
ancouver, M

arch
30-A

pril 2, 2005. Y
ou’ll find details at

http://aw
pw

riter.org/conference/2005a
w

pconf.htm
 

T
hat’s 

it 
this 

go 
‘round—

except 
to

rem
ind you, again, to keep (paraphrasing

E
liot) disturbing that dust: read, w

rite,
talk to one another. T

alk to m
e! Let m

e
know

 
w

hat 
you’re 

doing 
out 

there. 
I

prom
ise you’ll be hearing from

 m
e. 

A
s ever,

—
V

ictoria

F
R

O
M

T
H

E
A

L
U

M
N

I
L

I
A

S
O

N

U
pon exiting B

ennington W
riting S

em
inars w

e all becom
e

one of four things: pregnant, divorced/m
arried, teach

-
ers, or w

riters. S
om

e of the lucky ones get a com
bination

plate.In addition to these four m
ain divisions, there are subtle

and im
portant subdivisions that further illustrate w

ho w
e’ve

b
e

co
m

e
 

a
s 

m
o

th
e

rs/fa
th

e
rs, 

w
rite

rs, 
te

a
ch

e
rs, 

o
r

new
lyw

eds/divorcees. S
om

e people quilt. O
thers devote them

-
selves to the protection of B

ard ow
ls. T

here are those w
ho study

every 
book 

ever 
w

ritten 
by 

O
rw

ell 
and 

decide 
to 

cultivate
aspidistra. O

ne or tw
o of us spend too m

any hours m
aking w

eb-
sites devoted entirely to our babies—

 com
plete w

ith hourly
updates 

and 
inform

ation 
only 

a 
w

ell-inform
ed 

pediatrician
should know

. A
 few

 chew
 through lovers like frozen S

nickers
and w

ear underw
ear only w

hen it’s certain to be ripped off.
A

s a class agent, it’s im
portant for m

e to procure this infor-
m

ation. It’s vital to the continuation of the vortextual pull that
all of us, even those of us m

ost distant from
 the center, feel.

T
here are those of us w

ho read T
he V

ortex
only to see w

ho’s
publishing, so w

e m
ay, depending on w

ho w
e are, w

ish them
w

ell or add them
 to the list of kibosh voodoo dolls to assem

ble.
O

thers read T
he V

ortex
because they’re genuinely interested in

w
hat their fellow

 classm
ates are up to. T

hey recall a classm
ate’s

longing for com
panionship and sm

ile upon reading that this
person has adopted a dog. O

thers m
ight let out a sigh of relief

w
hen that w

om
an w

ho too often stum
bled hom

e from
 T

he
C

ave, shoeless and puking cheap snacks, finally settles dow
n

and adopts a baby from
 N

ew
 G

uinea. M
aybe w

e’re thrilled to
see published a few

 lines w
e’ve w

ritten. M
aybe those few

 lines
are the only things w

e’ve w
ritten since w

e left the program
. B

ut
I digress.

M
y point is, as C

lass A
gent for June 2002, it is alw

ays a
nim

ble trick to get m
y classm

ates to w
rite anything about them

-
selves. T

here’s alw
ays the requisite 5 or 6 w

ho’ll do anything
you ask them

 to, but w
hat keeps m

e up at night are the lost
lam

bs w
ho’ve disappeared into the tangled countryside. W

here
are you B

ill? Jenny? A
bby? M

ike? F
ilom

ena? R
ebecca (all of

you)? D
ianna? Lane? S

usan? H
elen? Louise? A

ll, all, all of you
hiding out there? Is it that you’re hum

ble? O
r perhaps too busy

w
riting? C

onsum
ed by a rigorous schedule of therapy? M

aybe

P A G E

T
he V

ortextual D
ilem

m
a of a C

lass A
gent

15
BY

A
L

L
Y

S
O

N
S

A
L

A
Z

A
R

you’ve m
oved and haven’t left a forw

arding address.
E

ach tim
e the call com

es for class notes, I attem
pt to craft a

w
itty, brief, em

ail im
ploring m

y class for their notes. T
his tim

e
around, in an effort to open up those uncom

m
unicative class-

m
ates w

ho usually ignore m
y pleas, I sent a survey asking them

m
erely to click yes/no or fill in one-w

ord answ
ers. H

ere’s w
hat

it looked like:

A
nd still, only 6 people responded. S

o for the other tw
enty

or so of you out there living rich, lush lives or hunkering in
squalor w

ithout the luxury of a com
puter, tell m

e how
 I can

reach you. I long to fulfill m
y duties as your C

lass A
gent. If it’s

not a quippy survey or a short em
ail, then perhaps you w

ant
som

ething handw
ritten? A

 phone call? A
 note atop a box of

chocolate chip cookies over-nighted to you by F
edE

x? I’ll do
w

hatever it takes because on that w
arm

 day in June, in that sti-
fling barn w

hen you all (w
ell, not all of you but enough of you to

count) raised your hot hands into the air as a show
 of support

and voted m
e—

 m
e of all of the 33 of us w

ho perhaps dream
ed

about landing this im
portant position—

 w
hen you said to m

e,
“A

llyson S
alazar, you w

ill be our class agent”, I vow
ed to honor-

ably and tirelessly serve you. 
A

nd so I’ll keep at it; hoping that m
aybe som

eday, som
e

day, the sm
all corner of T

he V
ortex

that’s devoted to June
2002’s graduating class w

ill be filled w
ith love, notes, and sto-

ries from
 each of the 33 of us. 

<
 

A
llyson S

alazar graduated in the class of June 2002.

S
U

R
V

E
Y

(for those types not inclined to say anything
about them

selves ever)

I am
 sleeping: w

ell ___ not at all ____ right now
___

a m
inim

um
 of 8 hours ____

2. I have ______ pets. N
am

es/B
reeds (optional)  

__________________________________ 
3. I just finished reading: 

_________________________________ by ______________ 
and loved/hated (circle one) it. 

4. I have been: healthy____  sick____ 
5. I last cut m

y toenails on: (date)_________________ 
6. If I had to label m

yself as a type of tree, I’d
probably be a: (circle one) 

sugar m
aple 

shag bark   
oak

beech
peony bush 

R
eadings: John M

ay
John M

ay and M
argaret D

esjardins at the M
ount

A
uburn C

em
etery in F

all 2004. John w
as reading from

his novel Poe &
 F

anny, w
hich w

as recently published
by A

lgonquin Press. O
ther B

ennington A
lum

ni spotted
at the reading include R

andi 
Triant, D

eb C
hapel,

C
aroline H

eller and B
renda Tubby C

handler. 
P

hoto by B
ruce M

ount.

T
he C

om
m

ons in a quiet m
om

ent. P
hoto by C

arole M
erritt (January 1996).



T
he B

ennington W
riting S

em
inars, in its 10th anniversary

year, can claim
 its w

ork to date a success. A
nd w

e have the
data to prove it.

T
he success of any M

F
A

 program
 is a difficult thing to quan-

tify. O
ne kind of success is publication (yeah, don’t rem

ind
m

e…
). In fact, the im

petus for the entire research project, w
hich

culm
inated in a presentation of results at the June 2004 resi-

dency and alum
ni reunion, w

as to assem
ble a com

prehensive list
of alum

ni publications in honor of the program
’s 10th year. B

ut
success, particularly creative success, goes m

uch deeper than
publication credits. T

hat w
as the real story that the S

em
inars

had to capture and tell for its 10th anniversary.
I earn m

y living as a consultant, doing research and com
-

m
unications w

ork, and coaching clients to think m
ore creative

-
ly about how

 to incorporate research into
their w

ork. A
n instinct that helps to keep m

e
in business is this: A

lw
ays up-sell. B

ut I for-
got to turn off this instinct w

hen faced w
ith

a volunteer situation!
Liam

 asked for a list of alum
ni publica

-
tions. 

I 
up-sold 

him
 

to 
a 

com
prehensive

research project, covering reasons for apply-
ing to the program

, experiences w
hile in it,

w
ants and needs as alum

ni, and w
illingness

to m
ake financial gifts. F

or w
eeks in the sum

m
er and fall of

2002, V
ictoria and I w

orked on a survey design that w
ould cap-

ture the kinds of inform
ation w

e w
anted – nuanced, textured,

beyond-the-stats kind of inform
ation. T

hen w
e w

orked w
ith a

devoted team
 of 10 researchers to conduct phone interview

s,
w

hich allow
ed for m

ore accurate and inform
ative results. T

he
volunteers com

pleted 163 interview
s by phone, and another 43

alum
ni com

pleted the survey electronically, resulting in a final
data pool of 206 respondents – approxim

ately tw
o-thirds of

those w
ho graduated from

 the program
 betw

een January 1996
and January 2003.

O
ver the course of conducting the interview

s and analyzing
the resulting data, w

e learned a lot of key inform
ation that w

ill
m

ake a difference in how
 B

ennington approaches the increas-
ingly com

petitive m
arketplace for students. In the early years of

the 
program

 
(gauged 

by 
respondents 

w
ho 

had 
graduated

betw
een January 1996 and January 1998), 47 percent of the

respondents had applied only to the S
em

inars; later graduates,
on the other hand, w

ere m
uch m

ore likely to have applied to
other program

s – data w
hich reflects the explosion of low

-resi-
dency program

s in the late 1990’s (58%
 of graduates from

 June
1998 

through 
January 

2001 
and 

70%
 

from
 

January 
2002

through January 2003 applied to other program
s). 

O
ne of the interesting points of com

parison to em
erge

through review
ing the data is the variations in m

otivation and
experience by alum

ni in different genres. F
or instance, in m

ak-

ing the decision to apply to the S
em

inars, nonfiction alum
ni

w
ere less influenced by the B

ennington nam
e than alum

ni in
poetry and fiction; poetry alum

ni w
ere m

ore influenced by
associate faculty than alum

ni in fiction and nonfiction. A
t the

sam
e tim

e, respondents as a w
hole reported that the core facul-

ty and the low
-residency form

at w
ere im

portant factors for
them

.W
e asked respondents to rate, on a five-point scale, how

w
ell certain elem

ents of the program
 m

et their needs and
expectations. T

he low
-residency form

at, cited by m
any as a key

reason for considering B
ennington in the first place, earned the

highest average score for alum
ni satisfaction – 4.56 on a 5-

point scale. R
espondents reported the least satisfaction (aver-

age of 2.7) on the financial com
m

itm
ent involved in attending

the program
 and the availability of scholar-

ships. 
S

ince 
graduation, 

respondents 
report

active netw
orking w

ith other alum
ni, stu

-
dents 

and 
faculty 

(82 
percent) 

and 
read-

ing/subm
itting to T

he V
ortex (77 percent).

O
ver one-third (37 percent) have attended

an alum
ni retreat, and over half (60 percent)

have m
ade a financial contribution to the

program
 or the college. 

A
h, yes: financial contributions! A

 key area for any program
to understand, vis-à-vis the attitudes and priorities of its alum

-
ni! R

espondents let us know
 that they are w

illing to give to the
S

em
inars, particularly for scholarships (72 percent). T

he m
ost

im
portant factors that influence our choices to give are person

-
al connection to an organization (68 percent) and the ongoing
quality of the organization (70 percent).

F
inally, w

e concluded our interview
s w

ith a series of ques-
tions designed to capture the softer side of success for the pro-
gram

. H
ow

 had the S
em

inars m
ade a difference in the lives and

w
ork of its alum

ni? T
he responses w

e received for these ques-
tions truly speak for them

selves; alum
ni report that the invest

-
m

ent and sacrifices inherent in com
pleting the program

 have
been a positive factor in m

any facets of their lives [see box]. 
T

aking the tim
e to look back on the past and reflect on both

success and areas for im
provem

ent is the m
ark of a healthy

organization. It’s been a real personal and professional pleasure
to 

have 
the 

opportunity 
to 

do 
this 

w
ork 

w
ith 

and 
for 

the
B

ennington W
riting S

em
inars. I invite all m

y fellow
 alum

ni to
find w

ays to share their creative and professional talents w
ith

the program
 of w

hich w
e are still part. A

nd I invite any data-
w

onks w
ho w

ant to delve m
ore deeply into our results to e-m

ail
m

e at robin@
electric-m

use.com
 for a copy of the sum

m
ary

report (P
D

F
).

<
 

R
obin N

eidorf
graduated in nonfiction from

 the B
ennington W

riting S
em

inars w
ith

the first class in January 1996. S
he lives in M

inneapolis, w
here she earns a living as a

research and com
m

unications consultant.

4.63
M

y participation in
the progr

am
 has

im
proved m

y 
w

riting.

4.53
T

he tim
e and m

oney
invested in m

y M
F

A
have m

ade a positive
difference in m

y life.

4.4
M

y participation in the
program

 has deepend
-

ed m
y connection to

the “life of letters.”

4.4
M

y M
FA

has advanced
m

y creative life.

3.46
...m

y professional
career.

W
here do B

ennington M
F

A
 graduates go w

hen they fin-
ish 

the 
S

em
inars? 

T
o 

the 
V

erm
ont 

S
tudio 

C
enter

(V
S

C
), it seem

s. I am
 in m

y second residency here, and
am

 one of three B
ennington W

riting S
em

inars graduates here—
the sam

e num
ber as m

y last visit. B
ob S

hacochis and A
lice

M
attison are the visiting w

riters this m
onth, and som

e days I
think w

e m
ight as w

ell just annex the place. 
W

e are, how
ever, m

ore than a hundred m
iles north of

B
ennington, in the “N

ortheast K
ingdom

,” not far from
 the

C
anadian border. Johnson w

as once a struggling m
ill tow

n and
now

 m
uch of its dow

ntow
n is ow

ned by the V
S

C
. T

he V
S

C
’s thir-

ty buildings include a form
er church, a firehouse, a lecture hall,

and the m
ain building, w

hich is a big red m
ill on the banks of

the G
ihon R

iver. M
y room

 is in the attic of an old house, and
though it’s sm

all, I have a desk in here that’s as big as a door.
T

he V
S

C
 is the largest artists’ colony in the country, w

ith
about seventy-five residents every m

onth. T
he m

ajority is from
surrounding states, but the V

S
C

 has also w
on grants to bring

A
sian, A

frican, Latin A
m

erican, and E
uropean artists to w

ork in
backw

oods V
erm

ont. M
y next-door neighbor is a painter from

S
hanghai. H

er first experience of the U
nited S

tates w
as the V

S
C

in the throes of both H
allow

een and the presidential election,
and I w

as unable to explain either of these events to her. O
ther

residents are visual arts M
F

A
 students from

 Johnson S
tate

C
ollege, w

hich sits above us on a hill. It offers us a good library,
a gym

, and the tow
n’s only cell signal, w

hich com
es in across a

high ridge w
here parked cars cluster, their drivers calling long

distance. O
ther people here look like residents only because

they once w
ere. T

hey are the oom
pa-loom

pas of the V
S

C
 w

ho
w

ork staff jobs in exchange for studios, food, and a tiny stipend
(it’s a m

inim
um

 one-year com
m

itm
ent).

T
he “M

ason W
riter’s H

ouse” has a sm
all library and confer-

ence room
 on the first floor, w

here B
ob and A

lice each gave a
“craft talk.” T

here are no w
orkshops here, just these talks and

optional conferences w
ith the visiting w

riters, w
ho w

ill read your
w

ork beforehand if you m
ail it in tim

e. T
he presence of visiting

w
riters and artists som

etim
es gives this colony m

ore of the feel
of a school than a retreat, and attracts a relatively young group
of residents, a few

 of them
 still undergrads or just out of college.

Last night I learned a secret about the food here. A
 resident

said that he had heard M
ark, the chef, say that he has noticed

that couples start getting together about ten days to tw
o w

eeks
into a residency. A

round that tim
e, he confessed, he gets a kick

out of loading our food w
ith garlic to put a dam

per on the
rom

ance. T
he entrée that (eleventh) night w

as a spicy eggplant
stew

, and everyone at m
y table had a big plate of it. I looked dow

n
into the stew

 and saw
 that it w

as lum
py w

ith shiny w
hite garlic

cloves by the handful. M
ark is on his second m

arriage and m
aybe

he has the right idea. T
here have been so m

any other good m
eals

here—
along w

ith giant rounds of goat cheese, hom
em

ade bread
and daily desserts—

that m
aybe I can forgive him

 that m
eal. 

T
he only real negative of the V

S
C

 is cost, and its built-in
hierarchy of contributing residents, partial fellow

ships/w
ork

exchange, and full fellow
ships. T

he four-w
eek price, w

hich only
contributing residents actually pay, is $3,500. A

 partial fellow
-

ship is a com
m

on aw
ard for w

riters because there is less fund-

ing for them
 than for visual artists. P

artial fellow
ships offer a

grant of up to half of the cost, and w
ork exchanges m

ean up to
10 hours a w

eek of m
enial jobs around the colony (or w

ork
cam

p?), in addition to paym
ent of the rem

ainder. T
he dish

-
w

ashers seem
 unhappiest about the arrangem

ent. 
T

he form
al w

riting residency program
 here is only in its sev

-
enth year, w

hile the colony has been running for tw
enty. T

here
are architect’s plans on the w

all for the V
S

C
’s new

 w
riting studios,

planned for next year, and it w
on’t be soon enough. T

he w
riting

studios, unlike the big, bright artists’ studios, are in a dank base-
m

ent. W
hen I first opened the door of m

y studio I w
as stung by

an icy w
aft of m

ildew
. Luckily I can w

ork in m
y room

 too.
In m

y first residency (at the M
illay C

olony) I did m
ore read

-
ing and research than w

riting new
 m

aterial. I w
as startled by the

free tim
e, and probably spent too m

uch of it on stars, poets, and
frogs. In m

y next residency, there w
as so m

uch w
ork that I’d

been w
aiting to do that I w

rote quite a few
 new

 pages, w
hich I am

still revising now
. M

y w
ork is going slow

er this tim
e, and I w

ish
there w

ere few
er distractions here. F

rom
 the resident lounge

beneath the red m
ill, w

here there is w
ireless Internet, a ping-

pong table, a piano, and cable T
V

, I w
atch the river run over the

rubble below
 the bridge just outside the m

ill. T
here is a photo

-
graph of the interior of the m

ill before it w
as converted in 1984.

It w
as stacked w

ith burlap sacks labeled “B
eacon F

eeds.” I sup-
pose the gristm

ill w
orkers w

orked full days, starting early in the
m

orning, over and over again. W
hy can’t I w

rite like that? 
S

till, I have had tim
es here w

hen I have w
ritten for m

ost of
the day. O

n those days the guilt of not w
orking that hangs over

so m
any days of this w

riting life lifts like a fog. T
he beauty of the

routine here is that everyone else is w
orking too, going off into

their lonely spaces w
ith the know

ledge that there w
ill be people

to talk to over dinner and bring them
 back. A

 few
 people bring

you too far back to the w
orld, but these com

petitive personali-
ties tend to find each other. T

he other types—
the frog and new

t
people, the geeks, the apologetic and unapologetic m

oody, the
sculptor from

 N
ew

 Y
ork w

hose vision of the w
eek w

as to m
old

a topographical m
ap of V

erm
ont out of solid m

aple syrup—
find

each other, if only for a m
onth. 

<
 

O
ona Patrick

finished her M
FA

in nonfiction in January 2001. S
he has been revising

her thesis ever since.

8
lin

ks

A
greem

ent w
ith the follow

ing statem
ents, w

here 1 =
 "you can't be serious" and 5 =

 "you read m
y m

ind"
A

 positive influence

P A G E

M
easuring S

uccess:T
he S

em
inars in N

um
bers

3
BY

R
O

B
I

N
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T
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N
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M
P

LE
T
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O

G
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H
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V
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E
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O
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A
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O
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A

N
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 F
A

C
E

T
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O
F

 T
H

E
IR

 LIV
E

S
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”

BY
O

O
N

A
 

P
A

T
R

I
C

K

P A G E14
Letter from

 the V
erm

ont S
tudio C

enter

O
ona Patrick, from

 a photography project of w
riters sleeping in their 

studios, at the V
erm

ont S
tudio C

enter, N
ov. 2004. P

hoto by D
aniel Johnson.

T
he V

erm
ont S

tudio C
enter 

<
http://verm

ontstudiocenter
.org/>

international residencies
<

http://w
w

w
.resartis.org/guide/>

A
rtist in residence positions

<
http://w

ashingtonart.com
/beltw

ay/resid1.htm
l>

P
oets and W

riters
’s current listings

<
http://tinyurl.com

/6cvw
d>

 



R
A

D
I

A
N

T
N

O
T

E
S

D
IS

P
A

T
C

H
E

S
F

R
O

M
10 Y

E
A

R
S

O
F

C
LA

S
S

M
A

T
E

S
P A G E4

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
1

9
9

6
class agent V

ictoria C
lausi 

<victoriaclausi@
com

cast.net>

From
 the John Kerry presidential cam

paign trail,
<

W
E

N
D

Y
B

U
T

T
O

N
 

w
rites: “T

w
o w

eeks to
E

lection D
ay.

W
hat’s up in m

y w
orld? I have been in

N
H

, W
I, M

N
 and then O

H
 for the day. Just traveling

and doing our best to ‘overthrow
 the governm

ent.’
W

ho know
s w

hat the outcom
e w

ill be w
hen this is in

print —
 if w

e know
 by then. I’m

 w
riting for E

dw
ards—

looking 
forw

ard 
to 

N
ovem

ber 
3rd 

and 
staying

still.”
<

 
R

O
B

IN
N

E
ID

O
R

F
(our fearless alum

-
research-project leader) is keeping at her ow

n w
ork,

too. R
obin says: “I’m

 w
orking on the m

anuscript of
Teach B

eyond Your Reach: A
n instructor’s guide to

developing and running successful distance learning
classes, w

orkshops, training sessions and m
ore. The

publisher 
is 

Inform
ation 

Today 
books, 

tentatively
scheduling it for late 2005 publication. 

A
lso, I’m

m
aking progress on m

y interm
inable creative book

project—
finishing up a grant application that’

s due at
the end of the w

eek and probably applying for anoth
-

er grant w
ith a deadline of around January 1. It’

s
alw

ays helpful to have those deadlines; they force
m

e to be productive. 
Talia is now

 in first grade and
doing extrem

ely w
ell. S

he’s taking piano lessons and
gym

nastics. I’m
 figuring on either a m

usic or a sports
scholarship, because otherw

ise I don’t know
 how

w
e’re going to pay for college.” From

 the far N
E

, 
<

T
IM

W
O

O
T

E
N

sends the follow
ing: “O

h, how
I 

w
ish 

I 
could 

report 
som

ething 
m

ore 
than 

m
y

involvem
ent in trying to change the current regim

e in
W

ashington.
A

ll w
riting and literary projects have

been either halved or put on hold.
If, and this m

ay
sound alarm

ist or hysterical to som
e folks, the cur

-
rent rascals in C

ongress, the S
enate, and the W

hite
H

ouse are returned to pow
er w

e m
ay all have to

w
orry about not just the fate of art or the fate of

free speech but the fate of education and literacy
.

I
am

 not norm
ally an alarm

ist (I w
as certainly an

alarm
ist in the 60’s and 70’s) but I truly can do no art

or literature or advocacy for sam
e until after the

elections.
O

n the other hand, m
y stories and m

y
novel are being shopped. M

y love to A
ll.”

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

1
9

9
6

class agents D
on Freas and R

achael Tecza
<donfreas@

com
cast.net> <rtecza1028@

aol.com
>

<
C

R
IS

T
IN

A
D

E
L

S
E

S
T

O
w

rites that from
June through A

ugust, she curated an exhibition, “A
t

the A
nsonia H

otel: A
B

roadw
ay Landm

ark Turns 100,”
at the M

unicipal 
A

rt S
ociety on M

adison Avenue,
w

hich w
as m

entioned in Vanity Fair M
agazine

and in
the C

ity S
ection of The N

ew
 York T

im
es. The exhibi-

tion catalogue, w
hich she produced, is for sale at the

N
ew

-York H
istorical S

ociety and U
rban C

enter B
ooks

(at 
the 

M
unicipal 

A
rt 

S
ociety) 

w
w

w
.urbancenter-

books.com
. The project took three years and w

as a
collaboration betw

een C
ristina and photojournalist

Tom
 W

olff. S
he is now

 a resident of M
iam

i B
each and

has joined the M
iam

i D
esign Preservation League,

w
hich is devoted to preserving M

iam
i B

each and its
nationally 

designated 
20th 

century 
A

rchitectural
D

istrict. S
he is also contributing to the C

oral G
ables

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

1
9

9
7

class agent Jill Jorgensen
<jjjorgensen04@

m
sn.com

>

O
ur class and m

yself w
ent AW

O
L.

To m
em

orialize
this occasion I quote Jason S

hinder, “I had no idea
that in the m

iddle of m
y life/I w

ould becom
e used to

m
y ow

n absence.”
M

y nam
e has been changed from

Jill H
ill back to m

y real nam
e of Jill Jorgensen. If you

are in the class of June 97 please get in touch w
ith

m
e. Thanks all. 

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
1

9
9

8
class agent C

arol G
reenhouse

<catm
ilan@

aol.com
>

O
nce upon a tim

e said the storyteller
, savoring the

tale in m
em

ory
, there w

as a handful of idiot savants
bound together by a com

m
on history

. This is the lat-
est installm

ent in their story: 
A

fter a year of luxuri
-

ating in artist colonies and teaching creative w
riting

w
orkshops around the country, <

S
A

R
A

H
S

IL
-

B
E

R
T

reports she’s back on the tenure track at
Verm

ont 
Tech, teaching overloads, tottering under

adm
inistrative insanities, and not w

riting enough.
“M

y novel m
anuscript w

ill be in an agent’
s hands

before 2005, though, and thanks to alum
na D

estiny
Kinal for her invaluable edits.” 

The good w
ord from

<
C

H
R

IS
T

IN
E

K
R

A
V

E
T

Z
is that she contin

-
ues to w

rite poetry and w
as invited to read as a fea

-
tured local poet at the annual S

anta B
arbara B

ook
and A

uthor Festival, alongside a num
ber of her stu

-
dents from

 C
alifornia P

oets in the S
chools, w

here,
she says, she now

 teaches kindergarten through 12th
grade on any given day. “W

hen I’m
 not w

riting,
teaching or m

othering,” she adds, “I’m
 grand-m

oth
-

ering w
ith a vengeance.” S

he’s a grandm
other to six

children betw
een 4 m

onths and 8 years old. “A
t the

tim
e I graduated from

 B
ennington in non-fiction, I

could never have im
agined m

y life or w
ork w

ould
have taken such turns.” N

ot to be outdone, her hus
-

band has left his law
 practice and is studying to

becom
e 

a 
clinical 

psychologist. 
<

W
ILLIA

M
M

A
LE

S
reported in on his w

ay to a poetry reading
and release party. “M

y online S
w

edish poetry group,
a spin-off of the B

ennington C
ollective, has been

going alm
ost as long as the C

ollective and has pro-
duced its first anthology

,” he says. “I w
rite and read

irregularly but stubbornly and publish a lot m
ore now

after years of w
andering in the desert. O

ther m
em

-
bers of the C

ollective are also getting into print, hav
-

ing 
sustained 

each 
other 

through 
those 

desert
years.” 

“K
eeping 

in 
touch,” 

w
rites 

the 
eternally

enigm
atic <

B
O

B
 R

H
O

D
E

S
. “B

etter or w
orse.

To be or not. M
orning, still dark. H

ow
 now

, brow
n

cow
? W

riter. Illiteracy
. Program

. Japanese.” 
A

s for
m

e, <
C

A
R

O
L

G
R

E
E

N
H

O
U

S
E

, I’ve com
piled

the C
lass N

otes from
 an island in Thailand, w

here I
repaired for the fall w

ith dem
ented elderly m

other
and delightful toddler daughter because caretakers
here are affordable enough to allow

 m
e to w

rite. 
The

w
ork under construction is about how

 turning aw
ay

from
 the sacred for financial gain, safety and con

-

>
>

 co
n

tin
u

e
s o

n
 p

a
g

e
 6

contem
porary poets listing five to ten books that

w
ere “essential” to them

 as poets and w
riting com

-
m

ents about their lists. 
This book w

ill be out very
soon. It m

ay even be out now
, as you read this. I hope

it is and I hope you go to A
m

azon or som
ew

here and
buy it. I think it’

s a great book, over 750 books are
recom

m
ended by 81 different poets. 

The perfect hol-
iday gift for you or your loved one pursuing an M

F
A

in
poetry! <

S
A

R
IA

H
 D

O
R

B
IN

: “O
ne of m

y sto
-

ries earned an honorable m
ention and another w

as a
finalist on tw

o occasions in contests this year
. B

ut
w

hile 
m

y 
fiction 

seem
s 

condem
ned 

to 
alw

ays-a-
bridesm

aid status, I, m
yself, get to be a bride next

year. W
hee!” 

<
M

A
R

C
IA

 M
E

A
D

-LÉ
B

R
E

: “I
feel that I have been in the fast lane since gradua

-
tion. 

V
isited 

daughter 
N

athalie 
in 

C
am

bodia 
in

February. I becam
e a grandm

other of an adorable boy
in A

pril and m
other-in-law

 in M
ay

. O
ur apartm

ent
overflow

ed w
ith baby affairs for 4 m

onths. W
elcom

ed
Philip Lopate to the P

aris W
riters W

orkshop; needless
to say, he w

as a very popular teacher. M
y translations

of tw
o French poets w

ill appear in 
LIT

m
agazine and

in The Threepenny R
eview

in the com
ing m

onths.
O

ne of m
y ow

n poem
s w

ill be online at 
M

IP
O

esias
next spring (in good com

pany w
ith classm

ates P
ete

and S
am

i). <
 

A
N

IT
A

 T
A

Y
LO

R
: “S

till w
riting.

M
issing the nurturing com

m
unity of B

ennington. In
the next 12 m

onths you can find som
e of m

y w
ork in

P
otom

ac Literary R
eview

and an anthology entitled
U

nder 
H

er 
S

kin: 
H

ow
 

G
irls 

E
xperience 

R
ace 

In

A
m

erica. O
r read a conversation betw

een P
hillip

Lopate and m
e in 

Fourth G
enre Literary R

eview
.

That’s it for now
. S

till crying over the 
Yankees.” 

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
4

class agent E
lizabeth G

atti
<elizabeth_gatti@

hotm
ail.com

>

<
 

R
E

B
E

C
C

A
 B

R
O

C
K

’s graduate lecture, “Y
ou

C
an’t E

ven Rem
em

ber W
hat I’m

 
Trying to Forget:

9/11 and the Literature of R
eturn” is forthcom

ing in
The Threepenny R

eview. <
 K

IM
 D

R
A

IN
: “I have

a short story appearing in A
gni 60 and an essay forth-

com
ing in The G

ettysburg R
eview

. M
y daughter just

lost her first tooth. M
y husband recently started his

ow
n architectural practice (a talented fellow

, if any
-

one needs help w
ith a renovation). I continue to w

ork
on a “m

em
oir-type-thingie” I started at B

ennington,
trying 

to 
heed 

S
honna’s 

graduate 
lecture 

advice
about 

com
ing 

hom
e 

for 
the 

holidays.
<

 
E

LIZ
A

B
E

T
H

 G
A

T
T

I
: I’m

 m
oving to 

A
nn

A
rbor, 

M
ichigan 

and 
hope 

to 
becom

e 
gainfully

em
ployed there soon. <

 D
IA

N
A

 G
O

U
LD

: “Just
com

pleted 
a 

six-w
eek 

w
riting 

fellow
ship 

at 
The

Virginia C
enter for the C

reative 
A

rts, developing the
novel 

w
hich 

form
ed 

the 
basis 

of 
m

y 
thesis.

<
 

S
H

O
N

N
A

 M
ILLIK

E
N

 H
U

M
P

H
R

E
Y

has

G
azette. <

JU
D

Y
M

A
N

D
T

attended the G
erard

M
anley H

opkins C
onference at O

riel C
ollege, O

xford
in S

eptem
ber. S

he w
rites that it w

as great to read
and hear others speak about poetry. It m

ade her m
iss

the B
ennington years even m

ore than she norm
ally

does. <
C

A
R

O
L

M
A

LO
N

E
w

rites that she is
teaching and trying to get pregnant. 

The father is a
w

onderful poet and he w
ill m

ost likely apply to the
B

ennington M
FA

program
. P

eace to everyone. 
<

R
A

C
H

E
L

T
E

C
Z

A
continues 

to 
teach 

and
direct 

the 
W

riters 
C

enter 
at 

E
lgin 

C
om

m
unity

C
ollege. A

recent reading and creative w
riting class

visit by B
ob S

hacochis w
as a great success. Kids and

grandkids (6 now
) are fine. The w

riting is slow
.

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
1

9
9

7
class agent N

ikki M
acdonald

<ncnm
ac@

aol.com
>

<
D

E
B

LE
V

Y
recently 

received 
a 

2004-2005
Individual 

A
rtist 

grant 
from

 
the 

Indiana 
A

rts
C

om
m

ission. A
lso, she attended the AW

P
C

onference
in C

hicago, in M
arch, and w

as thrilled to run into tw
o

of our classm
ates, Rebecca B

oyd and Jaim
e C

larke.
<

M
IK

E
LY

T
H

G
O

E
and his w

ife Louise m
oved

to A
iken, S

C
 in late July from

 V
irginia. R

etirem
ent.

H
e w

rites: “W
e enjoy the area and m

eeting new
friends and neighbors. I w

ill be reading E
udora W

elty
and seeing her photos starting tom

orrow
 for 4 ses

-
sions. Louise and I w

ill help build new
 courses start

-
ing in the new

 year. I had tw
o poem

s appear in
Yem

assee published this sum
m

er at U
S

C
 in C

olum
bia

and tw
o poem

s in A
ries and poem

s in 2005 Texas
Poetry calendar. A

lso I have a poem
 in an anthology

on S
t. Francis and S

t. C
lare published by S

t. A
nthony

M
essenger Press. D

id tw
o review

s for
C

hristianity and
Literature

, 
including 

one 
on 

‘P
oem

s 
Inspired 

by
Religious 

Paintings 
of 

R
em

brandt’.” 
<

N
IK

K
I

M
A

C
D

O
N

A
LD

has just taken over the coveted
position 

of 
class 

agent. 
S

he 
has 

little 
else 

to
announce except for the birth of her second child,
E

lena C
aroline, on M

ay 9, 2004. M
om

 and baby (and
big brother Ian) are doing extrem

ely w
ell. 

A
lso, m

y
m

om
 w

as diagnosed w
ith ovarian cancer in late July

.
P

lease 
send 

som
e 

positive 
thoughts 

this 
w

ay.
<

LA
U

R
A

O
R

E
M

reports: 
The 

m
ost 

exciting
thing that has happened recently is that m

y older son
took m

y car out in the m
iddle of the night (w

ithout
perm

ission) and racked it up. $1700 to fix. W
e also

got a new
 puppy - 3/4 S

kye terrier and 1/4 poodle.
Very 

cute. 
B

etter 
behaved 

than 
teenage 

boys.
O

therw
ise, life continues apace. Isabelle R

ose sang
at 

The 
H

ideaw
ay 

Room
 

at 
H

elen’s 
(169 

E
ighth

Avenue, N
ew

 York C
ity) in N

ovem
ber.

<
C

A
R

O
L

T
U

R
N

E
R

 
is still w

orking on her career sw
itch.

H
aving failed to produce a literary m

asterpiece thus
far, she’s learning how

 to becom
e a freelance court

reporter. S
he’d like to live in the boonies som

ew
here

and never w
ork a 9-5 com

puter job again, and she’s
thinking this w

ill give her that chance. C
arol w

rites:
“I’ve been w

orking slow
ly on a novel for the past

three years (new
 tactic—

don’t rush things). W
ent to

see ‘W
hat the B

LE
E

P
do w

e know
?’(tw

ice) and sub
-

sequently m
ade a huge (surprise to m

e) change to
the story—

great m
ovie, go see it. I’ve been fostering

racetrack greyhounds but got so upset w
hen m

y last
boy got adopted, I don’t think I’m

 going to be able to
let go of m

y current foster girl, even though she’
s not

quite housebroken (still).

there are alw
ays several poem

s in the batch that I truly enjoy
reading. A

ll of this from
 absolute beginners! A

nd so far no one
has dropped out.

S
o despite the internship-esque pay and the toll on m

y
social life (I’m

 still w
orking full-tim

e), I consider m
yself lucky.

N
ot only did I find a teaching job, but I teach w

hat I love to do
m

yself. B
ut, if you’re looking to teach as w

ell, before you chalk
all this up to dum

b luck and the old “w
ho

yo
u

 
kn

o
w

,” 
I 

ca
n

 
th

in
k 

o
f 

o
th

e
r

B
enningtonians w

ho have found their w
ay

to 
teaching 

in 
a 

variety 
of 

w
ays, 

som
e

through 
old 

college 
professors 

or 
poetry

o
rg

a
n

iza
tio

n
s 

in
 

th
e

 
a

re
a

, 
a

n
d

 
o

th
e

rs
th

ro
u

g
h

 
p

ro
g

ra
m

s 
in

 
th

e
 

sch
o

o
ls 

o
r

libraries—
often volunteer. It’s all about get-

ting a foot in the door, getting som
eone to

m
eet you, to see you in action and know

 that
you are m

ore than your resum
e. S

om
e even through cold call

letters for university adjunct positions close to the beginning of
the sem

ester, w
hen departm

ents m
ay find them

selves short on
instructors. O

ne of m
y friends found w

ork at the w
riting center

(alm
ost all institutions have them

) of a m
ajor research univer

-
sity and, given her success in helping students w

ith their w
rit-

ing, has been given a com
p class to teach next sem

ester. A
ll I

can recom
m

end is to pursue every avenue out there.
W

ould it have been great to be able to say I spent tw
o years

forcing packs of freshm
an to w

ax poetic about their favorite
hobbies or w

hy the P
icasso projected on the w

all m
oves them

?

Y
es, 

I’m
 

sure 
it 

w
ould 

have. 
B

ut 
I 

got 
other 

things 
from

B
ennington that help m

e every w
eek in m

y class. I know
 how

 to
critique the w

ork of others and to do it w
ith both honesty and

kindness (hopefully, I didn’t m
ake anyone reading this run out

of w
orkshop in tears!). I had great w

orkshop advisers to learn
from

. I w
rote essay after essay for those dam

n…
. dare I even

repeat the w
ord…

 P
A

C
K

E
T

S
! I survived the final residency.

P
reparing craft lectures for a room

 of enthusias-tic beginners
w

ill never com
pare to the terror of lecturing and answ

ering
questions in an auditorium

 filled w
ith m

y
peers and instructors! A

nd I had to read and
read and read until I couldn’t possibly read
anym

ore and, w
hen teaching w

riting, there is
nothing like having a w

hole of arsenal of
w

ork that you know
 and love. C

all it cliché,
but enthusiasm

 is infectious.
S

o
 

I’m
 

g
o

in
g

 
to

 
sto

p
 

re
se

n
tin

g
B

ennington, stop belly-aching, stop feeling
like 

an 
im

postor. 
I’m

 
a 

teacher 
now

, 
for

w
hatever it’s w

orth. I’ll try not to bore you w
ith m

y stories about
the student w

ho w
rites m

e every w
eek looking for esoteric

books on the aesthetics of poetry (yeah, I know
…

 not really m
y

thing). O
r how

 happily hyper I feel after each class. Y
ou’ve

probably been doing this for years. I’ll shut up and get to all
those other projects I have lying around. I’m

 sure there’s som
e-

thing else I can turn m
y im

postor fears on. T
here’s a screenplay

I’ve been m
eaning to w

rite. I’m
 probably not really a screen-

w
riter, either.

<
 

M
ary D

onnelly (June’03) is C
o-executive D

irector of the “R
eading B

etw
een A

and B
”

series in N
ew

 York C
ity and teaches poetry through G

otham
 W

riters’
W

orkshop.

P A G E13
D

IS
P

A
T

C
H

E
S

F
R

O
M

10 Y
E

A
R

S
O

F
C

LA
S

S
M

A
T

E
S

 N
O

T
E

S
>

>
 fro

m
 p

a
g

e
 1

2

left the rigors of university adm
inistration for the

directorship 
of 

the 
M

aine 
W

riters 
&

 
P

ublishers
A

lliance. It’s a very hip job, and she gets im
m

ense
satisfaction from

 helping to advance M
aine’

s literary
com

m
unity. <

 
V

A
N

IN
A

 M
A

R
S

O
T

: “A
m

 still
living in P

aris and plotting a w
ay to stay here! If

som
eone w

ill pay m
e to w

rite really annoying em
ails

on the joys of eating all sorts of French pastry that
are not available in the U

S
, I just m

ight never leave.
I am

 w
riting (slogging through chapter 40 of a novel

set here) though it’
s never enough, never enough.

Love to all m
y classm

ates. <
 T

IM
 M

A
Y

O
: “I have

just begun sending poem
s out to be published and

have had one accepted at Four C
orners, a m

agazine
begun by D

avid H
arbilas, a B

ennington grad. The rea-
son for such a late start w

as the sum
m

er long prep
w

ork for and the actual B
rattleboro Literary Festival

itself w
hich took place O

ctober 1 through O
ctober 3.

People can get a look at w
hat w

e did by going to the
w

eb site http://w
w

w
.brattleboroliteraryfestival.org.

I’ve been attending a lot of readings including one
given by Franz W

right that B
eth W

oodcom
e (B

W
S

June 2004) w
as instrum

ental in m
aking happen. O

n
Tuesday (10/26/04), I’m

 going to have lunch w
ith

S
eam

us H
eaney at S

m
ith C

ollege (m
e and a hundred

other people).

>
>

 fro
m

 p
a

g
e

 5

“
I

C
O

N
S

ID
E

R
 

M
Y

S
E

LF
 LU

C
K

Y
. 

N
O

T
 O

N
LY

 D
ID

 I 
F

IN
D

 A
 T

E
A

C
H

IN
G

 
JO

B
, B

U
T

 I T
E

A
C

H
 

W
H

A
T

 I
LO

V
E

 
T

O
 D

O
 M

Y
S

E
LF

.”



P A G E12
N

O
T

E
S

D
IS

P
A

T
C

H
E

S
F

R
O

M
10 Y

E
A

R
S

O
F

C
LA

S
S

M
A

T
E

S

>
>

 fro
m

 p
a

g
e

 1
1

P A G E

I
alw

ays seem
 to be a few

 years
b

e
h

in
d

 
m

yse
lf. 

W
h

e
th

e
r

ca
re

e
r-w

ise
, 

fin
a

n
cia

lly, 
o

r
even fashion-w

ise (still can’t part
w

ith those w
orn-out neo-bellbot

-
tom

s from
 1998), I inevitably get

to everything I plan at least three
ye

a
rs 

la
te

r 
th

a
n

 
p

re
d

icte
d

.
L

a
zin

e
ss?

 
F

e
a

r?
 

W
h

o
 

kn
o

w
s.

A
fter decades of m

ild “life-pro
-

crastination,” I have com
e to just

accept it as part of w
ho I am

. M
y

hom
e office is filled w

ith books I
m

ean 
to 

read 
and 

outlines 
of

future, 
possibly 

even 
lucrative,

w
ritin

g
 

p
ro

je
cts. 

A
n

d
 

so
m

e
d

a
y

som
e 

of 
these 

so-called 
brilliant

plans w
ill be executed. Just not now

. B
ut w

hen I do finally get
to them

, you can be sure you’ll hear about it. Y
es, sir.

F
or instance, I’m

 reading D
racula

, a book that m
ost people

m
y age probably read about 20 years ago in school. W

hy I never
did, 

I 
don’t 

know
. 

T
hough 

I 
can 

assure 
you, 

I’m
 

plow
ing

through it like P
aris H

ilton at a V
ersace trunk show

. A
nd I can’t

stop talking about it, either—
in lunchroom

s and at parties—
H

ow
 m

uch scarier and m
ore psychologically com

plex it is than
any of the m

ovie versions! W
hat an elitist rat bastard D

racula is,
lacking any of the hypnotic suavity of on-screen portrayals!—

all
of this as though I’m

 the first person w
ho ever picked the book

up.
I’ve recently experienced this sam

e “procrastination-cum
-

epiphany” w
ith m

y first teaching job. I had w
anted to teach

poetry for years but put off any attem
pt w

hile pursuing a grad
-

uate degree and w
orking full tim

e. I figured that w
ithout an

advanced degree, past experience, or published m
anuscript

(and preferably all three) m
y chances of instructing others w

ere
slim

. U
nlike som

e of m
y B

ennington peers, w
ho cam

e to the
S

em
inars as either full-fledged pedagogues or at least w

ith
som

e past experience, I had no idea w
hat it took to actually find

a job, let alone w
hat I w

ould do once I w
as up in front of the

blackboard. U
pon graduation, I hit the highest w

all of the three
anticipated requirem

ents —
 experience. D

espite B
ennington’s

m
any positive qualities, including instilling the independence

and self-discipline necessary to the life of the w
riter, the low

-
residency M

F
A

 experience has one draw
back. It does not afford

its students the opportunity to teach. 
N

ow
 I know

 that this is not w
hat B

ennington sets out to
accom

plish. 
Its 

point, 
in 

addition 
to 

the 
above-m

entioned
things, is to help you becom

e the best w
riter you can be, to force

you to sit by your lonesom
e reading and w

riting and lobbing it
all back and forth w

ith your adviser until the beginning of next
term

, w
hen you are pulled back into the proverbial “vortex” of

the B
ennington com

m
unity hopefully w

iser to the w
ays of liter

-
ature and critique. In short, the program

 gives the know
ledge

needed to teach w
riting but not the experience. O

r does it?
It w

as w
ith this concentrated com

bination of reading, w
rit

-
ing and w

orkshop that I w
ent out into the w

orld, M
F

A
 in hand,

in search of m
y first teaching job. A

nd I do stress the singular
w

ord “teaching”—
as I w

as w
illing to instruct in any subject at

T
he Im

postor: D
iary O

f A
 F

irst-T
im

e T
eacher

5
BY

M
A

R
Y

D
O

N
N

E
L

L
Y

any place that w
ould have m

e: literature for engineers, business
w

riting for unem
ployed single m

om
s, and, of course, that old

freshm
an thorn-in-the-side know

n as E
nglish C

om
p 101. B

ut no
one w

ould have m
e. A

fter m
onths of postal silence from

 both
cold inquiries and w

ant ads, several unansw
ered em

ails from
friends of friends at every level of institution, and a rather unre

-
alistic interview

 for a 5th grade hom
eroom

 position at a fancy
girls parochial school on the U

pper E
ast S

ide (I choked on the
question about handling difficult parents—

a com
m

on occur-
rence I w

as assured) , I began to w
onder if I w

ould ever get
beyond the lack of experience on m

y resum
e. A

fter all, I live in
a city w

ith one of the highest concentrations of M
F

A
-er’s in the

country. S
aint M

ary A
gnes’ S

chool of E
m

broidery and A
uto

R
epair could have their pick of experienced, qualified instruc

-
tors. W

hy w
ould anyone take a chance on a new

bie?
M

y confidence began to w
aver. I w

orried that I w
ould be a

terrible teacher or that I w
ould lecture too m

uch or lack the
ability to be both kind and honest. In short, I felt like an im

pos
-

tor aspiring to the throne of pedagogy. B
ut just as I w

as about
to low

er m
y head and w

onder only w
hat full-tim

e day job w
ould

allow
 for the least am

ount of boredom
 and the m

ost free tim
e to

w
rite, I got a phone call. S

om
eone w

ho knew
 m

e and m
y w

ork—
a friend of a friend w

ho had published a few
 of m

y poem
s on his

online journal and w
ho taught fiction w

riting through an adult
education w

riting school in the city. H
e gave m

e the low
-dow

n
on the school—

long classes consisting of lectures, w
orkshops

and exercises; students from
 a w

ide range of age and talent w
ho

don’t need to subm
it w

ork to get in; pages of hom
ew

ork to cri-
tique each w

eek; and, of course, the poor pay. U
nw

averingly
enthusiastic, I quickly dashed off an em

ail of intent and m
y

resum
e for him

 to pass on to the dean, w
ho phoned im

m
ediate-

ly to set up an interview
—

on a fluke: som
eone had dropped out

from
 teaching a class starting next m

onth.
B

uoyed by a new
 sense of hope, I called a poet that I periph-

erally knew
 from

 the reading series I ran for years for a sim
ple

inform
ation session. H

aving coincidentally taught in this sam
e

adult ed program
, he w

as able to give m
e a poet’s perspective on

the curriculum
, as w

ell as advice on a syllabus and potential
exercises. 

B
ut 

this 
w

as 
no 

“give-m
y-son-an-oil-field-to-play

w
ith”—

I didn’t have the job yet. F
ending off the old im

postor
fears, I just prepared m

yself into the ground. S
am

ple syllabus.
S

am
ple lectures. A

fter a grueling interview
 w

ith a surprise sam
-

ple critique, I w
as offered a class. M

aybe they w
ere sim

ply des-
perate—

but they took a chance on m
e.

A
nd it’s difficult w

ork. Lots of papers to m
ark. A

 lecture to
prepare every w

eek. I’m
 re-teaching m

yself everything I learned
about w

riting poetry years ago—
specifics of m

eter and form
,

syntax, figurative language. T
hough som

e of the basic elem
ents

m
ay have settled com

fortably into the back of m
y head, w

hen
you’re teaching beginners, you can’t take these things for grant-
ed. M

y students—
everything from

 recent college grads to a
retired m

usic com
poser, w

ith a doctor, tw
o teachers, and sever-

al finance types in betw
een—

show
 up prepared and participate.

N
o one is difficult or disruptive. In fact, they are so polite that I

w
ondered for a w

hile if they even liked the class. B
ut their w

ork
seem

s to be evolving, getting m
ore interesting and com

plex
w

ith each class. A
nd though it’s a lot of w

ork to critique it all,

nated). H
ugs to W

oolites. I m
iss you one and all.

C
ongratulations 

to 
everyone 

w
ho 

is 
rocketing 

to
fam

e. 
That w

as alw
ays a given. <

V
A

LE
R

IE
E

LLIS
: “I’m

 an editor at the 
C

hicago Q
uarterly

R
eview

(have been for a year or so), a bi-annual jour
-

nal of fiction and poetry
. H

ope all’s w
ell w

ith every
-

one!” <
M

A
R

T
H

A
 K

IN
N

E
Y

: “M
iracles happen!

Thom
as and I are thrilled to announce w

e adopted
the cutest tw

in boys, 
A

lexander and Lucas, on the
day of their birth in June. M

y first book, 
The Fall of

H
eartless 

H
orse, 

is 
out 

and 
available 

at
w

w
w

.akashicbooks.com
, and on A

m
azon. I w

as inter-
view

ed on N
P

R
’s B

ookw
orm

 and com
pleted a W

est
C

oast 
book 

tour. 
I 

have 
poetry 

forthcom
ing 

in
A

m
erican 

P
oetry 

R
eview

, 
A

G
N

I, 
and 

som
e 

online
journals, 

and 
tw

o 
poem

s, 
finalists 

in 
The 

E
m

ily
D

ickinson contest, are forthcom
ing in an anthology

by U
niversities W

est Press. I m
iss everybody and hope

you all are w
ell. 

<
B

ILL P
IE

R
C

E
: “Let’

s see.
O

ther than doing S
ven’s laundry and taking out the

trash? I’ll be reading a new
 story of m

ine at the
S

outhern H
um

anities C
ouncil conference in R

ichm
ond

this w
inter. B

urying m
yself in cold ashes if B

ush w
ins

reelection. C
elebrating for a m

onth if K
erry w

ins
(though he’s begun distorting things of late too,
m

aybe on the theory that, if the polls are right, half
of all A

m
ericans m

ust W
A

N
T

to be lied to). 
A

nd now
that the fall issue of 

A
G

N
Iis in the m

ail, trying to find
tim

e in the basem
ent—

m
y desk is next to the w

ork
-

bench—
to 

add 
a 

few
 

chapters 
to 

the 
novel. 

<
D

A
V

ID
 

S
T

E
IN

H
A

R
D

T
: “I’m

 thirty-som
e

w
eeks into w

riting a w
eekly political colum

n at 
N

ew
P

artisan
(new

partisan.com
), w

hich has brought m
e a

m
onthly audience of about 40,000. 

This sum
m

er, I
started a new

 job as the copy chief for 
Lifestyle

M
edia, w

hich publishes m
any arts and youth m

aga
-

zines. <
M

E
G

 K
E

LLY
 V

O
R

M
: “A

h, another
issue of the Vortex finds m

e barefoot and pregnant!
C

elebrated D
iana D

em
ers’

w
edding on S

t. Thom
as

w
here w

e w
ere the grateful and spoiled guests of her

and 
her 

new
 

husband—
luxury! A

lthough 
having

achieved 
breeder 

status 
has 

m
e 

w
riting 

nothing,
reading next to nothing, I have hope for the w

inter
.

C
ongratulations 

to 
all 

the 
fam

ous
B

enningtonianites!” 

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
3

class agent B
arbara B

rooks
<brooks@

schoolstreetpartners.com
>

From
 <

S
A

LLY
 A

S
H

T
O

N
: “I’ve w

orked harder
this year for no m

oney than ever before. 
A

dding
insult to injury: 

Zyzzyva, a w
est-coast-only rag, not

only 
sent 

H
ow

ard 
Junker’s 

usual 
form

 
rejection

signed “O
nw

ard!” but included another form
 sug

-
gesting if I really w

ant to publish in his journal I
should consider subscribing or sending him

 $5!!! A
nd

there is no last w
ord w

ith the m
an; he loves to pub

-
lish snippets from

 correspondence on the back cover.
The east coast m

ay have attitude, but at least they
have m

anners. B
est new

s, I’ll have a chapbook out
early 

next 
year. 

O
nw

ard! 
<

B
A

R
B

A
R

A
B

R
O

O
K

S
w

rites: “C
ontributor copies containing

m
y 

grad 
lecture 

arrived 
fortuitously 

from
 

The
W

riter’s C
hronicle the day G

race Paley (m
y very sub-

ject) w
as to read in N

Y
C

. B
e still m

y heart! I m
anaged

to press one of said copies into her hands w
hile stam

-

m
ering foolishly over the din. O

y
. I have author inter

-
view

s accepted for S
pring ’05 in 

W
riter’s D

igestand
Inkw

ell—
and m

ost of m
y ‘best’

stories have been
accepted by eensy-w

eensy (or is it isty-bitsy) jour
-

nals, leaving m
e no choice but to w

rite som
e m

ore.
W

hat?? H
ow

? O
h, and get this: m

y Leo (now
 4) w

as
nam

ed 
‘B

est 
S

toryteller
’

at 
cam

p.” 
<

M
A

R
Y

C
A

R
R

O
LL-H

A
C

K
E

T
T

: 
H

appily 
teaching 

in
Virginia. C

W
 program

 is grow
ing; M

A
in Fall 06—

per-
haps 

a 
“B

’ton-S
outh” 

low
-res 

in 
the 

future? 
D

os
P

assos R
eview

out D
ecem

ber 2004; reading opens
Feb. C

N
F w

riters—
S

U
B

M
IT! S

tarting a sm
all press:

B
riery C

reek Press; w
atch for m

s calls! C
o-chair of

the 
S

outhern 
H

um
anities 

C
ouncil 

C
onference

February in R
ichm

ond—
y’all com

e dow
n! S

everal sto-
ries in print this year; book still seeks a hom

e; cur
-

rently w
ith tw

o presses—
w

e’ll see. B
ack in the w

rit
-

ing groove—
yes—

rearranged m
y furniture every possi-

ble w
ay until V

irginia felt like hom
e. M

y w
riter

’s
heart, though, is alw

ays caught in the vortex. From
<

W
H

IT
 

C
O

P
P

E
D

G
E

: “M
y head’s been all

about the paying job since A
ugust and probably w

ill
be until after the N

ew
 

Year, so I haven’t been in
m

uch of a w
riting place although I’ve m

anaged to
stuff a few

 envelopes. S
ew

anee w
ith John R

ow
ell and

Jill w
as fun and a needed vacation and it seem

ed ini
-

tially to bear social and belletristic fruit, but said
fruit turned out to be bananas that blackened quick

-
ly after. D

on’t m
ind m

e—
I’ll be all right. 

<
B

O
B

G
R

A
Y

 
w

rites: “D
uring the past

year, I’ve m
anaged

to regain and sustain that elusive, vortexian concept
of tim

e expansion (one hour of total, deadline-driv
-

en, 
panic-stricken

focus 
=

eight 
hours 

of 
norm

al
hum

an consciousness). S
till w

orking at the N
orthshire

B
ookstore, but also teaching E

nglish C
om

p. (isn’t
everyone these days?) at a local com

m
unity college

and w
riting at high intensity

. S
om

etim
es I sleep.

H
ope to have a novel-like substance ready for public

view
 soonish. A

lfred H
itchcock’s M

ystery M
agazine

has been generously buying m
y thesis collection one

story at a tim
e and I’ve been w

riting a bit for
P

ublishers 
W

eekly. 
G

ettin’
it 

done. 
F

rom
 

<
N

A
T

A
LIE

 H
A

R
R

IS
: “A

nyone w
ho chooses to

find m
e can now

 do so in Florence, M
assachusetts,

hom
e of The M

iss Florence D
iner. I m

ight m
eet you

for a cup of coffee, but breakfast there has nothing
in com

m
on w

ith B
lue B

enn, I’m
 afraid. I m

oved dow
n

the hill from
 G

oshen, closer to civilization (otherw
ise

know
n as N

ortham
pton), w

here the w
indow

s rattle
less and the snow

 isn’t quite so deep in February
.

Love to all w
ho know

 w
ho they m

ight be. 
You know

 I
m

iss you. From
 <

C
H

R
IS

 H
O

LLA
N

D
: “I m

oved
O

ctober 1. H
ere’s m

y new
 address: 3845 C

arlson C
t.,

Palo A
lto, C

A
94306, cholla45@

pacbell.” A
nd from

 
<

LIS
B

E
T

H
 K

IR
K

: “N
orthern C

alifornia happi
-

ly snuck up on m
e w

ith its eucalyptus trees and
bougainvilleas. 

Favorite 
snapshot: 

m
e 

staring 
at

Internet ads
for M

arch M
adness asking

if som
ething

isn’t
screw

y—
aren’t the N

C
A

A
playoffs in W

IN
TE

R
?

Freelance
science &

 m
edical

w
riting continues to

finance 
that 

other 
w

riting 
habit, 

and 
the 

S
outh

D
akota m

anuscript m
ust—

shall—
W

ILLbe finished by
M

ay ‘05. It even has a possible nam
e, but I shall not

utter it yet. O
h, and in betw

een? I’m
 planning a w

ed
-

ding: that boy I follow
ed out here asked m

e to m
arry

him
. 

A
nd 

I 
said 

yes. 
<

M
A

R
JO

R
IE

M
A

N
W

A
R

IN
G

w
rites: “I’m

 the poet in residence
this fall at an elem

entary school in S
eattle, teaching

poetry to the K
-5 set. I’ve been w

riting, sending out,
and collecting rejections, though on the good new

s
front, one of m

y poem
s w

on 
P

eriphery’s m
agical

realism
 prose poem

 contest. 
This sum

m
er I inter-

view
ed 

Jam
es 

N
olan, 

translator 
of 

N
eruda, 

for
C

opper C
anyon Press’s “P

oem
s A

loud” project; the
interview

 
can 

be 
found 

on 
their 

w
ebsite.

<
D

IN
A

H
 M

ILLS
says: “Love you, m

iss you,
w

ish 
you 

w
ere 

here...” 
<

S
U

E
 

R
O

D
G

E
R

S
w

rites: “I’m
 teaching creative w

riting full-tim
e at

K
ansas S

tate U
niversity, and serving as director of the

creative w
riting program

 for one year
, w

hile the
‘real’

director is on sabbatical. M
y children are in

first, third, and fifth grades. I’m
 busier than a cat

covering shit. From
 

<
JO

H
N

 R
O

W
E

LL
: “I’ve

m
oved 

to 
B

altim
ore, 

w
here 

I 
am

 
the 

W
riter-in-

Residence/T
ickner Fellow

 at 
The G

ilm
an S

chool for
the 2004-05 academ

ic year. H
aving a w

onderful tim
e

so far, and love teaching. (G
uess w

hose creative w
rit

-
ing students are w

riting four annotations a m
onth?!)

M
ary C

arroll-H
ackett hosted m

e as V
isiting W

riter at
Longw

ood U
niversity in O

ctober, and w
e had a blast.

I have a story in the S
um

m
er/Fall issue of the new

 lit
-

erary
journal B

loom
, and an essay in the Fall issue of

Tin H
ouse. A

lso w
riting m

y novel. (S
om

e days.) M
iss

m
y classm

ates—
com

e visit m
e in B

altim
ore! W

e’ll get
crabs! (W

ait, that didn’t sound right.) O
hhhh...Love

to all...” From
 

<
G

A
IL LO

U
IS

E
 S

IE
G

E
L

: M
y

autum
n 2004 highlight w

as a m
agical ‘S

alam
ander

M
idw

est’
event w

ith C
iaran C

ooper, w
here w

e read
our stories from

 V
olum

e 10, N
um

ber 1 (fiction editor
extraordinaire, C

at P
arnell) in his torch-lit garden,

and ended the evening w
ith a concert from

 his band,
D

eep C
ricket N

ight. R
ock on m

agic-m
eister C

iaran!
Recent 

acceptances 
include 

P
ost 

R
oad,

S
toryQ

uarterly
, N

ight Train
, P

indeldyboz
and edifice

W
R

E
C

K
E

D. A
story that S

usan C
heever and S

heila
Kohler 

m
ay 

rem
em

ber 
from

 
w

orkshop, 
“D

ouble
C

utaw
ay,” w

ill appear in 
Loston P

urpose, an anthol-
ogy from

 S
eal Press (February 2005) that w

ill also
include 

w
ork 

from
 

A
m

y 
H

em
pel 

and 
Tara 

Ison. 
<

R
E

B
E

C
C

A
 

T
A

Y
LO

R
w

rites: 
“I 

began 
a

w
riter-in-residence position on S

eptem
ber 1st at the

R
ichard H

ugo H
ouse in S

eattle, a nonprofit literary
center nam

ed after the poet. I’m
 living in B

elltow
n,

an 
ultra-urban 

dow
ntow

n 
neighborhood 

on 
P

uget
S

ound, 
and 

teaching 
creative 

nonfiction 
at 

H
ugo

H
ouse and the new

 S
eattle P

ublic Library. It w
as a

crazy sum
m

er w
ith m

oving from
 M

aine and driving
cross-country, but I m

anaged to hang out for a w
eek

w
ith M

eg (fiction, January 2003) in K
etchum

 on m
y

w
ay out. <

W
ILLIA

M
 V

A
D

E
G

R
IF

T
w

rites: “I
w

ent to C
harleston, H

ilton H
ead, and S

avannah for
m

y vacation this sum
m

er and had close encounters
w

ith C
harley, G

aston, Frances, and Ivan (the hurri-
canes, of course.) Ivan stalked m

e all the w
ay back

to N
J. W

ith friends like these, you don’t need ene
-

m
ies. 

I’m
 

w
orking 

for 
U

.S
 

1 
new

spaper 
and 

m
y

restaurant review
s appears regularly in O

U
T in Jersey

m
agazine. M

y w
ork has recently been published in

Q
uarterly 

W
est, 

The 
K

elsey 
R

eview, 
and 

A
G

N
I

(online). In January 2005, I w
ill begin a seven-w

eek
residency at the R

agdale Foundation in Lake Forest,
Illinois.

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

4
class agent Jeannie K

im
 and K

atherine 
Turner

<beangreen@
earthlink.net> <catherineturner@

hot
-

m
ail.com

>

<
P

E
T

E
R

 D
A

V
IS

: I’ve edited a book called
P

oet’s B
ookshelf, w

hich is a collection of leading

M
ary D

onnelly in N
ew

 York.
P

hoto by P
eter R

ostovsky.

>
>

 co
n

tin
u

e
s o

n
 p

a
g

e
 1

3



P A G E6
N

O
T

E
S

D
IS

P
A

T
C

H
E

S
F

R
O

M
10 Y

E
A

R
S

O
F

C
LA

S
S

M
A

T
E

S

>
>

 fro
m

 p
a

g
e

 4

P A G E11
venience has endow

ed A
m

ericans w
ith a superficial

w
ay of life, and how

 w
e m

ight begin to turn back. 

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

1
9

9
8

class agent S
loane M

iller
<sloane13@

yahoo.com
>

<
LIN

D
A

F
R

E
E

M
A

N
w

rites: “I kicked off the
new

 year w
ith a broken foot and thus began a year of

health challenges that afforded m
e lots of reading

tim
e. I am

 alm
ost at m

y B
ennington level reading

rate! I am
 also now

 a three-tim
e w

inner of the
P

oughkeepsie Journal’s annual short story contest.
O

ne of the judges, D
a C

hen said of m
y story, ‘A

beau-
tifully crafted tale of life, death and all the things in
betw

een. A
very gifted w

riter
.’

I just com
pleted m

y
M

B
A

, courtesy of m
y com

pany. A
s of N

ovem
ber, I am

being liberated, also courtesy of m
y com

pany
, from

the cushy corporate w
eenie job as a com

m
unication

director that I’ve held on to through 11 years and
five C

E
O

s (until this last one!). C
hester (class of ‘99)

and I are teaching sw
ing dance lessons. I’m

 fantasiz
-

ing 
about 

cobbling 
a 

living 
w

riting 
and 

teaching
dance.” 

<
A

N
N

E
M

C
C

A
R

T
Y

w
rites: 

“I 
am

teaching com
position and literature courses full-tim

e
at X

avier U
niversity in C

incinnati. 
Took the fam

ily on
vacation to Thailand to visit som

e friends this sum
-

m
er; w

e’re starting the college search w
ith our old

-
est daughter w

ho is a junior now
.” 

<
S

LO
A

N
E

M
ILLE

R
w

rites: “O
n the job side: I w

ork in a pub
-

lishing house, in editorial, w
hich I love. 

A
cquiring and

reading proposals, as opposed to sending queries, is
still a bit bizarre but very interesting. O

n the w
riting

side: I’m
 editing a collection of essays and w

orking
hard on the proposal. H

aving seen hundreds of pro
-

posals, buy-able and not, one w
ould think it w

ould be
easier to w

rite m
y ow

n; sadly
, it isn’t. I still am

 for
-

tunate enough to see/hear lots of B
enners, w

hich is
great.”

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
 

1
9

9
9

class agent E
laine W

alters M
cF

erron
<E

W
M

C
F@

aol.com
>

<
P

A
U

L
B

E
C

K
M

A
N

: “M
y novella, 

Lovers and
O

ther M
ean P

eople, w
as published as an entire issue

of 
S

ugar 
M

ule, 
w

hich 
can 

be 
found 

at
sugarm

ule.com
.” 

<
R

Y
A

N
 

B
O

U
D

IN
O

T
: 

“I
recently read w

ith D
ave E

ggers and D
r. D

oris and B
en

H
aggis-on-W

hey in S
eattle and Portland. I have a

story in M
cS

w
eeny’s #14 and am

 putting the final
touches on the issue of H

obart I guest edited.”
<

A
N

N
E

D
O

O
LIT

T
LE

: “I’m
 fine. N

ot m
uch

new
s just chugging along.” 

<
A

LA
N

 E
LY

S
H

E
-

V
IT

Z
: “I’m

 still w
orking as an adjunct lackey at

Philadelphia U
niversity and C

om
m

unity C
ollege of

Philadelphia. 
S

tories 
and 

poem
s 

of 
m

ine 
have

appeared 
in 

recent 
issues 

of 
R

ockhurst 
R

eview,
Visions-International

, S
tray D

og, and Freshw
ater.”

<
LA

U
R

A
 O

LIV
E

R
: “I’m

 w
orking on a new

novel and teaching w
riting at S

t. Johns C
ollege and

U
M

B
C

. The U
M

B
C

 class is ‘Intro. to Fiction’
for juniors

and seniors. H
aving just read their first stories, I’ve

issued an edict: no one m
ay die a violent death in a

ten page story. They w
ere disappointed. M

oved tw
o

and enrich m
y teaching w

hile cultivating the corners
of leftover tim

e in poetry and prose. M
y fam

ily and
m

y w
riting friends sustain m

e and keep m
e honest.”

A
s 

for <
M

A
R

S
H

A
 

R
E

C
K

N
A

G
E

L
, 

“In 
the

spring I w
ill be at 

AW
P

on a panel—
along w

ith Phillip
Lopate—

devoted to exploring the repercussions of
publishing a revealing m

em
oir. A

lso, H
allm

ark H
all of

Fam
ily S

pecials plans to air the m
ovie m

ade from
 m

y
book, If N

ights C
ould Talk, on C

B
S

 in the spring. It
w

ill be titled: ‘In From
 the N

ight.’
M

y nam
e is Vicki.” 

<
D

O
N

 S
ILV

E
R

shares, “Tw
o of m

y kids are
w

ending their w
ay through college, and tw

o are still
trying to escape from

 high school. I got m
arried last

S
eptem

ber to A
nne W

ainer, veteran of several long
bus rides to B

ennington residencies. I’m
 out of the

consulting business entirely and am
 w

riting full tim
e.

W
ith the help of agent B

inky U
rban, I sold m

y first
novel to E

cco Press, an im
print of H

arper C
ollins. It’

s
scheduled to be released next fall.” 

A
s for m

yself, 
<

S
U

S
A

N
 M

C
H

E
N

R
Y

, I sold m
y first official

piece 
of 

pottery 
at

B
ennington’s 

alum
ni 

reunion
fund-raiser 

this 
past 

June! 
I’m

 
m

aking 
steady

progress and am
 loving every m

om
ent, even m

y m
is-

takes. I’ll be selling m
ore of m

y w
ork at a local art

fair this D
ecem

ber. I’m
 still continuing on w

ith m
y

freelance w
riting, but that’

s not nearly as interesting
to talk about as the pottery

. I also becam
e an aunt

for the first tim
e this S

eptem
ber to

m
y beautiful

niece Isabella.

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

0
class agent E

rica Letourneau
<eletourn@

com
cast.net>

<
C

H
R

IS
T

IN
A

 
R

U
S

S
O

w
rites: 

“I 
am

 
the

sam
e, except m

y hair is longer and I have a m
ort

-
gage. 

I 
am

 
still 

w
orking 

at 
W

B
U

R
/N

P
R

 
T

he
C

onnection.” 
<

JO
E

A
N

N
 H

A
R

T
reports: “I’ve

been industriously w
orking on the second draft of m

y
novel, a goofy social satire, and having a grand tim

e
w

ith it. S
till doing odds and ends for the 

B
oston

G
lobe 

M
agazine. 

R
ecently 

placed 
pieces 

in
P

hantasm
agoria

and The M
acG

uffin, and w
hen m

y
fam

ily isn’t barking for attention, I spend tim
e on the

Kerry cam
paign, and pray for the w

orld.” O
ur form

er
class agent, Leah, tells us: “In the ‘you can teach an
old 

dog 
new

 
tricks’

departm
ent, 

I, 
<

LE
A

H
S

ILV
E

R
M

A
N

 G
A

LE
S

recently discovered salsa
dancing. I now

 spend evenings and w
eekends at les-

sons, w
orkshops and clubs and days at m

y neighbor-
hood S

LU
TS

-R
-U

S
, w

here m
y parting w

ords to the
salesgirl are alw

ays ‘A
re you sure you w

ouldn’t be
em

barrassed 
if 

your 
m

other 
w

ent 
out 

in 
this?’

B
etw

een shopping and naps, I open and catalogue
rejection slips.” 

A
s for <

D
A

N
A

 K
IN

S
T

LE
R

(S
T

A
N

D
E

F
E

R
)

: “I am
 still w

riting, still subm
it

-
ting, still m

othering. N
ext year

, an essay on m
y step-

m
other w

ill be published in 
M

irror, M
irror

(N
orton),

an anthology on stepparents. I w
ill be attending the

Verm
ont S

tudio C
enter next m

onth for a tw
o-w

eek
residency, along w

ith Leah G
ales and O

ona Patrick.
A

lice M
attison is the visiting w

riter
. In July, I attend

-
ed N

ew
 York S

tate W
riters’

C
onference, w

here I
w

orked w
ith A

m
y H

em
pel. N

ext sum
m

er, w
e’ll be up

rooting to the H
udson V

alley, back to m
y N

ew
 York

roots, after nine years in N
ew

 E
ngland. I’m

 returning
to m

y m
aiden nam

e for professional reasons: D
ana

>
>

 co
n

tin
u

e
s o

n
 p

a
g

e
 1

0

S
ide E

ffects
w

ill be published in Fall, 2005. 
I w

as
short-listed for tw

o contests, one story w
as lauded by

Fish P
ublishing in Ireland. 

Pretty cool, having an
A

m
erican story enjoyed by an Irish audience. 

I con-
tinue to w

rite alm
ost daily

, w
hich really pays off.

Physical setbacks have affected m
y w

riting. 
Last

year I dislocated m
y right shoulder three tim

es,
w

hich led to surgery. 
To com

plicate everything, I
w

as assaulted at the beginning of this year, literally
alm

ost beaten to death. C
ertainly this has raised m

y
consciousness regarding the battering of w

om
en, the

scars, both physical and psychological, that I’ve had
to deal w

ith long after the event itself. Like a friend
of m

ine once told m
e, yet another opportunity to

turn tragedy into art.
S

o I w
rite about it, a cathartic

and 
necessary 

w
ork 

in 
progress. 

N
ext 

year, 
I’m

returning to school to acquire a P
hD

 in com
m

unica-
tions. 

I 
guess 

I’m
 

a 
lifelong 

student 
at 

heart.
<

JE
N

N
 D

E
A

N
: “P

art of m
y m

em
oir w

as pub
-

lished in the journal 
S

alam
ander; I recently com

plet
-

ed an interview
 w

ith the w
riter Jane B

rox that I hope
w

ill be placed soon. 
There are 40,000 N

ew
 W

orld
C

arniolan honeybees living in m
y backyard.

A
nd next

spring, I begin a part-tim
e job as a naturalist for

A
udobon. 

Low
 lights: 

m
usculoskeletal problem

s,
and 

not 
enough 

lint 
in 

m
y 

bellybutton!” 
<

G
A

R
R

Y
 W

A
LLA

C
E

: “I’m
 keeping m

y head
above 

w
ater, 

teaching 
biology, 

w
orking 

w
ith 

m
y

Labradors, reading and w
riting. 

This year, four of
m

y 
essays 

m
ade 

it 
to 

the 
finals 

of 
the

Faulkner/W
isdom

 W
riting C

om
petition, and I earned

H
onorable M

ention in the W
yom

ing A
rts Literature

Fellow
ship Aw

ards. I read m
y “honorable” essay

,
“The S

cent of R
ussian O

live,” at A
rt C

ouncil’s annual
conference in C

asper. <
S

H
E

R
R

IL JA
F

F
E

: “I
am

 up for tenure and prom
otion this year at S

onom
a

S
tate—

the job I secured w
ith m

y B
ennington M

FA
. I’m

w
orking on The E

m
otional D

etective &
 O

ther S
tories

in m
y real life. 

The title story appeared in 
Zyzzyva. I

am
 also putting together a book proposal for 

The
K

abbalah 
of 

W
riting: 

S
piritual 

P
rinciples 

for
C

reative W
riters

—
an outgrow

th of m
y graduating lec

-
ture, “W

riting as a S
piritual P

ractice.”
This is a col-

laboration w
ith R

am
i S

hapiro. H
is em

phasis is on
using w

riting to serve our spiritual needs, m
ine is on

using spiritual principles in the service of w
riting.

<
A

N
N

E
 

R
A

U
S

T
O

L
: 

“M
y 

daughter, 
Isabel,

keeps m
e inspired but not alw

ays at the com
puter! I

continue to w
ork on a novel and som

e other shorter
projects—

slow
ly but surely. I am

 involved in a local
w

riter’s critique group, so from
 January to M

ay I have
deadlines. E

very M
arch our group is invited to hold a

discussion panel at Virginia Festival of B
ooks, so I feel

like a w
riter even w

hen toddler hugs, board books
and diapers w

in out som
etim

es. S
peaking of w

inning,
I w

on second place in 
G

lim
m

ertrain
’s Very S

hort
Fiction C

ontest in the Fall 2004 issue w
ith a story

called, “The B
ees, Their R

ising.” I’d love to see you
all!

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
 

2
0

0
2

class agent Tom
 S

chabarum
<tom

s@
m

indopera.com
>

<
R

E
B

E
C

C
A

 E
V

A
R

T
S

: “W
ent to the

Tin H
ouse

W
orkshop in Portland, O

R
, in July to study w

ith
C

harles D
’A

m
brosio, a great w

riter and an excellent
teacher, though the w

orkshop form
at doesn’t feel

very useful any m
ore. H

ad a w
onderful lunch w

ith

Tom
 S

chabarum
, great to catch up. I’m

 w
orking on a

new
 

novel, 
am

 
m

ore 
deeply 

involved 
than 

ever
before and finally w

riting m
ore consistently

. S
till

w
riting for 

D
ow

n E
astm

agazine—
had tw

o articles in
the July issue, one of w

hich w
as the cover story

, and
have several forthcom

ing. S
till participating in the

B
ennington C

ollective, as m
uch as anything for the

m
onthly letters from

 all these w
riters I’ve never m

et
but w

hom
 form

 an im
portant part of m

y w
riting com

-
m

unity. <
JO

A
N

N
A

 M
E

Y
E

R
says, ”I place book

review
s w

herever I can, and currently preparing a
course, scheduled for January: “R

eading Lolita in
Tehran: C

ontinuing the C
onversation in N

ew
 York” at

M
arym

ount 
M

anhattan’s 
C

enter 
for 

Learning 
and

Living. I saw
 N

atalie H
andel in S

eptem
ber at the

A
nthology Film

 A
rchives on 2nd Avenue; she’s teach-

ing at C
olum

bia these days. I’m
 in regular touch w

ith
S

heridan H
ay and Judy Row

ley, and in m
ore sporadic

e-m
ail touch w

ith G
eeta, and a few

 other B
 people.

<
JU

D
Y

 R
O

W
LE

Y
says: It w

as a pleasure to
read from

 m
y m

anuscript for the 
A

lum
ni at our Tenth

Reunion. I’m
 w

ell into a group of essays about sound
and poetry. G

oing dow
nunder (A

ustralia) to w
rite for

three m
onths early next year. This past year has been

a busy one for <
M

IC
H

A
E

L S
C

H
IA

V
O

. H
is

poetry has appeared in or is forthcom
ing from

 
The

B
reakfast D

istrict
, 

C
astagraf, the anthology 

D
on’t

A
buse the M

use: The M
iddlefinger P

ress’s M
ixed Tape

of Fiction and R
eality

, 
Four C

orners, 
G

ood Foot,
G

utC
ult, 

T
he 

H
at, 

K
onundrum

 
E

ngine 
Literary

R
eview

, La P
etite Zine, LIT

, M
cS

w
eeney’s, M

iP
oesias,

P
ainted 

B
ride 

Q
uarterly

, 
P

ip 
Lit, 

S
m

all 
S

piral
N

otebook, 
S

ugar 
M

ule, 
and 

U
npleasant 

E
vent

S
chedule. In A

ugust, he w
as a w

aiter at the B
read

Loaf W
riters’

C
onference and his poetry m

anuscript is
under consideration at both K

nopf and G
rayw

olf.
There’s a character nam

ed after him
 in 

Tom
 B

issell’s
short story collection 

G
od Lives in S

t. P
etersburg,

though he assures all of you that it’
s only the sur-

nam
e that 

Tom
 used, not the deeds. H

e recently
m

oved to N
ortham

pton, M
assachusetts. V

isit his blog
at <http://m

ichaelschiavo.blogspot.com
>. 

<
T

O
M

S
C

H
A

B
A

R
U

M
is w

riting video scripts and speech
-

es. H
e had a great N

orthw
est sum

m
er doing a lot of

cam
ping and entertaining. U

nfortunately
, it cut into

his fiction tim
e, but still w

as able to forge ahead
w

ith 
the 

novel. 
P

oetry 
appeared 

briefly 
in 

The
B

reakfast D
istrict

.

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
2

class agent A
llyson S

alazar
<allyson@

30bender.org>

<
JO

H
N

 G
R

E
E

N
w

rites, “I spent tw
o sum

m
er

w
eeks on retreat and finally finished a first draft of

a novel. O
n S

tuart, a very sm
all island in the S

an
Juans. Just m

e in a som
ew

hat leaky geodesic dom
e

overlooking the w
ater tow

ards C
anada. N

o phone, no
TV. Just w

riting, eating, sleeping, and taking w
alks.

O
rcas sw

im
m

ing by, eagles calling and cavorting,
w

asps dive bom
bing. Fabulous! The novel features a

late sixties band called 
The Rotten H

ottentots, the
era’s forem

ost proponent of “jug rock.” G
ot a story

com
ing out in the inaugural issue of 

H
igh D

esert
Journal, of B

end, O
regon.” 

<
M

A
T

T
 A

D
A

M
S

adds, “N
ot m

uch going on here. Teaching/tutoring at
Penn S

tate. R
eading a good bit, doing the fall thing

w
ith the kids. 

Things are quiet, and consequently
there is nothing to really say

. 
I am

 lam
e. C

an I get

an am
en? H

ope you are all w
ell.” 

<
A

LLY
S

O
N

S
A

LA
Z

A
R

 
shouts out from

 the back of the build
-

ing, “A
m

en!” S
he w

rites, “I’m
 currently pursuing

another M
asters in pottery

, having grow
n w

eary of
the w

eight of sucking E
nglish papers w

ritten by tired,
lint-picking, 

Tw
inkie-sw

illing students. I am
 in collab

-
oration w

ith M
olly 

A
rden (translator, poet, and con

-
tributing 

editor 
of 

w
w

w
.notellm

otel.com
) 

on 
an

exciting 
new

 
collection 

of 
poem

s. 
<

K
A

T
H

Y
D

O
U

G
LA

S
has been trying to follow

 the som
e

-
w

hat 
m

acabre 
but 

strangely 
m

otivating
advice/adm

onition of W
alker E

vans: “S
tare. E

ducate
your eye. D

ie know
ing som

ething. You are not here
long.” S

he says, “ I contributed to the recent anthol
-

ogy C
yber C

ollaboration
(hope I’m

 not repeating)
and am

 teaching (and loving) an on-line creative non-
fiction course w

ith a few
 other B

 alum
s through alum

and new
 m

orfar W
m

 M
ales via U

niversity of G
ävle,

S
w

eden. Yup, that’s w
ith, through and via. Love all

around. <
A

N
D

R
E

A
 G

R
A

H
A

M
: M

oving from
one dingy apartm

ent to another
, trying to figure out

how
 

to 
w

rite 
this 

pesky 
novel. 

<
B

E
T

S
Y

JO
H

N
S

O
N

 M
ILLE

R
w

rites, “I got a chapbook
published by M

ayapple Press this sum
m

er—
“W

hat a
m

outh w
ill do.” B

oy
, short new

s. M
aybe I should

share that tw
o w

eeks ago Thursday w
as the last tim

e
I cut m

y toenails.” 
<

R
E

B
E

C
C

A
 

W
A

R
N

E
R

w
rote, “M

y book of poem
s, 

N
orthw

est P
assage, is out

in D
ecem

ber ‘ 04 on O
rchises Press. C

ontains m
any of

the F.U
. poem

s I w
rote at B

ennington—
read it and see

if any are about you. I’m
 still teaching at B

ucknell
and w

orking at the S
tadler C

enter for P
oetry, but m

y
fellow

ship is fast running out. S
oon I’ll be indigent

and 
infertile.” 

<
A

N
D

Y
D

E
H

N
A

R
T

adds,
“A

fter spending another sum
m

er teaching for Johns
H

opkins in R
hode Island,I

returned to Florida only to
be pum

m
elled by three consecutive hurricanes. I

w
as

hired as w
riter and colum

nist for M
S

N
B

C
.com

 in
O

ctober, and had a chapter accepted to 
C

elebrity
C

ulture (Routledge, 2006).”

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R

Y
2

0
0

3
class agent M

eg K
elly V

orm
<sisyphysw

ins@
juno.com

>

<
P

E
G

G
Y

 B
A

R
N

E
S

: “I am
 still alive and living

in the w
itness protection program

. W
ell, alm

ost. For
the last three m

onths, w
e’ve hidden on our boat

cruising 
the 

O
hio 

R
iver. 

You 
m

ight 
im

agine 
I’ve

(over)w
ritten passages describing the centuries-old

river 
tow

ns, 
or 

the 
trek 

w
e 

m
ade 

along 
the

U
nderground R

ailroad, or at least penned a ubiqui-
tous fall-foliage poem

. N
ope. 

This river rat had no
com

puter, no reliable phone, no yen to jot dow
n any

-
thing but the date of the last oil change. Just delight

-
fully chilled days of blankets and books. In short, I
had a true vacation. G

lad now
 to be perm

anently on
land and w

ill get back to w
ork on the novel cum

m
em

oir cum
 essay collection w

ith the sam
e title by

the sam
e confused w

riter. M
y B

ennington R
eview

story, “T
eacher,” published in 

Liguorian
, w

as nom
i-

nated and placed first in the B
est S

hort S
tory cate

-
gory of the 2004 Press Aw

ards presented by the
C

atholic Press A
ssociation of The U

nited S
tates and

C
anada. (M

y guess is: Alice M
onroe didn’t get nom

i
-

>
>

 co
n

tin
u

e
s o

n
 n

e
xt p

a
g

e

m
onths ago: 100 Lafayette Ave. A

nnapolis, M
D

 21401.
W

ish I could have com
e to the reunion but life got in

the w
ay.” <

E
LLE

N
S

A
N

T
A

S
IE

R
O

: “M
y inter

-
view

 w
ith Floyd S

kloot appeared in the Fall issue of
M

arlboro R
eview

. I just found out I w
as aw

arded a
tw

o-w
eek 

w
riting 

residency 
in 

February 
2005 

at
S

oapstone. S
till w

orking on the m
em

oir, essays, and
m

y collection of interview
s w

ith N
orthw

est nonfic
-

tion w
riters. I’m

 currently preparing to interview
Jarold R

am
sey, a poet and nonfiction w

riter w
hose

w
ork draw

s heavily on O
regon Indian m

yth and folk
-

lore. I’ve agreed to serve as president of the board
of a new

 literary and visual art m
agazine based in m

y
tow

n, B
end, O

regon. The first issue of H
igh D

esert
Journal

is due out in M
arch 2005. I’m

 so excited.
P

lease subm
it w

ork. C
ontact m

e at esantasi@
uci.net

for subm
ission guidelines. I’m

 still loving being part
of the B

ennington C
ollective.” 

<
LIS

S
A

W
A

R
-

R
E

N
: 

“I’m
 

still 
w

orking 
at 

D
a 

C
apo 

P
ress 

in
C

am
bridge and teaching in the graduate W

riting &
P

ublishing program
 at E

m
erson C

ollege. C
arroll and

G
raf published m

y book, The S
avvy A

uthor’s G
uide To

B
ook P

ublicity
, in February. It is now

 in its second
printing, and has led to a lot of fun speaking oppor

-
tunities for m

e (C
oncord Festival of B

ooks, N
Y

is B
ook

C
ountry, V

irginia Festival of the B
ook, etc). I’m

 cur
-

rently w
orking on a short story collection and trying

to convince m
y agent that it really doesn’t w

ant to
be a novel, even though they’re easier to sell.” 
<

E
LA

IN
E

 W
A

LT
E

R
S

 M
C

F
E

R
R

O
N

: “This is
an exciting tim

e: W
yn C

ooper and S
haw

na Parker of
G

reen R
iver Press are publishing a letterpress chap

-
book of m

y poem
s, D

ouble S
olitude

. It should be fin
-

ished before C
hristm

as tim
e. I can’t express m

y grat
-

itude for the care they have taken w
ith this little vol

-
um

e of poem
s. I have tw

o poem
s com

ing out soon
w

ith 5A
M

 and S
alam

ander, oddly enough both about
m

y m
other’s death. O

ut of pure desolation in late
June, I started a new

 venture: 
The W

riter’s S
tudio.

A
nd to m

y surprise people signed up for w
orkshops

and I have several others w
ho w

anted tutorials.
U

nbelievable. P.S
. M

y son, Joshua M
cFerron, m

arried
D

eb W
ilder in S

an Francisco in M
ay. It w

as a beauti-
ful occasion. S

uch happiness.”

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

 
1

9
9

9
class agent S

usan M
cH

enry
<susanm

chenry@
earthlink.net>

“A
fter nearly 5 years, I’ve left

m
y position as fea

-
tures editor for 

E
ssencem

agazine, and accepted the
Revson Fellow

ship at C
olum

bia U
niversity,” reports

<
A

S
H

A
 B

A
N

D
E

LE
.

“I w
ill continue to w

rite
for E

ssence
and other outlets, but now

 have m
ore

tim
e to spend w

ith
m

y 4 and half year old.” “I’ve
just started learning B

iblical H
ebrew

,” <
R

A
C

H
E

L
B

A
R

E
N

B
LA

T
says, “and this fall I w

rote m
y first

serm
on, w

hich I delivered on the second day of R
osh

H
ashanah. 

M
eanw

hile, 
I’m

 
blogging 

regularly 
at

Velveteen R
abbi <velveteenrabbi.blogs.com

> and an
article of m

ine about w
om

en in the godblogosphere,
“B

log is M
y C

opilot,” w
as published in the fall 2004

issue 
of 

B
itch

m
agazine. 

Recent 
poem

s 
have

appeared 
in 

P
oetica

m
agazine 

and 
on 

the 
Tel

S
hem

esh w
ebsite.” <

K
A

Y
 H

A
R

K
IN

S
shares,

“I’m
 finding a great deal of contentm

ent w
orking the

soil of m
y life—

so m
uch to tend to, so m

uch to root
out in an encom

passing cycle of planting and har-
vesting. I’m

 enjoying finding w
ays to both sim

plify

D
IS

P
A

T
C

H
E

S
F

R
O

M
10 Y

E
A

R
S

O
F

C
LA

S
S

M
A

T
E

S
 N

O
T

E
S

>
>

 fro
m

 p
a

g
e

 1
0



P A G E10
N

O
T

E
S

D
IS

P
A

T
C

H
E

S
F

R
O

M
10 Y

E
A

R
S

O
F

C
LA

S
S

M
A

T
E

S

A
N

D
 O

T
H

E
R

 T
A

LE
S

 F
R

O
M

 A
 F

O
R

M
E

R
 R

E
D

-S
T

A
T

E
 D

E
N

IZ
E

N

P A G E

Kinstler.” 
<

T
A

M
I 

H
A

A
LA

N
D

w
rites: “

5A
M

published tw
o of m

y poem
s this spring, one of w

hich,
“Intertextuality

,” 
appeared 

on 
Verse 

D
aily

(w
w

w
.versedaily.org) on June 21. For the second year

in a row
, I coordinated poetry events for the H

igh
P

lains 
B

ookF
est, 

and 
m

y 
review

 
of 

Lee 
A

nn
Roripaugh’s book, Year of the S

nake
, is online in The

B
illings O

utpost. O
therw

ise, I teach year-round and
am

 m
om

 to Philip, 15, and N
athan, 9.” 

<
JU

LIA
M

IC
H

A
E

LS
says: “You m

ight say I’m
 languishing

in subm
ission-land, num

bly aw
aiting the rejections

that m
y agent passes on to m

e—
for m

y first novel.
B

ut the truth is I’m
 going great guns on #2, w

hich is
about the politics of left and right, set in R

io de
Janeiro and B

eijing. I’m
 having a lot of fun research

-
ing C

hina, w
riting about it w

ithout setting a foot
there. M

ore tim
e for all this now

, w
ith tw

o kids in
college!” 

<
S

U
S

A
N

 M
A

G
E

E
reports: “M

y new
book, w

hich I co-authored w
ith a business com

m
uni-

cations trainer, has just been published by 
Avalon

P
ublishing: The Jerk W

ith the C
ell P

hone: 
A

S
urvival

G
uide for the R

est of U
s

. R
oz C

hast of The
N

ew
Yorker

did our cover and I say that because you peo
-

ple actually know
 w

ho she is! M
y next book—

about
pregnancy—

w
ill be out next spring by Q

uirk B
ooks

(Yes, you have heard of them
, they do the W

orst C
ase

S
cenario B

ooks). I’m
 thrilled—

though still unsure how
I got in—

to be teaching this year at the P
enn W

riter’s
C

onference at the U
 of P

ennsylvania in N
ovem

ber.”
A

s for m
e, <

E
R

IC
A

 LE
T

O
U

R
N

E
A

U
, I contin

-
ue to w

ork as a technical w
riter

. B
etw

een w
ork and

parenting m
y 2 year old, I care for m

y 7 pets (yes,
I’m

 insane) and read voraciously. I have tw
o short

stories 
in 

the 
w

orks 
and 

I’m
 

gearing 
up 

for
N

aN
oWriM

o.

- - - - -

J
U

N
E

2
0

0
0

class agent C
atherine P

arnell
<catparnell@

rcn.com
>

<
LU

C
Y

 
A

R
R

IN
G

T
O

N
: 

“N
o 

w
riting 

new
s

except that I’m
 still plugging aw

ay one m
icro-step at

a tim
e. S

o far this w
hole year has been one gigantic

fam
ily 

traum
a/m

elodram
a 

after 
another

. 
I 

keep
thinking 

things 
w

ill 
settle 

dow
n 

&
 

they 
don’t.

S
om

eone should com
e up w

ith a w
orkshop on how

 to
keep your head in your w

riting w
hen Life (w

ith a cap
-

ital L) keeps interfering. G
ood stuff is happening—

eighth and ninth grandchildren are on their w
ay! I’m

not 
com

plaining. 
T

hey’re 
all 

the 
best!”

<
A

N
D

R
E

A
 D

IE
H

L
: “S

till churning out death
-

less copy for The Verm
ont C

ountry S
tore. 

A
nyone

need som
e Tangee lipstick or D

ippity-do? W
e m

oved
into our new

 house—
a beautiful post-and-beam

 w
ith

tons of acres, a view
 dow

n to the M
onum

ent—
in M

ay
and seem

 to be w
orking on it constantly

. Life is rich,
even if I no longer am

! <
M

A
R

S
H

A
 D

U
B

R
O

W
:

N
o m

atter how
 discouraging everything m

ay seem
 at

the m
om

ent, im
provem

ent 
is

possible. I w
as accept-

ed for a com
petitive entry fiction-w

riting w
orkshop

at G
eorge W

ashington U
niversity in W

ashington, D
C

.
This 

w
as 

m
y 

second 
acceptance, 

the 
m

axim
um

allow
ed. 

I 
w

on 
three 

m
ore 

speaking 
contests 

in
Toastm

asters 
International. 

I 
recom

m
end

Toastm
asters to gain another dim

ension in w
riting, to

have another opportunity for positive feedback, and

to ease the isolation of w
riting. 

A
fter eight years in

m
y job, I finally received a prom

otion. M
y article

“T
ango S

chool D
rop-O

ut” w
ill run soon in W

ashington
W

om
an, 

w
hich 

ran 
m

y 
B

otsw
ana 

safari 
story 

in
S

eptem
ber. 

<
A

M
Y

 W
E

IN
T

R
A

U
B

: “G
eez, I

don’t know
 w

hat to say re: new
s. 

There have been
lots of articles about m

e and m
y w

ork in the last few
m

onths. I’ve been on the road, teaching a lot of
w

orkshops and trainings in the U
S

 and C
anada. (“Yoga

to B
eat the B

lues,” “Life Force 
Yoga Therapy for

M
ood D

isorders,” etc.) I’ll be on the E
ast C

oast in
January, M

arch and again in July, teaching at K
ripalu,

O
m

ega, 
the 

P
sychotherapy 

N
etw

orker 
S

ym
posium

and other places. Friends can visit m
e on the road by

checking out m
y schedule at w

w
w

.yogafordepres-
sion.com

.

- - - - -

J
A

N
U

A
R
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class agents B
renda C

handler &
 D

ebbie C
hapel

<btubbyc@
aol.com

> <ddchapel@
post.harvard.edu>

<
JU

LIE
 B

LO
E

M
E

K
E

finds that she agrees w
ith

M
argaret, that the brain does com

e out w
ith the pla

-
centa, 

as 
she 

keeps 
forgetting 

everything. 
S

till,
despite this draw

back to birthing, she decided that
one pass at duende sim

ply w
asn’t enough. “M

ark and
I (and 3-year-old G

areth!) are expecting our brand
new

 B
loem

eke in late A
pril or early M

ay 2005. I find
being pregnant evokes last-sem

ester-at-B
ennington

nostalgia, w
hen you all w

ere so encouraging during
m

y G
areth pregnancy. O

ne quirky success to report: I
am

 the proud ow
ner of tw

o brand new
 garage door

openers, m
y take from

 a local radio contest that
called for w

riting a blues piece about—
w

hat else—
shoddy garage doors. G

o figure!” <
C

H
A

R
IS

S
E

C
O

LE
M

A
N

w
rites: “B

est N
ew

 
Toy: Red and w

hite
M

IN
I C

ooper. Like driving a cartoon. M
ost Fun at

W
ork: C

reating new
 classes for D

uke C
ont. E

d., one
using great songw

riters’
m

usic to jum
pstart stories

and essays, another reading great A
m

erican plays out
loud together. W

riting N
ew

s: C
ontributor to 

W
ounds

that D
o N

ot B
ind

: the effect of the death penalty on
victim

s’
fam

ilies, an anthology due out next year
from

 C
arolina A

cadem
ic Press; gave a reading for

Friends of the Lexington (N
C

) Library, w
ith a kick-ass

hour of Q
 &

 A
. Those library folks read and think and

speak up! D
id m

y heart good. Ted and I m
iss you all

and love hearing your new
s. W

e’re off to 
Taos now

for som
e hiking and hot tubbing and all the chiles w

e
can eat!” 

<
R

E
B

 LIV
IN

G
S

T
O

N
 

w
rites: “M

y
big new

s to share is that M
olly A

rden and I founded
an 

online 
poetry 

journal 
called 

N
o 

Tell 
M

otel
(w

w
w

.notellm
otel.org). E

ach w
eek w

e feature a new
poet. E

very w
eekday w

e publish a new
 poem

. A
lso, I

have 
poem

s 
forthcom

ing 
in 

D
U

C
K

Y, 
P

ip 
Lit 

and
U

npleasant E
vent S

chedule
later this fall ‘04/w

inter
‘05.” <

K
R

IS
 O

H
LS

O
N

reports all sorts of good
new

s. H
er m

em
oir, 

S
talking the D

ivine
, w

on the
A

m
erican S

ociety of Journalists and A
uthors’

2004
book aw

ard for best nonfiction, and the book w
ill be

out in a P
lum

e paperback in D
ecem

ber. R
ecently, she

drove from
 C

leveland to C
alifornia spend som

e iso
-

lated w
eeks w

orking on a new
 novel—

extra bonus w
as

getting to know
 

A
lice D

eB
erry K

ane, w
ho lived near

the house w
here she w

as staying. “M
y drive back w

as
transcendentally 

fabulous—
nothing 

like 
seeing

A
m

erica 
w

hiz 
by 

at 
85 

m
ph.” 

<
O

O
N

A
P

A
T

R
IC

K
’s 

tim
eline 

essay 
com

ing 
out 

in 
G

ulf
C

oastw
on honorable m

ention in their nonfiction con
-

test, w
hich w

as judged by M
ark D

oty
. “A

nd it w
as

then edited by The Fabulous Jam
es H

all.” A
fter quit

-
ting her job of eight years and leaving B

oston, she is
spending N

ovem
ber at the Verm

ont S
tudio C

enter on
a full fellow

ship. “I am
 not really sure w

hat I am
doing 

after 
that.” 

<
P

.F
. 

P
O

T
V

IN
recently

m
oved to B

urlington, V
T

, w
here he’s teaching poetry

at C
ham

plain C
ollege and backpacking m

ost w
eek-

ends. “I gigged readings over past few
 m

oons at
M

yopic 
B

ooks 
(C

hicago) 
and 

the 
U

niversity 
of

M
ichigan (D

earborn). O
therw

ise, have fifteen pieces
out or forthcom

ing in 
R

io, M
em

orious, R
edivider, and

C
aketrain

. <
A

N
D

Y
 P

R
A

T
T

w
rites: “A

nother
year has passed, and nothing published. W

hat else is
new

? I just started w
orking on m

y book again, rew
rit

-
ing. It helps m

e rem
em

ber w
ho I am

, w
ho I w

as, and
m

aybe it w
ill be published, m

aybe not. I’ve had that
experience in the m

usic business, and it’s not all it’
s

cracked up to be. It does beat the altenative though.
This year I got m

arried again, for the fourth tim
e, to

a w
onderful Irish w

om
an nam

ed M
ary, w

ho m
akes life

fun, m
ost of the tim

e. S
he has tw

o alm
ost-grow

n
sons, so I am

 a stepfather. They like m
e. S

om
etim

es
they say the sam

e things to m
e I used to say to m

y
ow

n father. W
e live in A

m
esbury, M

ass., w
ith one of

them
 and three cats. I have m

y m
usical instrum

ents
at hom

e, and I play them
 a lot, and som

etim
es I

rehearse w
ith a band, or record m

usic w
ith different

people, basically living in the past, in order to stay
sane in an increasingly insane w

orld. M
ary under-

stands. I’m
 w

aiting for death, or w
ar

, or revolution,
or none of the above. It’

s all the sam
e to m

e at this
point.” 

<
R

IC
C

O
 S

IA
S

O
C

O
 

w
rites that he’

s
still w

riting, still teaching. “S
om

etim
es I speak at

conferences or w
rite book review

s. Lately
, I’ve taken

to 
thinking 

of 
life 

as 
one 

big 
hangover

.” 
<

M
A

R
C

IA
 T

R
A

H
A

N
is happy to report that

her hom
egrow

n w
riting w

orkshops are hum
m

ing right
along. “I’m

 quite proud of m
y students’

w
ork—

and
w

atch 
out, 

a 
couple 

of 
them

 
just 

m
ight 

be
B

ennington-bound!” H
er ow

n w
ork appeared in the

S
pring 2004 issue of Full C

ircle
; and at any given

m
om

ent she’s busy gnashing her teeth over one of
four different projects. “I am

 also tutoring hapless
teenagers in S

AT
prep and editing a book proposal.

A
ndy, 

m
e, 

and 
bunny 

m
ake 

three.” 
This 

from
 

<
JIM

 W
O

E
S

S
N

E
R

: “N
othing new

. S
till w

ork
-

ing m
y ass off as a w

annabe painter cum
 artist. H

ave
a new

 studio that is (at last) separate from
 m

y house.
The art seem

s to be getting w
eirder

, and I seem
 to be

getting poorer. W
ho’s w

riting this script anyw
ay? S

till
looking for a rich w

om
an to support m

y indulgences.”
A

s for m
e, <

B
R

E
N

D
A

 T
U

B
B

Y
 C

H
A

N
D

LE
R

,
I’ve just com

e off a stint as freelance conference
organizer for the M

uskie S
chool of P

ublic S
ervice—

lots of details to keep track of, leaving m
e virtually

no free tim
e for the last few

 m
onths. B

efore that, I
w

orked at Intercultural P
ress and loved the crosscul-

tural dialogue. I’m
 now

 in the thick of m
y second

year of an interfaith chaplaincy program
 (but call m

e
Reverend and I’ll laugh). M

ostly
, though, I am

 now
returning to m

y w
riting, and am

 eager for it. 

- - - - -

J
U
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class agent K

risti G
edeon

<kgedeon@
austin.rr.com

>

<
K

R
IS

T
I G

E
D

E
O

N
: “A

t long last, I have an
agent, w

ho sold m
y first novel to S

t. M
artin’

s Press.

>
>

 fro
m

 p
a

g
e

 6

I w
as living the good life. W

orking a day job not as a tech-
nical 

w
riter 

or 
com

p 
instructor, 

but 
as 

a 
father. 

W
riting.

D
rinking tea.

E
veryone at B

ennington craved tim
e, but even w

ith tw
o

sm
all children I had plenty. M

y w
ife had eight hours to teach, I

had eight hours to w
rite, and w

e each, separately, spent m
any

hours a day w
ith the children. O

n S
aturdays, w

e w
ould pedal

tw
enty m

iles, the four of us on tw
o bikes, then return to w

rite
and w

ork som
e m

ore.
S

o w
hy, if w

hat w
riters need m

ost of all is
leisure, did I give it up?

W
e’re 

nothing 
w

ithout 
(quick, 

another
w

ord for vortex!) the seethe of com
m

unity.
Liam

 
talked 

so 
m

uch 
about 

closing 
that 

I
becam

e a rejection-gathering m
achine, an effi-

cient addresser of envelopes, franker of S
A

S
E

s,
photocopier of stories (though never an effi-
cient author of cover letters; the beastly things
should have gotten tw

o m
inutes apiece, but

instead occupied a corner of m
y soul like a

dozen B
artlebys, refusing to do their w

ork and
leave). B

ut Liam
 rarely talked about opening.

Y
et it is opening that B

ennington forces on us,
and after closing w

ith the too-sim
ple act of

graduation, 
I 

becam
e 

increasingly 
terrified

that I w
ould now

 alw
ays be failing, post-B

enn,
to open.

I’ve never lived through a period as diffi-
cult as this last year. T

im
e has left us. G

one not
just quickly, but som

ew
here else. A

nd ever since m
y fam

ily
m

oved from
 O

hio to B
oston, strange things have befallen us at

a rate that gives nasty blow
s the feel of slapstick. Last w

eek, a
m

assive branch fell onto our house and car. T
he car had just

returned 
from

 
m

ajor 
repairs, 

and 
the 

roof 
w

e’d 
just 

had
replaced after a sudden outpouring in the living room

.
B

ut over these nine m
onths—

w
hile m

oving A
G

N
I

from
 an

out-of-the-w
ay, dusty theater room

 to the form
er offices of T

he
P

artisan R
eview

 and at the sam
e tim

e upgrading its com
puters

and bringing it into the E
thernet era —

 I’ve felt a greater con
-

nection to the w
ord, a stronger tie to life, and a m

ore organic
belief in the inseparability of the tw

o than ever before. D
espite

being overw
helm

ed w
ith details —

 and literary m
agazines ride

a 
surf 

of 
the 

least 
glam

orous 
details 

im
aginable: 

bar-code
labels, renew

al letters, intern schedules, N
E

A
 cost-m

atching
form

s —
 the very im

m
ersion I’ve felt, the lack of tim

e itself,
occasioned by a crush of people and a crush of w

ords, seem
s to

have taught m
e the natural tone of m

y m
ind. B

ig questions
seem

 to answ
er them

selves. W
hat is w

orth w
riting? W

hat’s best
in our literature? W

hat tone is naturally m
ine and w

hat’s m
ere

im
itation?

T
here’s no doubt I need to begin stringing loose m

inutes
into a bracelet, or sew

ing them
 into a shirt w

hich w
ill never fit

as com
fortably as before. B

ut tim
e isn’t everything. In B

oston, it
becom

es im
m

ediately apparent that successful novelists and
w

riters w
ith tim

e on their hands are not alw
ays —

 not often —
the sam

e group. S
uccessful w

riters m
ake tim

e. N
o, that’s a plat-

itude. H
ow

 about: they w
rite w

ith w
hatever tim

e they have.
T

hey scribble on napkins, w
rite through lunch, m

ake notes over
coffee, get dinner stains on their notebooks, and m

ake no
excuses. A

rrogant to say, isn’t it, w
hen I’ve neither lived m

y life
in perpetual need of tim

e nor m
anaged now

 to find enough of it
to com

plete even one short story since m
oving east? B

ut after
years of giving m

y w
riting prim

arily tw
o kinds of food —

 slow
reading and tim

e —
 I see w

ith the clarity of a spiritual vision
that I’ve left m

y fingernails cracking and hair dulled for w
ant of

essential nutrients.

I am
 surrounded by people here. C

rushed against them
, in

fact, on the T
 ride hom

e. T
hey, being versions of m

yself —
 as I

am
 a version of each of them

 —
 are w

hy I w
rite (w

hy w
e w

rite,
and w

hat w
e w

rite). Y
et I w

as cut off from
 them

 in m
y form

er
life. I w

as cut off from
 other w

riters, too. I w
as cut off from

busyness and traffic, from
 sw

erving, gridlock, m
ail m

erge, D
o

N
ot W

alk signs, “doing lunch,” and interruptions. A
nd don’t let

m
e sim

plify w
hat I’m

 saying by blam
ing O

hio, the red-state
rural hinterland. I’d closed m

yself off years before m
oving

there, to devote m
yself to the god of W

riting T
im

e. I w
as cut off

in M
ontclair, N

ew
 Jersey. I w

as cut off in A
nn A

rbor, M
ichigan.

F
or m

ore than a decade I structured m
y life around T

he H
ours

at the D
esk, replacing engagem

ent w
ith enscribem

ent. 
T

hese days, slow
 reading is a luxury. I copyedit on the T

. I
w

alk across the S
t. M

ary’s bridge in the m
orning w

ith a m
anu

-
script folded around m

y finger, or w
ith m

y cell phone pressed to
m

y ear. A
nd som

ehow
 —

 m
aybe I’m

 fooling m
yself —

 I think m
y

ow
n w

riting w
ill benefit, too. B

ecause it’s not the clock that
determ

ines the value of w
ords on a page. It’s the passion that

engenders them
, and the condition of the soul that puts them

there.A
lw

ays B
e C

losing, Liam
 says. B

ut w
hat I thank B

ennington
for is the opposite m

antra, forced on us just as insistently:
A

lw
ays B

e O
pening. A

ren’t they the sam
e thing?

<
 

W
illiam

 P
ierce

, a fiction graduate from
 the class of January 2003, is senior editor of

A
G

N
I.

H
is fiction has appeared in T

he C
ream

 C
ity R

eview
and A

m
erican Literary R

eview
.

H
is essay “F

abulously Real,” reprinted in 
A

G
N

I O
nline

(w
w

w
.agnim

agazine.org), w
as

recently nom
inated for a P

ushcart P
rize.

H
ow

 B
ennington F

orced M
e O

ut of H
ibernation

7

B
ill P

ierce w
ith his daughter C

atharine (age 6), his son Liam
 (3), and yellow

 lab C
assie (8). It w

as
taken on Liam

’s birthday, A
pril 25th, 2004. 

P
hoto by G

illian P
ierce.
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The C
lass of 

June 2004 and 
the C

ore Faculty
(left to right) front row

:
Laurie

Zim
m

erm
an, S

ara Litw
iller, S

arah
K

anning, G
ail H

am
burg, A

lexis
P

erlm
utter, B

eth W
oodcom

e, V
anina

M
arsot, V

irgil S
uarez. second row

:
L to

R
: S

honna H
um

phrey, E
lizabeth G

atti,
Tim

 H
ow

ard, K
im

berly D
rain, B

etsy C
ox,

C
hristine A

nderes, R
ebecca B

rock. third
row

:
S

heila K
ohler, Trinie D

alton, V
ictoria

C
lausi, A

pril B
ernard, E

thelbert M
iller, D

iana
G

ould, Jill M
cC

orkle, Jeff R
ennicke, Joyce

M
aynard. fourth row

:
H

enri C
ole, A

m
y

G
erstler, E

laine M
cFerron, S

usan C
heever,

A
m

y H
em

pel, P
hillip Lopate, M

olly Jong-
Fast, Laurel S

aville, M
artha C

ooley,
P

riscilla H
odgkins, P

atrick H
eller,

S
tephanie Farber, E

d O
chester. fifth

row
:

Tom
 G

avin, B
ob S

hacochis, Liam
R

ector, Tim
othy M

ayo, S
ven

B
irkerts, A

skold M
elnyczuk, K

urt
C

asw
ell, Jason S

hinder.

P A G E9

Judy M
andt, C

arole M
erritt, and

Laura O
rem

 pose betw
een literary

m
om

ents

S
ven B

irkerts, Liam
 Rector, Tree S

w
enson and C

illa H
odgkins listening and oberserving from

 the catw
alk of 

Tishm
an

as Robin N
eidorf presents a statistical analysis of alum

nis’
responses to survey about their B

ennington esperiences. 
<

 P
hotos by C

arole M
erritt,

class of January 1996.
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C

A
S

W
E

L
L

S
om

ew
here in the C

hinese past, people began breaking off
w

illow
 branches and giving them

 to parting friends. In C
hinese, a

hom
ophone of the w

ord “w
illow

” m
eans “stay.” O

ver the past tw
o

years, as a student at B
ennington, I have learned som

ething about
how

 to say goodbye.
I said goodbye to m

y friends and to the rivers of northern
C

alifornia. I said goodbye to m
y dog, and left her ashes on a hill in

southeastern W
yom

ing. I said goodbye to m
y w

ife, and to our
m

arriage of 5 years. I don’t tell you this to say that I’m
 available.

H
ow

ever, m
y phone num

ber is 307-778-2002.
I tell you this because tonight I w

ish to say goodbye. I w
ish for

all of us to honor each other in saying goodbye, not to linger in
untruths, the w

ay on nights such as this, w
e m

ay m
ake pledges w

e
cannot keep.

In our tim
e at B

ennington, w
e have m

ade lasting friendships,
and becom

e part of a com
m

unity that w
ill endure beyond us,

though in parting w
e cannot know

 if w
e shall ever see each other

again. It is not in returning to B
ennington that w

e m
ost honor our

teachers and peers, but in taking w
hat w

e have learned here to our
hom

e com
m

unities, in encouraging and creating an educated, lit-
erate public that w

ill keep the w
ord alive, and in living a w

riting
life. S

o tonight m
ust be goodbye, enacted com

pletely, as if each of
our lives w

ere ending. W
hat w

e all know
 at B

ennington is that a
poem

, a story, an essay can be a w
ay to say goodbye to a place, a

person, even to som
e part of the S

elf.
In the early pages of N

ikos K
azantzakis’ novel Z

orba the
G

reek, the narrator lam
ents the departure of a friend: “H

ow
 bit

-
ter it is to be slow

ly separated from
 great friends! F

ar better m
ake

a clean break and rem
ain in solitude—

the natural clim
ate of m

an.
A

nd yet in that rainy daw
n, I could not leave m

y friend” (5). T
he

narrator follow
s his friend onto the ship, helps him

 settle into his
cabin, and then lingers, and lingers, and the parting becom

es
overly painful, if not num

bing. 
A

t the end of the novel, the narrator learns som
ething about

how
 to say goodbye. H

e describes his parting w
ith Z

orba as “clean
as a sw

ord cut” (303). H
e is able to “m

ake a clean break” because
he learns that saying goodbye is not the job of the m

ind, but of the
body, the w

ay R
obert B

ly has said that poem
s are not w

ritten w
ith

the m
ind, but w

ith the body. T
he narrator learns this through

dance. H
e asks Z

orba to teach him
 to dance, and Z

orba replies:
“T

o hell w
ith paper and ink! T

o hell w
ith goods and profits! T

o
hell w

ith m
ines and w

orkm
en and m

onasteries! A
nd now

 that you
can dance as w

ell and have learnt m
y language, w

hat shan’t w
e be

able to tell each other!” (290).
H

ope springs from
 Z

orba’s w
ords as honesty—

the tw
o m

en
know

 they m
ay never m

eet again—
and this honesty brings depth

and m
eaning to their friendship. In a universe w

here m
eaning is

elusive, at the very least, and the very m
ost, w

e can create this
kind of honesty, this kind of m

eaning betw
een us. T

onight, after
w

e dance, w
hat I have left to say is goodbye, and G

od-speed-you-
on-your-w

ay.
<

 
K

urt C
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ell 
teaches literature and w

riting at Laram
ie C
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om

m
unity C

ollege in
C

heyenne, W
yom

ing. H
e holds a M

FA
in nonfiction from

 B
ennington C

ollege, and a M
A

in
E

nglish from
 M

iddlebury C
ollege. H

is w
ork has appeared in Isotope, Left B

ank, N
orthern

Lights, P
otom

ac R
eview

, and W
est W

ind R
eview

, am
ong other publications.
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