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 PREFACE TO WABI SABI: AUTO-ETHNOGRAPHIC ARTS 
 
Nothing proceeds from itself. Nothing is given. All is constructed……… It is better to live 
in a state of impermanence than in one of finality.   Gaston Bachelard 
 
Sometimes an idea is acted upon the moment it arises inextricably and becomes a 
thought. Sometimes the original idea is re-originated. Sometimes it’s only a seed that 
may take months or a cycling of years to be fully realized and developed into a 
‘thing,’ an ‘object,’ ‘a happening,’ a ‘product.’ So it is with this project:  Wabi-Sabi: 
Auto-ethnographic Arts 
 
Wabi-Sabi 
Japanese term for an aesthetic, a way of living, a worldview (I first learned the term 
in Hiroshima, Japan 1981 from friend who honored me with a family heirloom,  an 
early 19th c teacup, characterized by its imperfect beauty: nothing is perfect, nothing 
is finished, nothing lasts”--- an aesthetic in which an object of beauty is ‘imperfect, 
impermanent, and incomplete.’) 
wabi- the feeling of remoteness living with nature; the beauty of imperfection 
sabi- withered, lean, the beauty of aging 
The difficulty of translating from Japanese into English may be slightly overcome by 
conveying its essence in contrast to what it isn’t*: 
abstemious- not gluttonous 
asymmetry- neither evenness nor conformity 
decay naturally- neither preserved nor synthetic 
dignified- not indecorous 
fluid- not inflexible 
growth- not stagnation 
humble and modest- neither arrogant, nor conceited, nor proud 
minimal- not ostentatious 
rustic- not polished 
slow- not fast 
small amounts- not grand gestures 
unfinished- not complete 
unhampered by materials- not materialistic 
withered- not fresh 
* see E. N. Longhurst (2018). A little book of Japanese contentments 
 
Auto-ethnography* 
An approach that seeks to describe, analyze and explain personal experiences in 
order to understand cultural experiences; a form of research (recherché) using self-
reflection, story-telling, writing to explore personal experience through 
autobiographical story connected to broader cultural and social contexts and 
meanings. It is both an exploration of individual adultness, inter-subjectivity and the  



epistemic subject.  * see C. Ellis (2004). The ethnographic I: A methodological novel 
about auto-ethnography 
 
 
The Life Cycle Completed 
homo sapiens (homo faber- creator, builder, maker): the only extant species of the 
genus Homo, family Hominidae, phylum Chordata, kingdom Animalia 
Epigenesis (the development of an animal from egg through which unorganized 
cells differentiate into organs and organ systems; epigenesis or epigenetic principle 
theory in which each human being develops through a natural, predetermined 
sequence of “stages.”)* Erik Erikson’s nine epigenetic “stages” of life-span 
psychosocial development: 
1, Trust versus Mistrust; 2. Autonomy versus Shame and Doubt; 3. Initiative versus 
Guilt; 4. Industry versus Inferiority; 5. Identity versus Role Confusion; 6. Intimacy 
versus Isolation; 7. Generativity versus Stagnation; 8. Ego Integrity versus Despair; 
9. Elder wisdom: all 8 stages “are relevant and recurring” in reverse quotient order: 
e.g., stagnation versus generativity: care * see E. Erikson & J. Erikson (1982,1998). 
The life cycle completed 
 
 
Change 
 Thanks to impermanence, everything is possible  Thich Nhat Hanh 
 
  To live in this world 
  you must be able to do three things: 
  to love what is mortal; 
  to hold it against your bones 
  knowing your life depends upon it; 
  and, when the time comes 
  to let it go, 
  to let it go.” Mary Oliver (1935-2019) 
 
All things must change; to something new, to something strange.   
Henry Wadsworth Longfellow 
 
If you don’t like something, change it. If you can’t change it, change your attitude.  
Maya Angelou 
 
Change does not roll in on the wheels of inevitability, but comes through continuous 
struggle.  Martin Luther King, Jr. 
 
The novelist James Baldwin, celebrated novelist and social critic, noted in 1963 that 
the responsibilities of a free people are, “to trust and to celebrate what is constant- 
birth, struggle, and death are constant, and so is love- and to apprehend the nature of 
change, to be able and willing to change.” 
 



“There are only two days in the year that nothing can be done. One is called 
Yesterday and the other is called Tomorrow. Today is the right day to love, believe, 
do, and mostly live.” Dalai Lama XIV 
 
“Knowing more and more not what I think a sound is but what it 
actually is in all of its acoustical details and then letting this sound exist, itself, 
changing in a changing sonorous environment.” John Cage at Black Mountain 
College, circa 1952, the first “Happening.” 
The principal goal of education is to create men and women who are capable of doing 
new things, not simply repeating what other generations have done, men and women 
who are creative, inventive and discoverers, who can be critical and verify, and do not 
accept everything they are offered 
 
Children should be able to do their own experimenting and their own research. 
Teachers, of course, can guide them by providing appropriate materials, but the 
essential thing is that in order for a child to understand something, he must construct 
it himself. he must reinvent it. Every time we teach something, we keep him from 
inventing it himself.    Jean Piaget 
 
 

 
    AUTO-ETHNOGRAPHICS ARTS  
   
        “ART IS PERFORMANCE”    Josef Albers, BMC, 1939 
                    
This collection of personal art-work (found on this web site in sections Artworks 
and Memoir)  grows out of a long journey of  both self-exploration and 
investigations of symbolic forms and semiotics across cultural history and human 
development. My mother says I learned to read on my own by age four and I have, 
like her, a love for books and words but I did not think I was artistic until university. 
I will say I believe I was creative and generative especially as I observed my 
grandfather and father use books and the exegesis of sacred texts to craft sermons 
and master homiletics, and my parents years of Japanese study to serve as 
missionaries for thirty years in Japan. Both my father and  mother played musical 
instruments and were accomplished singers; my brother could draw and doodle 
anything he chose; my older sister was a model for Japanese print and TV as a 
teenager and my youngest sister viewed herself an artist to this day. But I was 
neither artistic nor talented I came to believe as if both were innate gifts for a few. 
Now I could sing and had perfect pitch well enough that Donald Bryant choir 
director of the Columbus Boyschoir (American Boychoir) in Hopewell, NJ told me at 
age seventeen my tenor voice was exceptional, but secretly I knew my limitations 
(and the lack of complete talent): I had real difficulty remembering the words. A 
great hummer in my eyes did not count! 
 



When I arrived at Eckerd College I brought a box of material culture from Japan. My 
mother had a keen sense of the aesthetic and a deep appreciation of Japan and its 
cultural history and forms. She encouraged me to explore temples and shrines, visit 
‘cultural treasures,’ museums and the workshops of artisans. My treasures in my 
dorm room included a pot from the Pigeon Forge Tenn. pottery thrown by Mr. 
Ferguson for me, whose workshop was a block from my grandmother’s home; an 
early 19th century Imari bowl my mother gave me for my 13th birthday; Buddhist  
amulets and votives; old, wooden statues of the seven Gods of luck and good 
fortune, the virtuous “shichi fukujin” including my favorite Hotei, the God of 
happiness and abundance as well as other cultural artifacts including a celt (hide 
scraper) similar the to celt, axe and arrowheads I had from the fields of eastern 
Tennessee.  
My roommate my sophomore year was the graphic artist Dave Wise (“the wise 
one”) a year older, a natural inventor, creator, and teacher. He opened up the world 
of design and construction for me as I informally apprenticed with him teaching me 
the intricacies of inks and papers, the care of materials, the freedom to explore and 
experiment; we collaborated on LOGOS 1969 the college’s yearbook that won a 
national award for design (loosely stacked inter-folded papers in a box). I began to 
integrate the making of booklets and folders for my poetry and other literary 
ephemera as I studied the experimental writings and techniques of Burroughs and 
his “cut-up” style, the work of Borges, Barth and his “The Literature of Exhaustion,” 
the work of Cortazar (Hopscotch which could be read in any order), Fowles, the 
poetry of the San Francisco and Black Mountain Beats, Kerouac’s Visions of Gerard .  
 
My early history with making texts, not just reading them, began with my 
grandfather, E.E. Stidham , who was a “home missionary” for the Presbyterian 
Church in northern Mississippi, at one time pastoring seven small churches, 
preaching at three on one Sunday, four on the next. On the second floor landing of 
the manse in Coffeeville, his office space was full of books, a desk with typewriter 
and a small table with as mimeo machine where he published his weekly church 
bulletins- choosing stock blank, thematic or seasonal bulletins from a trove of 
thousands. One summer I assisted him in making a bulletin for a church camp, 
typing the stencil one letter at a time with one-finger typing, filling the machine with 
duplicator fluid, attaching the stencil, feeding it with paper and then printing. I was 
making “texts”! 
 
At age thirteen I had my first “real” job 3 hours a day four days week for a summer 
month at the Presbyterian Mission office in Kobe. I was paid 300 yen a day plus 50 
yen for transportation, the equivalent total of $1.00 a day, big money for a kid in 
postwar Japan. My job included folding letters and stuffing envelopes,  printing 
religious tracts and other church related ephemera, plus sweeping and dusting. Mr. 
Peterson, the business manager, sometimes let me make my own stencils of cartoon 
drawings and print them on the duplicating machine. I had found my career! 
 
 



Mr. Ihara was a friend of my father, a minister who read six languages; with 
muscular dystrophy he was too weak to use a non-motorized wheelchair so his 
dearest friend and wife carried him from place to place on her back. When I first met 
Rev. Ihara on our family visit before we moved to Hiroshima in 1962 from Kobe, he 
and his wife took us to a small building next door to his home and church. There on 
a dirt floor with two florescent lights were several tables where young men, all 
physically challenged, (shogaimono or disabled person) ran a business printing 
tracts, bulletins, flyers and other ephemera on Japanese typewriters, consisting of 
some 2400 kanji (calligraphic characters). It was slow, methodological, painstaking 
work for these men but thy thrived to be employed and for the first time working 
outside their homes. They became leaders with Mr. Ihara of Aoi Shiba (people with 
disabilities movement). My parents were able to involve USA churches in raising the 
funds to crate in the 1960s the Grace Center for Rehabilitation, one of the first in 
Japan with married and single housing, and several businesses beginning with a 
printing plant. Several times over the next several years I became a participant-
observer at the Center, always attracted to the inner workings of the printing plant. 
 
When I went to Eckerd College I became friends with a number of creative folks and 
was mesmerized by art and theater majors and teachers who had their own creative 
space from the stage to the art studio to creative space (Ateiler). Folks creatively 
expressing themselves through writing verse, narrative had no designated spaces. I 
discovered the college’s print shop and tried to get my work-study changed to serve 
there but there was a two year waiting list for apprenticeships. But roommate David 
Wise, a graphic arts major with studio,  allowed me space and taught me how to 
make booklets, art books, and helped me develop my nascent paper-folding skills I 
had initiated in Japan, both origami, and (nishikigoi) or gift wrapping with paper or 
cloth. I was making some-thing , “an object.” It took me years to understand writing 
as a form of creative making as I discovered the semiotic function working with 
young children and the work of marginalized (often by choice) print makers, book 
makers, creators of “artist books,” self-publishers, small presses, explorers of what 
is “text”, etc. (see Jerome Rothenberg’s 1998 A Secret Location on the Lower East 
Side: Adventures in Writing 1960-1980) and the creative explorations of even 
mainstream artists with collage, constructions, ephemera. 
 
 
I joined the experimental program for independent learning (Jefferson House, 
creating my own courses, internships and major), and my mentor Bob Detweiler 
(who I later followed to Emory’s Institute of Liberal Arts or ‘ILA’) invited me in 
November 1969 to accompany him to the home of Jack Kerouac, deceased the 
month before; his wife invited Bob to catalogue all the literary effects in his 
study/bedroom and home and asked me to assist him . When I opened up his desk’s 
bottom drawer and we found the typed manuscript of Dharma Bums (and other 
teletype rolls including Big Sur and Vanity of Duluoz)I had read the summer before 
on a trip home to Japan, Thailand and India. Here was the “hippie Bible” original in 
my hands and I imagined Jack’s creative spirit typing for days on a manual 
typewriter (see St. Pete Blue for the catalogue we assembled with commentary). I 



knew then and there that I could write following William James’ ‘stream of 
consciousness,’ and I began writing journals which I continue to this day, some fifty 
years later. After working in Upward Bound I flew to San Francisco & Haight 
Ashbury. David decided to join a summer program in Japan and I met up with him at 
my family summer home in the Japanese Alps outside Nagano. From there we went 
to Tokyo for a week and visited paper and mingei (folk craft) shops, collecting an 
array of material for our coming creative adventures. And then I continued my 
mythical trip on to Bangkok and Calcutta, Cairo and Amsterdam. 
 
I found a place in Dave’s studio to store my materials; influenced directly by the 
pedagogy of Black Mountain College, each art “major” had an individual studio and 
the freedom to invent, create, discover (& a pass/not pass grading system). I had to 
find my own artistic studio and through the independence of my academic program 
decided to join in the productions and theatrics of the theater program under the 
advice and counsel of Jim Carlson, also studying independently on projects with the 
college’s artists Peg Rigg, Jim Crane, and Bob Hodgell. I did not see myself as 
talented or gifted but I was generative and creative, what I later discovered as the 
“ego tension” between generativity and stagnation expressed in Erik Erikson’s 
theory of epigenesis. I acted in plays, worked on sets and lighting, wrote and 
directed a one act play The Bench in honor of Ionesco and Bertolt Brecht. To write 
the play I spent some five weeks several hours a day in St. Petersburg’s Williams 
Park observing and interviewing old folks in this “Capitol of the Newly Wed and 
Walking Dead.” Finally I had found my stage, a “studio” home (which greatly 
impacted several years later my design and set-up of my kindergarten classrooms 
and long admiration of Italy’s  Reggio Emilia school and its “hundred languages” of 
symbolic expression  in the studio or atleier (e.g. painting, drama, and construction 
following Dewey’s notion of human, innate basic “instincts” or four “impulses” 
which are social, constructive, expressive and artistic). 
 
I entered Emory’s ILA PhD program at age 22 not sure what I was doing; I had been 
an active anti-war activist and knew Vietnam was not a choice; neither was 
seminary at Princeton following my father. Again following Detweiler I focused on 
literary critical tools in the humanities (and later human sciences) studying 
structuralism (Levi Strauss) and phenomenology (Merleau Ponty), the symbolic 
forms of Cassirer and Voegelin, systems theory of von Bertalanfy and later my 
teacher the radical constructivist von Glasersfeld, and the semiotic theories of 
Peirce, Dilthey and de Saussure. I also discovered the genetic epistemologist and 
student of human development Jean Piaget (and later his notions of activity 
pedagogy and self-governance). Advanced students led by John Haydock secured an 
NEH grant to make nine 30 minute tv programs, A World of Choice on new 
alternative schools in the Atlanta area, and I joined in as an apprentice and assistant, 
filming most of the shows with shoulder mounted  35mm & 70 mm cameras 
(learned to film at the local CBS affiliate). A World of Choice programs included the  
Paideia School, a Black Panther Saturday school; a “free” school on the banks of the 
Chattahoochee River, a Christian “segregation” Academy, and a Montessori School 
for older children. That group of ILA students expanded with others and during the 



years 1972-1975 as we created the Bricoleur Association, part salon, part communal 
generator of ideas of bricolage  (fr. bricoler: to putter about; jack of all trades) as the 
construction of both sculpture, film, a new ‘tarot’ deck and a structure of new ideas 
achieved by using ‘whatever comes to hand, or as the French structural 
anthropologist Claude Levi-Strauss wrote that the creator (artisan, artist) “shapes 
the beautiful and useful out of the dump heap of human life.” A short invitation to 
join the Bricoleur Association appeared in the “wrap around” section of Harpers 
Magazine in 1974. 
 
I grew up loving the “image” whether photography, film or television though I had 
few opportunities until graduate school to create. While I visited libraries frequently 
and “won” several summer reading programs, it my mother’s invitation to join the 
audiences local, live television shows that remain unforgettable and even more 
memorable than our first television sets (the size of a small refrigerator with a 
screen the size of a magazine cover). Saturday morning movie theaters and drive-ins 
were popular with my family. Years later I had the opportunity to have a non-
speaking part in the 1965 hit film Umi no Wakadaisho staring Kayama Uzo and in 
high school was co-worker with Tom Gaman who played Simon in Peter Brook’s 
Lord of The Flies (1963) (he told me the film had been filmed in Puerto Rico the 
summer of 1961 during a “nuclear war;” I told him that summer I was living in the 
Cold War moving to Hiroshima, Japan!) 
 
Working with 3-6 year olds at the “open” “progressive” Paideia School I began 
reading Piaget’s experiments, observations, and theories. My parents tended to 
want their children immersed into the social life of the classroom, rich in artistic 
engagement and inquiry, and learning to read by age 4! Piaget introduced me to 
symbolic play and the expansive “semiotic function”, coupled with Vygotsky’s “zone 
of proximal development,” and I found a convincing way to express to parents the 
need for all kinds of symbolic play and expression, stretching the progressive 
pedagogy of speaking, listening, reading and writing. Imitation, dress up, block play, 
drawing, fantasy, dreams all were of primary importance. Parents working for the 
CDC gave me an old video camera with tripod, a reel-to-reel and large b/w TV, kids 
‘messing around with it’ as well as filming plays, block constructions etc. Many 
parents noted those experiences changed how they no longer saw television as a 
“magic box.” I discovered boys more often than girls were not interested in formal 
reading, letters and texts, but if they enjoyed looking at books and art prints, if they 
liked hearing stories and telling stories, if they could dress up and act out, if they 
could “make a book or illustrate a picture” for every one they read or had read to 
them, I was not worried about them learning to read later at 5, 6, 7 years.  
 
 I befriended a parent the novelist Pat Conroy who took several courses with me at 
the ILA including storytelling and narrative. He shared with me his manuscript The 
Great Santini because I  “loved literature” had the “gift of the gab” he would say, that 
I could spin tall tales and embellish any gothic southern family story; I convinced 
myself I could become a writer. I had learned to write expository pieces in graduate 
school and a 390 page dissertation, but I had no idea what it meant to be a writer. 



One mutual interest that brought Pat and I together besides storytelling, basketball, 
and bourbon was that he wanted to be a writer who teaches and through him I 
realized I was a teacher who could write ( taught his three girls and later his step-
kids Emily and Gregory) and he was appreciative, respectful and might I say a bit 
jealous. And he became a teacher I greatly admired. Years later his biographer asked 
me about this insight noting I had published some 30 plus texts. I was a writer she 
said. No I’m a teacher who writes. The difference? My books given away or sold 
totaled about 8,000. Pat’s sold over 8 million books plus films.  
 
I returned to Hiroshima in 1980 to be principal teacher at the International School 
and immediately decided to build on the arts program of teacher Abe-sensei. His 
leadership became invaluable as were his yearly New Year parties of family, friends 
and artists waiting joyfully for what ancient artifacts of textiles, pottery and prints 
he would share (he was the country’s  treasured artist/expert in traditional  14th-
16th c. Noh painting and his annual show sold out within two days). I began share 
the idea  with staff that I wanted every student to return home with an appreciation 
for Japan and her culture. I did not want them to have my experience in 7th & 8th 
grade- learning Japanese by a traditional ‘grammar translation’ approach divorced 
from everyday life and conversation- and in designing the new school building I 
included a music room, stage and dance hall, and a craft room.  We emphasized 
learning conversational Japanese and folk-crafts arts from paper-making to pottery. 
I hired two brilliant teachers from Australia, David Miller and Mark Mudge, both arts 
and crafts specialists who could also teach all core subjects. We encouraged arts and 
crafts everyday within our classrooms as well as through clubs including our Taiko 
drum group. With our culture expert Mayumi Yingling and community expert Sakae 
Nakai I created the International Culture Club (and the International Women’s Club) 
and introduced a variety of travel experiences in the arts to Kyoto and Nara,  and 
sessions with local craftsmen in Bizen and Miyajima. Together the faculty/staff also 
initiated the renowned 1000 Cranes Club, publishing the first booklet for a world-
wide audience in 1985. That project began by writing collectively the Sadako Story 
through research of materials and interviews, and included the typing, layout, 
photography, fundraising for printing and distribution; it led the next year to an 
article written collectively by members of the upper class for UNESCO’s Courier, 
translated into thirty-two languages and distributed throughout the world leading 
to more editions in English, Japanese, Spanish and Russian. 
 
My family and I would travel throughout Japan, visiting cultural and natural 
wonders from Kyoto and Nikko to the most obscure places in the rural areas of the 
islands of Shikoku, Hokkaido and Kyushu, staying in government hotels or camping; 
as well we had our favorite places in Hiroshima from Peace Park to the Buddhist 
Temple at Mitaki (three waterfalls) and the mythical Miyajima Island (and 
Itsukushima Shrine and the Museum of History and Folklore), with visits yearly 
exhibits of Japan’s best folk arts artisans; as well we visited often  the Hiroshima City 
Museum with its wonderful gifts for peace from around the world including works 
by Picasso, Matisse, Miro to Andy Warhol and Henry Moore, and the Buddhist 
temple complex of Mitaki (three waterfall); all were stimulants of the soul leading 



me to study their life-works, historical contexts and then later to study the modern 
and post-modern artists and teachers at Black Mountain College. 
 
In 1988 I moved to the University of Minnesota and began working in K-12 schools 
publishing my first books for teachers Linking Through Diversity and Creating 
Context. I joined Hamline University in 1994 to help create their master’s “learning 
community” program and later their doctorate. In 1998 we published Learning 
Circles and wrote Encounters With Hiroshima and Oasis of Peace. Oasis of Peace 
includes the wonderful black and white illustrations of my children Isaac and 
Serene, today both teachers and artists in their own right. They both learned much 
from their years in Japanese beginning school and at the International School now 
expressing themselves through photography and music.  
 
Over and over again I worked with teachers (most often women) who believed they 
couldn’t write, that they didn’t have anything significant to write about, or they had 
no voice in programs that required papers and a research project (thesis or 
dissertation). So  I began to teach narratives and auto-ethnography as methods and 
built on Pat Conroy’s insight that writing grows out of one’s experiences and life-
story. I emphasized “mapping” and storytelling (and writing) based upon one life-
wok and experiences. I began creating texts for myself and teachers which I defined 
as auto-ethnographics for models. And into the doctoral program, building upon my 
“public scholarship” experience at Emory, I introduced Ernest Boyer’s concept of 
“Scholarship Reconsidered,” emphasizing equitably the scholarships of engagement, 
discovery, application, integration and teaching, inviting each student to find their 
“intellectual home.” Following Hannah Arendt I emphasized  that others may tell 
stories of what you’ve accomplished or done, but only you can tell the story of who 
you are and have become.  
 
Working at the Northfield’s ArTech charter school, I met Dominic Fucci, the school’s 
artist in residence originally from the Bronx who was a master videographer and a 
former member of the Art Fluxus, New York Correspondence School scene. We both 
discovered our admiration for Black Mountain College and its eclectic group of 
artists and students who greatly impacted 20th c modern art from the Albers to Ray 
Johnson and Ruth Asawa, Robert Rauschenberg and de Kooning and Jacob 
Lawrence, Bucky Fuller, John Cage and Mercee Cunningham, and the beats Charles 
Olson and Robert Creeley among many others including my mentor at the 
University of Minnesota, the acclaimed potter, Warren MacKenzie. We also shared 
our fascination with the Bauhaus and such teachers as the Albers, Paul Klee, and 
Kandinsky. With Dominic I launched Tertium Quid Press (the third way or a 
constructivist epistemology [Piaget] between empiricism [Locke] and innatism.  
[Kant]) Not only did we share an activity pedagogy of experiential learning, but we 
saw our teaching roles as modeling, advising and supporting the students’ interest 
and self-determination of project based learning. With publishing our philosophy 
was to model a variety “texts” for readers needing to write who could say, “ I can do 
that,” or “I can create something better or more creative.” We had no pecuniary 
ambitions other than to break even paying expenses, but sometimes that required 



creative bookkeeping. 
 
 For Tertium Quid Press we decided to use Amazon.com’s CreateSpace 
publishing platform. When in Japan I had spent quite a bit of time with Ford and 
Mazda motor companies and noted that Mazda had few warehouses, preferring to 
make and ship automobiles as soon as possible. With several hundred unsold books 
in my basement and tired of dealing with trade and academic publishers where 
remuneration if offered was only 9% of the retail price, I decided to use CreateSpace 
(our password became Ray Johnson) because I wanted an actual record of 
expenses and copies and sales without an accountant, I wanted to give books away 
or sell them where the profits went to kids’ projects and not a profit-making 
company, and I wanted a quick way to revise and republish materials. With 
Dominic’s support and mentoring I created my first auto-ethnographs (some found 
in this text) and together some twenty two “texts” (see amazon.com). At first I was 
concerned this might be nothing more than a “vanity press,” but in fact we were 
ahead of the curve as publishing became digital. Recent topics on 21st c. publishing 
I’ve had with experts include e-readers, digital rights, self-publishing, the future of 
the traditional bookstore and even the disappearance of bound galleys or 
uncorrected proofs (commonly called cranes or 1000 cranes); ‘more books are 
published than ever before, but fewer sell,’ according to Alexander Rare Books in the 
Chapel Hill- Durham NC area. 
 
Finding some personal satisfaction and success, I expanded my interest from books 
began experimenting with collage, bricolage, and a variety of constructions using 
recycled papers, varnishes and paints. The results of those auto-ethnographic 
explorations and constructions (bricolage and collage) are the basis for the “artist” 
text/pages to follow.  
 
Following e.e. cummings, “Once we believe in ourselves, we can risk curiosity, 
wonder, spontaneous delight or any experience that reveals the human spirit.” And 
in the words of Maya Angelou, “You can’t use up creativity. The more you use, the 
more you have.” 
 
The differential algebra of the humanistic world always has a factor of experience in it, 
a recognition that knowing is situated in lived lives; human beings, whose individual 
experience is always in process, always interpretive. Johanna Drucker, Graphesis 
(2014) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


