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determinisrwill not be settledunequivocallipy reading

the followingstoriesof how someof yourcolleagues
woundup choosinghe scholarlgdisciplinesheydid.
Betweerthosewho felt themselvethe playthingof chance
events andtraycommentsandthoseuponwhomfatelay
its clammyhandsat ayoungandtenderage, seeno
commonalitiesyith the possibleexceptiorof the presence
of an influentialeacherWhat a menac¢hesecharismatic
teachersurn outto be! By whatrightdo theydeflectus
from ourappointediestiniespur pleasantareeras
diplomatsgdoctorsaccountantmto thesedarkwoods?
Resistancgeemdutile:it only bindsus all the moretightly
to them.Andwein turnare buffetingjayin anddayout,
the frail fatesf our studentsunwittinglybendingheir
trajectoriewith carelespraisea sternlook,an unspoken
promise[As| writethis, | aminterruptedy a heavy
poundingat mydoor.[tOs atudentecstatido tell methat
she has beeacceptedo the doctoratgorogramat Indiana
Universityherfatesealedot by mebut by havingcrossed
the pathof my colleagu&ateTranschelAnd soit goes.]
Well, someonshoulddo somethingboutit. Meanwhile
enjoy thesstoriesandmy thankgo allwhoresponded.

I must warryou:the questiorof philosophical

Cristina Nehring, February21

The HumanitieSentetinaugurateits themeOEroand
Culture@vith the talk of CristinaNehringentitled
ODangeroligaisonsErosand Pedagogiyn Contemporary
Academeid Trinity1000n FridayFebruargi, beginning
at 3pm[followedby reception]Nehringis aregular
contributoto journalsuchasHarper®éagazineThe
London Revieof Booksand TheAtlanticMonthly.She is

currentlyworkingon a bookentitledOWomerin Love:
Chaos an€raftin the Livesof FeminisWriters, study
of the livesandworksof six classisvomenwriters
(AmericankFrenchandEnglish)To giveyoua notionof
her themel, cando no bettethanquotefromherarticlein
HarperQs

OKnowledge unremittinglpersonalthe best
studentdall in lovewith teacherghe mostengaged
teachersespondstronglyNanstariouslyNtstudentsThe
campu®n whichthe chanceof sexuaharassmentNof
sexuaDimpropriety@weerteacherandstudentsNis
eliminateds thecampuson whichpedagogis
evisceratedt is the campusn whichpedagogis dead.O

Foucault:Oui ou Non?

We wouldliketo inaugurate seriesf briefretrospective
assessmentd seminatontemporarthinkersvhose
influencehas beenvidespreathroughouthe humanities.
We will beginwith MichelFoucaultEdPluth ofthe
Departmentf Philosophwill assembla shortreadeand
lead oudiscussionyhichwill befree-rangingndcivil,
althoughot pious.Everythings upfor grabsand
Foucauldiarendanti-Foucauldiaaseinvitedto
participateNo dateyet, but | will keepyouinformed.

OSciencand the AestheticlmaginationO
Next yeathe Humanitie€entewill be sponsoring
yearlongerieof eventsaroundhe themeof OScienand
the Aesthetitmagination.@mongthesewill bethe
followingthe Theatrdbepartmenwill be puttingon
performancesf Stoppard@scadiain the fall [directedy
our dean'hnd Auburn@Rroofn the spring We will
provide interestddcultywith gratiscopiesof theseplays
as wellassupplementamateriabndarrangéor post-




production discussion seminars. In addition we have
submitted Presidential Scholar applications for two writers
who address scientific themes in their work: Andrea Barrett
and Richard Powers, both MacArthur Fellows and both
award-winning novelists. If funds for the Presidential
Scholars are cut, we will find other ways to bring at least
one of them to campus. We are also looking into inviting
some prominent science fiction writers. The University Art
Gallery will be putting on a show on science and the visual
arts; the University Film Series will be screening some films
with scientific themes; and we are arranging for a series of
lecture/talks by Chico faculty, both from HFA and from
Natural Sciences, on subjects dealing with the intersection
of art, literature, and the sciences. A reader will be prepared
that will be distributed gratis to interested faculty. For the
purposes of submitting an application for a National
Endowment for the Humanities Focus Grant to fund this,
we are looking for a number of faculty who would form a
core group, committed to participating as much as possible
in this theme. If you are interested, please contact me as
soon as possible.

Use Your Humanities Center!

The other day | went into the Humanities Center on an
errand at noon and saw one of our new faculty members
sitting having his lunch, all alone. A forlorn sight! The
Humanities Center Board and | want you to stop eating
alone in your offices and to think of using the Humanities
Center for collegial lunches and/ coffee breaks. If you
haven't yet filled out the form to permit your Wildcat card
to open the door, why not just do it right now? Your
departmental secretary has plenty of them.

Library Book Donations

We had hoped to nurture our nascent collection of books
with the funds we so frugally stored up this year. But, alas,
the budget meltdown has aborted that plan. So we are
thrown back on the generosity of the HFA faculty. If you
have good books to donate—or even to lend on a
temporary basis—to the HC Library, please contact me. We
are looking for good, clean books that belong in such a
library. For outright donations we will gladly provide a
letter of thanks, useful for tax purposes.

Double Acrostic Fun

First of all, congratulations to Jack Rawlins, English, and to
Andy Flescher, Religious Studies, for submitting correct
entries in our last puzzle contest. | flipped a coin to
determine the winner and Andy won, thus receiving a $10
gift certificate to the A.S. Bookstore. For the next contest, |
have composed my best puzzle ever and this time | have
carefully proofread it. It’s also a bit easier than earlier ones.
Finally, | am raising the prize to a princely $25 certificate,

so to all you who have hesitated to assault this
challenge—not feeling up to the challenge perhaps—you
have nothing to lose and the world to gain! [Tip: you do
not have to get all the clues or even a majority of the clues
to solve the puzzle. One works backward from the
quotation grid, guessing words and phrases there, and
using the letters to fill in the missing clues. And back and
forth you go.] I will accept solutions until 5pm on Friday,
March 7. Good luck! @

HOW DID YOU END UP IN
THIS GIG?

Susan Green, History and American Studies
After giving me a "C" in AP Euro Civ, my high school
history teacher, Mr. Lewis, told me that | was never going
to be a historian, and thank God for history. But,
thankfully, a radical Chilean exile down the hall, who
taught AP Spanish, did so using pamphlets like "La
amenaza de las pesticidas” from the United Farm Workers.
Sr. Enriquez told me to go see Guillermo Rojas in Chicano
Studies at the University of Minnesota and take some
classes. | declared Speech-Communications as my major
when | entered the university and never stepped foot in
even one Speech-Com class. | took a Chicano Studies class
my first quarter at the "U," and stayed on there for the
next ten years. | am proof positive that Chicano Studies
corrupts the minds of K-12 students!

Ernst Schoen-Rene, English

| was torn between English and Philosophy my junior year
at Yale. | would have made a lousy philosopher, but I
didn't realize that at the time. | wrote a paper "Does
Hamlet Change?" and argued that he did not, a view | have
slightly modified since. | received an A on the paper—a
better grade than I, who had had pretty miserable English
preparation in high school, was used to receiving. That was
when | decided.

Sara Cooper, Foreign Languages and
Literatures

| originally wanted to be a psychologist but was concerned
about the high rate of suicide in the profession. Since |
seemed to have a facility with languages and was
nominated by a faculty member for a scholarship in
political science, | decided to be a diplomat. | became
disillusioned by the bureaucracy | encountered there.
However, | had been translating documents for Mexican
coworkers and working as an interpreter in Richland
College history and government classes under the auspices
of the General Amnesty Program for illegal immigrants. The
work was so invigorating, | switched to the goal of
becoming a translator and interpreter in Spanish.
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In the spring of my junior year, | had a minor
disagreement over translation style with the head professor
in that field (I was arrogant enough to assume that | was
right, rather than understand that we both were right but
coming from opposite ends of the translation spectrum).
By that time | was taking literature courses in both Spanish
and Portuguese and found that these classes allowed me to
do exactly what | had always enjoyed in my leisure time,
which was to read great literature and talk about it with
others. When | realized that | could specialize in literature
that most reflected my own interests, tastes, and curiosity,
and furthermore be paid to blather on extensively about my
own opinion, | was hooked.

Lynn Elliott, English

| guess mine is a route that begins with exposure to rage
and brutality and ends with a love of literature. Many of
my early teachers in the British school system were
absolute brutes whose pedagogical tool was caning and
other forms corporal punishment. (I still have some of the
scars—really!) But interspersed are extremely fond memories
of school trips to Stratford-upon-Avon (100 miles from
Cardiff, my hometown). Apart from those recollections, the
rest of my kindergarten and high-school memories are quite
forgettable. Finally, in college, | met the instructor who
turned me around. | was destined to be a high school
teacher, in "English” because | wasn't in anything else.
This college instructor introduced me to the works of
Samuel Beckett. The scholar working with Beckett at that
time was Hugh Kenner, then at UC, Santa Barbara. So that
was the next part of my journey. And finally to the English
Department at CSU, Chico. So mine is a journey beginning
with forgettable pedagogical brutes and ending with lovers
of literature, particularly drama.

Bob Archer, History
| received a B.A. in History from CSU, Chico in 1983, but
never really considered a teaching career until the summer
of that year, which | spent backpacking through Europe. |
went to some of the Soviet satellite countries (Hungary,
East Germany) and finally got into the "Evil Empire" itself
for a week in August. At this time, of course, Ronald
Reagan still entertained the idea of launching, at the very
least, a "limited" nuclear war, perhaps in Eastern Europe, to
straighten out the commies once and for all. To the Great
Communicator and his minions that kind of thing was
feasible and really not that dangerous to the world at large.
And communism was so wicked the slaughter of a few
million Reds would be well worth it if it would expedite
the demise of that ideological disease.

Well, it almost goes without saying that in those
evil countries | encountered people pretty much like
ourselves, who were just as scared witless that their leaders

might go and do something crazy as | was that ours
would. Everywhere | went | met people who wanted to
meet Americans (some wanted help getting out of their
countries—as if | could do anything about that), and we
talked and drank...and talked and drank and established
friendships of the moment that were intense and personal
and heartfelt. Those encounters, to me, reinforced all the
more that our leaders—those of the Dark Side countries as
well as of the free world—were often full of horseshit and
rarely seemed to have the true interests of their peoples at
heart. This might sound obvious, but it was made all the
more poignant at the time by the very real physical barriers
that governments had built to keep the people of the world
apart and to objectify the other. One night—while sitting in
an apartment in Leningrad (as it was then known), drinking
heroic amounts of vodka with my hosts and other people,
and endlessly teasing the Russians who could understand
me (some who didn't speak any English were there just to
be around an American, which was kind of strange) about
the whipping our college boys had given their mighty Red
Army hockey team in the 1980 Winter Olympics—it
dawned on me that perhaps the only way to get through
to my own country-people that what the world needed was
more common sympathy and tolerance and a lot less
objectification and ritual hatreds was to become a teacher
and encourage young people to really study the
world—and, what seemed to me most important, was to
get students to take a good look at our own history to see
just how we might have contributed to the problems and
discord in the world. (Since | was pretty drunk at that
moment, my thoughts weren't close to being that clear,
but they were kind of like that out-of-breath sentence.) I
had no intention of apologizing for the totalitarian
governments; they were awful and vindictive and
unimpeachable, and the people suffered accordingly. But |
thought it important to look into how our government
manipulated and mobilized the fears of its own people
during the Cold War, which at that time had no end in
sight and was ruining the lives of people in other countries
through its ruthless attempts to forestall those communist
dominoes that were supposedly falling ever closer to our
borders. And, of course as we all know, studying the
origins of those things takes you back...and back...and back
in time.

So that was it: drinking with Russians motivated
me to teach history. (I guess that beats being inspired by
an acid trip with Timothy Leary.)

Gail Beterbide, Theatre Arts

When | was ten, my grandfather built a stage in an
enormous upstairs room of his house. The first play my
brothers and | produced was the story of Henry the 8™
Max was the playwright/director, Ed was Henry, Gary was
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the “techie,” and | made my debut as all of Henry’s wives.
My head has been rolling ever since...

Jack Rawlins, English

I've often felt a fair amount of shame about my career
path. In short, | simply went where my authority figures
pushed me. When | went to college, my English | teacher
singled me out for praise. | changed my major to English.
When | was a senior, my professors told me they would
help me get a scholarship to graduate school. | went. Three
years later, career counselors told me it was time to start
applying for teaching jobs. I did.

Never did it occur to me to actually think about
options or my own desires. The life | was having fed me
was pleasant, and no one ever suggested that | might ask
for more.

As it turned out, | was very very lucky.
Discovering teaching at the late date of 1972 by landing at
Chico State, | found, after a difficult two or three years of
wallowing and flailing, that | loved teaching. But that was
a fluke, and 1 could just have easily been pushed into pre-
med or pre-law—the English professor was just a more
vigorous hustler for her department than my other teachers.

Thus | was a perfect product of Eisenhower's
America. It seems to me now that school, which is
inherently a very safe place, has this built-in flaw, that it
selects out those students who thrive in its bosom and
encourages them to devote a life to perpetuating the
coziness that attracted them. School, for all its vaunted
"liberalism,” isn't much different from the military in that
regard, and I'm not so sure the people who thrive in one
system wouldn't thrive in the other. | do know that, more
and more, | feel that my students who are "succeeding” in
school are precisely the ones | don't sense much real value
in, besides the values of plodding resoluteness and stolid
reliability. My "good" students do what they're told. |
don't think school can possibly reward anything else.
That's certainly what it rewarded in me.

William Johnson, Theatre Arts

| was nine years old and cast as Mr. Christophers in a
Christmas church play production of an original script by
our youth director called The Gray Flannel Halo. It was the
story of a celestial conglomerate conducting market
research and preparing for the launch on earth of a new
product: the baby Jesus. | was brilliant and was roundly
applauded and praised, and even though my parents and |
tried for years to avoid the fact (by having me join the
football team, take AP chemistry, etc,), my lot was cast,
my destiny sealed. After one quarter at Colorado State
University as a straight-A pre-veterinary medicine major, |
tried out for a theatre department production of The
Country Wife and was cast as Harcourt, and thus | became

a straight-C pre-veterinary medicine major, future college
drop-out, and touring actor in very, very low-budget
children's theatre/school assembly shows as well as a
sometime stock boy and truck driver. By which time, my
despairing father agreed to let me return to school as a
theatre major—anything!—just to get some sort of degree.
And the rest, as they say, is the stuff of drama...

Joel Zimbelman, Religious Studies

I never planned to be in the humanities—and certainly not
religious studies. | majored in biochemistry and molecular
biology in college and did a couple of years of theology
and religion on my way to medical school. My plan was to
specialize in tropical diseases (I grew up in the tropics as a
kid) and travel the world. I never got into medical school,
so | considered a career as a research biochemist. The idea
gave me stomach aches. Since | enjoyed the life sciences
and values issues, a couple of folks recommended religion,
philosophy, ethics, and humanities as possible fields to
pursue. | started a program at the University of Virginia 23
years ago and never looked back. It was one of the best
decisions | ever made.

Sheri Simons, Art and Art History

How did | choose the career path | did? It's simple: when
all else fails, do what you really want to do. (This higher
level of consciousness came after my stint as a door-to-
door Kirby vacuum cleaner salesperson in Detroit.)

Mark Hall, English
As an undergraduate, | not only admired my teachers, |
wanted to be like them. My esteem led me to become an
English professor myself.

One teacher who earned my respect was Floyd
Watkins. Gruff, crusty, and a little intimidating, Dr.
Watkins taught, among other things, a survey of 20"
century American literature at Emory University. Half the
semester was devoted to the poetry of Robert Frost, the
other half to Robert Penn Warren. In Dr. Watkins’ view,
these two authors were all a student of English studies
needed to know of U.S. literature from the last century.

His views on most topics were similarly
idiosyncratic—and no less authoritative. When | asked Dr.
Watkins for a letter of recommendation to graduate school,
he explained that, of course, he would be happy to
recommend me. First, however, he chided me for my
choices—all top-10 programs beyond the Mason-Dixon line,
which he derided as “Yankee schools.” Then, he cautioned,
I should reconsider my career plan altogether. Dr. Watkins
suggested that | was too shy and too effeminate to make
an effective college professor. Rather, | ought to consider
teaching junior high.
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| held on to this insult until | landed my first
teaching position at James Madison University. Then |
wrote to Dr. Watkins to point out how mistaken he had
been about me. Recently, | came across a sheaf of letters
from him, including his reply. Dr. Watkins wrote:

Many of the things I told you, I
suspect, were said to challenge you, to
test you, to make you find out whether
you were willing to put forth the effort.
| am proud of you and your
accomplishments. A lesser man would
have accepted defeats. You look frail in
some ways; but you are a man of steel.
Always you think the next step will be
the one where you fail. It almost never
is for a man of work and character.

As a teacher and mentor, Dr. Watkins certainly
did challenge and test me. His remarks often provoked me
to anger. But he could take as well as he could give,
always respecting and even encouraging my willingness to
push back.

If I have overcome the diffident air he saw in me
as an undergraduate, it is, in part, because of the
willingness of teachers such as Dr. Watkins to engage with
me, not only as a student, but, perhaps more importantly,
as a human being. Though we often locked horns, Dr.
Watkins always let me know that he was genuinely and
deeply interested in my success and me. “Keep up the
good work, and do keep me posted as you rise,” he wrote.
“Write me again, come to see me, keep me posted on your
continued successes.” “You will fail if you do not keep me
informed of your accomplishments.” Or, simply, “Come to
see me.”

In retirement, Dr. Watkins was free to continue
his work as a prolific scholar of Southern literature, but he
sorely missed teaching. “I have plenty to do, but not
plenty of good people to do things with as | did before |
retired,” he confided. “Letters from students like you help.”
The absence of students in his life only served to highlight
the high value Dr. Watkins placed upon them—and upon
his relationships with them.

| chose this career path because | learned from
teachers such as Floyd Watkins how rewarding this
profession is when it emphasizes good teaching based
upon genuine engagement between faculty and students.

Troy Jollimore, Philosophy

I’'m sure that many people’s stories will be, in essence, the
same as mine. | was enticed into philosophy by an
exceptional teacher; or in my case, a pair of exceptional
teachers, Duncan Maclntosh and Terry Tomkow. They

team-taught an “Introduction to Philosophy” course at
Dalhousie University, in Halifax, Nova Scotia. | wasn’t
enrolled in this course, but my girlfriend was, and three
times a week | would hear from her what a stimulating
experience the class was with its engaged, witty professors,
interesting topics, and lively discussion. So | decided to
go—just once—to see what it was all about.

The topic for that day was whether we should
believe in the existence of God. They followed their usual
practice: Duncan would take one side of the debate and
Terry the other, and they would argue it out, soliciting as
much help and comment from the students as they could
get. (Of course, | discovered later that they very often
chose to defend positions they did not themselves agree
with—it was more fun that way.) | was enthralled. My
small-town high school lacked the resources to offer
philosophy instruction of any sort, and the whole discipline
was essentially new to me. | was shocked to find out that
the issue of God’s existence—something | had always
thought of as a completely private, internal matter—could
be talked about, discussed, debated, in a public forum and
in an orderly, reasoned fashion.

Philosophy is potent: one exposure and | was
hooked. | “borrowed” my girlfriend’s book (she didn’t
notice it was missing) and started going to the class three
times a week. | was reading the parts of the book that
weren't assigned and thinking about philosophy every day.
| found myself needing a little bit of Spinoza in the
morning just to get me out of bed. | told myself that | was
still in control, that it was just a passing lark, but | soon
realized that | was thinking about philosophy even during
my other classes. | would raise my hand in my psychology
class and ask, “But how do we even know that other
people have minds at all?” | still remember the
overwhelming silence, the blank stares, but | didn’t care. |
was too far gone.

Later in the semester | suffered a three-week
depression after reading Descartes” Meditations. Descartes’
skeptical arguments were extremely compelling; his anti-
skeptical response was, to be blunt, lame. For days I
walked around in a funk, wondering whether the shoes on
my feet were real. Finally, and not a moment too soon, we
read Hume.

It was clear by this point that | was going to
major in philosophy. | had come to realize that the
philosophy department was the one place on campus
where you could show up any time of day and be assured
of an interesting discussion. | was in Duncan and Terry’s
class every day—my attendance was better than my
girlfriend’s—and | was participating more than anyone else
in the class, just because | really cared about these ideas.
Shortly before the end of semester, | met Duncan—who
would go on to be my honors thesis advisor—at a
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department party. | had to tell him at that point that |
wasn't officially enrolled in the class. “Too bad,” he told
me, “because you're getting an A.” @

CALENDAR

February 2003

thru 27 Bric-A-Brac, mixed media by Rebekah Morse, Trinity hallway (Saxe, x4642)

4-27 Colors of Chico, fashion design by Christa Seybold Haynes and photography by Renee Suzanne Muir,
Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)

4 University Film Series, For Ever Mozart, Jean-Luc Godard, France, 1997, French, 7:30pm, Ayres 106 (Saxe, x4642)

5 Colors of Chico, reception, music with Charles Haynes Ensemble and modeled outfits by Christa Seybold-
Haynes, 5-7pm, Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)

6 “Science and Democracy,” Alan Ryan, political philosopher, lecture, 7pm, PAC 134. Reception to follow, Trinity
100 (Easton, x4284)

7 “Science and Democracy,” Alan Ryan, political philosopher, lecture follow-up, [0am, Trinity 100 (Easton, x4284)

11 University Film Series, The Way We Laughed, Gianni Amelio, Italy, 1998, Italian (Saxe, x4642)

13 Tertulia, 4-5:30pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4284)

18 University Film Series, The Devil’s Backbone, Guillermo del Toro, Spain/Mexico, 2001, Spanish (Saxe, x4642)

20 Tertulia, 4-5:30pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4284)

21 “Dangerous Liaisons: Eros and Pedagogy in Contemporary Academe,” Cristina Nehring, literary and cultural
critic/journalist, symposium, 3pm, Trinity 100 (Easton, x4284)

25 University Film Series, Beau Travail, Claire Denis, France, 1999, French

27 Tertulia, 4-5:30pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4284)

28 HC Symposium, Rony Garrido, Foreign Languages and Literatures, 3pm, Trinity 126 (Pike, x6341)

March 2003

4-27 Window Dressing, art by David Sisk, Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)

4 thru

Apr 24 Figure Prints, painting by David Hoppe, Trinity hallway (Saxe, x4642)

4 University Film Series, The Wind Will Carry Us, Abbas Kiarostami, Iran, 1999, Farsi (Saxe, x4642)

5 Figure Prints, reception, 5-7pm, Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)

6 Christoph Wolff, |.S. Bach scholar, symposium, 2-4pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4642)

6 Tertulia, with Christoph Wolff, 4-5:30pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4284)

7 HC Symposium, “The Image of the Death of King Henry Il (1547-59) and French Political Narratives,”
Larry Bryant, History, 3pm, Trinity 126 (Pike, x6341)

7 Window Dressing, reception, 6-8pm, Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)

11 University Film Series, The River, Tsai Ming-Liang, Taiwan, 2001, Cantonese (Saxe, x4642)

12 Window Dressing, artist’s talk with David Sisk, 6pm, Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)

13 Tertulia, 4-5:30pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4284)

24-28 Ceasar Chavez Week, Trinity 100 and hall (Green, x6404)

25 University Film Series, Code Unknown, Michael Haneke, France, 2002, French

27 Tertulia, 4-5:30pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4284)

April 2003

1-24 On the Way to Guitarro, art by Lynette Krehe, Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)

| University Film Series, On Snow’s Wavelength, Zoom Out, Teri Wehn-Damisch, 2001, English, 7:30pm, Ayres
106 (Saxe, x4642)

3 Tertulia, 4-5:30pm, Trinity 126 (Easton, x4284)

4 HC Symposium, “Reconceiving Catholic Sexuality: The Rhythm Method and American Catholicism in the
1960s,” Micki Lennon, Religious Studies, 3pm, Trinity 126 (Pike, x6341)

4 On the Way to Guitarro, reception, 6-8pm, Trinity 100 (Saxe, x4642)
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