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Setting My Compass Home 
Amy Halloran 

Troy waterfront, 1909 
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Iwasa city mouse until I was six, when my parents moved my sis-
ters and I just north of Troy, a vanquished industrial giant along the 

Hudson River in upstate New York. Melrose was a fairly undeveloped 
and distant suburb. In the late 1800s, wealthy Trojans had built big 
homes and boarding houses along the Boston and Maine train line, creat­
ing an Avenue A and envisioning a summery retreat that never got past 
the first letter. By the time we arrived in 1973, the hamlet had its own 
post office and a few other streets. The last freight train went to Troy that 
year, but I was too young to sense the whistle cry as lonesome. 

Mine was the kind of wild childhood full of outdoor rooms: the clay pit 
below the tracks, the abandoned turkey pens of an old farm, the hulk­
ing shapes made by trees and bushes. Across the street from our house 
was an overgrown tree and plant nursery that all the neighborhood kids 
simply called "The Nursery" -and it seems now that it cradled me. But 
of course I wanted to leave these outdoor spaces, and all the other spots 
I loved in the country, when I hit my teenage years. I no longer wanted 
to dig up clay or play house under the arcs of the thin, branchy arms of 
bushes. I wanted to sit in rooms that had been built, not grown. 

My best fri end Jim and I wandered through abandoned buildings 
in downtown Troy-houses and warehouses, factories and forges­
fantasizing about the past. The current city was a shame, boasting a dead 
mall and its spooky parking garage. Bearing flashlights and sometimes a 
small crowbar, Jim and I entered buildings through loosely boarded-up 
broken windows. We climbed fire escapes and lifted roof hatches. Some­
times, we just opened doors. 

In the dank, dark privacies of long-vacant spaces, we flipped through 
dusty record books at forgotten desks, searching for wild artifacts. We 
thumbed through address books and guest logs, read the papers stuffed 
in walls where the plaster crumbled away from the lath. All teenagers, I 

-

suppose, live in their own worlds, but Jim and 
I lived in a ghost town populated by our specu­
lations-spirits who settled with the dust that 
covered everything we touched. 

We stood on rooftops and watched the sun-
set and thought about leaving Troy to find 
our lives and ourselves in other places. We 
were well versed in Troy's feats: inventing 
the detachable collar; making the ink to print 
American money; forming the first all-women's 
labor union; staging the first performance of 
"Uncle Tom's Cabin." We hoped that Troy 
could climb to great cultural and economic 
heights again, but the present city was too small 
for our big egos. We left as soon as we could. 

Although Flannery O'Connor assured would­
be writers that anyone who survived childhood 
had enough material to last a lifetime, I felt 
that I needed to know more than home-my 
parents' home in Melrose and the city that felt 
like home-to write. I went to numerous col­
leges and cities in the Northeast, seeking places 
that would feed my writing. I wasn't looking to 
settle. I was just looking. 

When I was twenty-three I moved to Seattle 
and though I lived there nearly a decade, 
my restlessness persisted. Five years into my 
stay I won a "Looking for a New Jesus Christ 
Poetry Contest" and its grand prize trip to 
Rome. I loaned out my furniture and sold 
most everything else I owned, as if I were go­
ing to the moon. I spent three months isolating 
myself in Italy, foolishly thinking that all the 
great ex-pat writers submerged themselves in 
solitude. 

Eventually, I took my lonely self back to Seattle 
because I didn't know where else to go. 

Getting pregnant solved my indecision about 
place. When my first son was inside me, I 
wanted to be home. This shocked me even 
more than my parents, who were used to my 
self-imposed exile. I craved the climate of my 
childhood the way other women crave dill 
pickles. I wanted the familiar sky-splitting 
lightning and ear-splitting thunder of summer. 
I needed the drama of the bitter cold and the 
surprising release of spring. When I returned 
to upstate New York, everything looked right. 
Studying an outcropping of rocks was like see­
ing an old friend. 

I bought a house in Troy and I live here more 
completely than I did in any of the cities-New 
Orleans, Boston, Rome-I explored during 
prolonged adolescence. Perhaps this sudden 
sense of presence is the result of being a parent, 
which has thrust me into the immediate mo­
ment and away from the imagined ones that 
busied me all those years. Whatever it is, I am 
here in a way I have never been elsewhere­
and my writing has never been stronger. 

I love knowing where I am, on my mental map 
and the maps J study at the historical society. 
These maps show the changing building-scape 
of the city, and I use them to plot the lives of my 
characters-either real people who lived in 
Troy or fictional li ves that I fashion. Rooting 
myself in Troy has helped me develop these 
stories. Tethered in place, my words are no lon­
ger balloons floating through the sky. I posit.ion 
characters in old mills or buildings downtown. 
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Part of this rooting has been interviewing Tro­
jan residents for my writing. I've collected oral 
histories from city dwellers impacted by urban 
renewa l, members of a community that was 
destroyed to make way for a bridge, and 'kids' 
who worked in the garment industry at the 
turn of the last century. With the help of some 
illustrator friends, I used the information from 
this last project to write a children's book about 
the local history of child labor. Turning rea l 
stories into fictions is rewarding; I feel like I'm 
preserving and creating s imultaneously. 

Unfortunately, I find that my setting can be 
perceived as a weakness. A local authority on 
children's literature advised me to take the 
child labor book to a vanity press, as the title's 
only appeal wou ld be local. Other work has 
been dismissed as too local. Does anybody call 
William Kennedy or Richard Russo's Pulitzer 
Prize winning fic tions too local? 

Perhaps I ea rned these blows, in a ka rmic 
sense, by running from my region. I left Troy 
thinking that I was not a Trojan at hea rt, that 
I was too good for my city. Now that I've cho­
sen it as a setting and subject, my writing has 
ga ined a new authority. But it is the authority 
of an ant because no one can hear me. 

Perhaps this is the curse o f regionalism. The 
term when applied to literature is a dismissa l 
of the fact that descriptions of dialect and 
distinct geographies cradle universal human 
truth . Kate Chopin's New Orleans has been 
dubbed "regional" but what of Kafka's Prague? 
And Faulkner's Mississippi? As Faulkner sa id 
of his work, "Beginning with Sartoris I discov­
ered that my own little postage stamp of native 
soil was worth writing about and that I wou ld 
never live long enough to exhaust it." 

There is no such thing as writing too close to 
home, even if home is not as recogni zable to 
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the genera l population as say, New York City. 
Writers know this, and, if we are lucky enough 
to get our work into the world, the connection 
to place can be acknowledged as important. 
Willa Cather has a whole section of Webster 
County, Nebraska named after her; in 1965 the 
state legislature dubbed the area "Catherland." 

Before I came home I could turn a phrase, but I 
couldn't quite create a believable place. Home­
less, my words wandered through places and 
people I didn't know as well as I know poor 
old Troy. Sure, writers exile themselves and 
render complete worlds on the page, but often 
they write of the worlds they left. James Joyce 
consulted fri ends for details on his native Dub­
lin while writing from Paris. 

I wasn't interested in the streets I'd left until bi­
ology set my compass to home. My son needed 
to know the world that was realest to me, the 
seasons whose scents punctuated my child­
hood. I had mistaken myself for a wanderer. I 
am now content to wander from bed to desk, 
pausing, of course, for many trips to the kitch­
en, and long standstills at the windows, where 
I can study the progress of the foliage, from 
buds to leaves that will cushion and curtain me 
from the traffic that travels on my street. 

My house sits on a hill seven miles south of my 
parents' place. Our front doors face east and 
our foundations hug hills. The sunsets here are 
eye-catching, just like the ones I used to watch 
from my perch atop the swing set when I was 
a child. Back then, my attic bedroom faced 
the overgrown nursery that housed my fan­
tasies; now, my office faces a treed lot. While 
my neighbor cuts the grass around the trees, 
the shrubs are big and the rooms they make, 
cupping their arms over the ground, remind 
me of the Nursery's sheltered spaces. They say 
you can't go home again but this native has re­
turned, and the dirt feels good on her feet. I 

i 
Not Your Average Gazetteer 
Book Review by Melanie Meyers 

Home Ground: Language for mt American 
Landscape, Edited by Barry Lopez and Debra 
Gwartney; Trinity University Press, $29.95; 2006. 

Defining and understanding the physical 
landscape is important to geographers and 

writers alike. But have you ever found yourself 
at a loss fo r the technical term to describe the 
debris littering a steep mountain slope where 
you might be hiking or the elements that cre­
ated it? And have you found once returning 
home to search for the term and definition 
that a regular dictionary will not suffice? One 
only need consult Home Ground: Language for an 
American Landscape edited by Barry Lopez and 
Debra Gwartney for the answers to these ques­
tions and many others concerning the physical 
environs of America. Home Ground serves as 
a useful reference for anyone-from the aca­
demic geographer to the nature writer to the 
outdoor enthusiast-who hopes to better un­
derstand and define the physical landscape of 
America. 

Lopez-the creator and editor of the volume­
asked forty-five different writers, from Barbara 
Kingsolver to Arturo Longoria to Linda Hogan, 
to define the terms that create our American 
landscape. The book includes an introductory 
essay written by Lopez, as well as more than 
850 descriptions and 100 illustrations. These are 
enhanced by occasional quotations-beautifully 
giving context to the terms-from authors such 
as Truman Capote and Cormac McCarthy. The 
book is ordered alphabetically and each defi­
nition is much more than a simple vocabulary 
lesson, but rather a series of mini-essays. Each 
not only gives literal descriptions of the fea tures 
of the American landscape, but also illustrates 
their importance and significance to the Ameri-

can state of mind 
and sense of place. 
Each definition fill s, 
colors, and brings 
to life the rich land 
that we inhabit. 

The concept for 
Home Ground came 
as a result of a 
trip Lopez made 
to the University 
of Oregon library 
where he was searching for the meaning of the 
term blind creek. He left the library disappointed 
wi th the lack of resources available about the 
term, along with many others specific to the 
North American landscape. In his introduction 
to the book, Lopez discusses how arbitrary the 
naming of places and landforms has become 
throughout the landscape. Naming of places 
and landscape features used to denote a com­
plex relationship between human culture and 
the places they inhabit, but now it more often 
than not simply seems to mark a spot on a map 
and indicate nothing greater about the place, 
the people who live there, or those who named 
it. In fact, so much of the American landscape 
is now urban, monotonous, and uniform that 
many of the terms and features defined in Home 
Ground will be unfamiliar for many readers. 
However, as Lopez notes, Americans are con­
stantly searching for a sense of place that brings 
beauty and meaning into our lives. 

Thus, Lopez has created a reference book that 
transforms the familiar, yet mundane terms 
for our surroundings-mountain, river, fie ld, 
valley -into beautiful and evocative language. 
For example, Arthur Sze describes the ar/J/e as "a 
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meander 
Although humans more often name the land in terms of themselves 
(finger lake, headwall, a neck of land, etc.), sometimes the reverse takes 
place and a human behavior takes its name from a fea ture of the Earth. 
TI,c river Menderes, which rises in what is today western Turkey and 
was known among the ancient Greeks and the Maiandros of Phrygia, 
nows to the Aegean with such seeming reluctance that it continually 
doubles back on itself, wrea thing its 0oodplain in loop after serpentine 
loop of wandering channel. TI1e name of the river, descended to modern 
English from Greek, gives us meander, which is our best verb for 
ex pre sing randomness in thought and movement. -William de811ys 

knife-edged ridge on a mountain formed by the 
glacial erosion of two or more cirques" that of­
ten takes the "sheer, dizzying fo ll that accounts 
for the feature's mystique of risk and danger. " 
William deBuys explains how the terms for 
human behavior sometimes derive from the 
landscape, such as the to-and-fro curves of the 
meander or river. Antonya Nelson teaches us the 
value of the beaver meadow-the wetland cre­
ated when waterways are "blocked or slowed 
by beaver structures" - and the surprising con­
nections between this term and the naming of 
Las Vegas. And Luis Alberto Urrea explains 
that angostura is "a narrow way: the narrows. A 
tight squeeze," and reminds us that, "El camino 
al infterno es anc/10, pero el camino al cielo es ,ma 
angostura ," The road to hell is wide, but the road 
to heaven is a tight squeeze. 

Lopez-a native of Port Chester, New York who 
now resides in Oregon-is the au thor of nu­
merous essays and short stories, but originally 
worked as a landscape photographer. His work 
often emphasizes the relationship between the 
physical landscape and human culture, and 
Home Ground is a manifestation of these inter­
ests. Unlike the typical dictionary or encyclo­
pedia, this reference gives the reader a deeper 
understanding of the defined physical features 
through each writer's personal connections 
to the landscape, their own "home grounds." 
The hefty volume may find its way onto a cof­
fee table rather than the reference shelf, where 
readers can leaf through the exquisite passages 
and illustra tions and be reminded that the land­
scape is both beautiful and meaningful for those 
who take the time to understand it better. 

Readers will also find the work thoroughly re­
sea rched. Co-editor Debra Gwartney, a wri ter 
and professor at the University of Oregon, 
managed the project, giving support and guid­
ance to the writers selected to contribute to the 
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book. In the initial s tages, she sent out packets 
to each writer with the twenty terms to define, 
pertinent research and quotations, and a long 
list of source materials. This latter ca tegory in­
cluded some of the best existing references on 
landscapes-such as the Dictionary of Physical 
Geography (Blackwell Publishers, 2000)-as well 
as great works from American literature for in­
spiration. The goal was to show how the terms 
can be used to make sense of the complex re­
lationship between humans and the landscape, 
and as such, the authors were asked not to focus 
on specific places-a lthough at times they are 
referenced when necessa ry to help illustrate the 
definitions. Professional geographers also re­
viewed each of the descriptions for accuracy. 

Taken as a whole, the entries in Home Gro1111d 
bring to life the complex and vivid landscape 
that many of us miss as we zoom by in our 
technology-crazed li ves. It is a reminder that 
in order to truly understand our connection to 
the physical land, we must slow down, stop our 
ca rs, and venture out-of-doors with binoculars 
and a burning desire to know more. Alas, there 
is no pocket-version yet. But the lessons from 
Home Ground will likely do more than expand 
your vocabu lary; they could open up new ways 
of perceiving your environs. The landscape is 
more than a commodity, more than a p lace for 
recrea tion; it is a part of us, and we are a part 
ofit. 

So next time you see a small, low hill, ca ll it a 
knoll. The debris littering the mountain slope 
you are hiking along is called talus. Bedrock is 
the solid rock that lies hidden deep benea th the 
topsoil of the ea rth and can be counted on not 
to change its consistency, just like the nature of 
your very best fri end . The diversity of the land­
scape is waiting for you to discover it, and the 
first step to experienci ng it is within the pages 
of Home Gro1111d. ■ 
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Southern Architecture 
Ellen Goldstein 

Aegean Sea 36.68N 25.70E the following 
Ashhurst, New Zealand 40.295 175.76E 
Baltimore, MD 39.29N 76.61W 
Baton Rouge, LA 30.44N 91.19W p LAC ES Be'er sheva, Israel 31.25N 34.B0E 
Belem, Brazil 01.455 48.48W 
Boston, MA 42.36N 71.06W appear 
Boulder, CO 40.02N 105.28W 
Bronx, NY 40.83N 73.92W in this issue o f 

Burnt River, OR 44.37N 117.23W 
Catherland, NE 40.09N 98.52W 
Chicken Creek, OR 44.53N 117.35W you are here 
Coyote Peak, OR 44.77N 117.80W 
Cu ritiba, Brazil 24.425 49.29W 
Denver, CO 39.74N 104.99W 
Dublin, Ireland 53.33N 06.25W M ount Doom• 

The Ragged Mountains w ea r down 
East Range, University of Mt. Cook, New Zealand 43.745 170.IOE 

Virginia, Charlottesville 38.03N 78.48W New Jersey 40.07N 74.73W 
a~er millennia o f rising up, Ebelle Creek, OR 44.71N 117.75W New Orleans, LA 29.95N 90.07W 
subs iding in to eroded rid ges, crow- Elkhorn, OR* New York, NY 40.71N 74.0IW 

h a rried hills crowned with sycamore 
Este River, Germany 53.52N 09.73E Palme rston North, 
Estebriigge, Germany 53.52N 09.73E New Zealand 40.365 175.61 E 

peeled white as bone. In the candlelit quie t Farewell Bend, OR 44.31N 117.22W Paris, France 48.86N 02.35E 
of hjs mansion, Je fferson drew plan s The Fertile Crescent 34.56N 43.07E Philippines 12.88N 121.78E 

for a university: pavi lions and colonnades Fortaleza, Brazil 03.785 38.59W Port Chester, NY 41.00N 73.67W 
Garden of Eden• Prague, Czech Republic 50.08N 14.43E 

facing the library, d esig ned to be a temple Gold Hill,OR 44.54N 117.39W Quartz Creek, OR 44.70N 11 7.74W 
of knowledge, at the foot of the m ountain s. Hamburg, Germany 53.SSN 09.97E Ragged Mountains, VA 37.96N 78.70W 

The H amptons, NY 40.97N 72.18W Rat1lesnake Springs, OR 44.53N 11 7.40W 

You can still find rose-head n a ils 
Hells Canyon, OR 45.SSN 11 6.SOW Rehovot, Israel 31.89N 34.80E 
Hudson River 42.35N 73.79W Rio Grande 31.75N 106.49W 

in the w ash behind the East Range Iron M ountain, OR 44.63N 11 7.45W Rishon LeTzion, Israel 31.97N 34.80E 
whe re h alf-moon windows open like fans Jerusalem, Israel 31.78N 35.22E Rome, Italy 41.89N 12.48E 

above e ve ry doorway, and buildings roo t King Ranch, TX 27.46N 97.91W Rotorua, New Zea land 38.145 176.2SE 
Kitchen Creek, OR 44.65N 117.58W San Perlita, TX 26.S0N 97.64W 

into the clay as if they had grown the re. Lake Tau po, New Zealand 38.815 175.91E Seattle, WA 47.60N 122.33W 
Each mo rning Jefferson rode d own to oversee Las Vegas, NV 36.17N 115.14W Sisley Creek, OR 44.50N 11 7.37W 

the s laves who dug clay and fired bricks, London, England SJ.SON 00.13W Snake Hill" 

w hich they la id in walls and p a ths, 
Massey Uni versity, Snake River, OR 44.31N 117.22W 

New Zea land 40.385 175.62E Swayze Creek, OR 44.SSN 11 7.42W 
keeping to his plans Melrose, NY 42.84N 73.62W Troy, NY 42.73N 73.69W 
until bricks no w ed red over the land. Menderes River, Turkey 37.52N 27.30E Web ter County, NE 40.18N 98.S0W 

M exico 23.58N 102.SSW Wedel, Germany 53.58N 09.70E 
Mesopotamia 33.20N 43.70E 

Pencil drawing by Abbi Holt Mississippi 32.57N 89.87W ,. coordinates unknown or imagined 
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Contributors 
Walter Bargen has published ten books 
or poe try a nd two ch apbooks. His 
latest books arc 77re Feast (BkMk Prcss­
UMKC, 2004), wh ich received the 2005 
Wil liam Rockhill Nelso n Award , a nd 
Remedies for Vertigo (WordTech Com­
mu nic.itions, 2006). 

Lauren Basson , PhD, has li ved in 
Reho vot, Israel since 2001. She teaches 
poli ti cs and government at Ben Gurion 
University and is the author of a fo rth­
coming book from the Unive rsi ty of 
North Carolina Press. Originall y from 
Se~ ~le, she enjoys writing to her cousin, 
Ol1v!a, and other family members about 
her impressions of Israel as a mother, 
scholar, and observer of everyday li fe. 

Leslie Clark earned her MA in English 
through the crea ti ve wri ting program 
a t O~d Domin ion University. CurrentJy, 
she 1~ English facu l ty at Cochise Col­
lege m Douglas, Arizona. Her poetry 
and short fict:ion have been published 
for more than twenty yea rs. She is 
edi tor/publisher of a quarterly online 
poetry journal, Voices on t11e Wind, 
www.voicesonthcwind.net. 

Joan Frederick is a photographer, 
teacher, and historian living in Texas, 
but was r.i iscd in Oklahoma. Her pho­
tography centers on the culture of mod­
ern Nati \rc Arneri cans and occasionally 
profiles her adopted homeland, the 
Latino world of San Antonio. 

Ellen Goldstein was born and raised 
in centra l Virg inia . Her poems have 
appeared in Tl1e New Hampshire Rt-view, 
Meas11re, 11,e Mid•America11 Review, and 
S forySout1,. She lives north of Boston. 

D.irbara Renaud Gonzalez is a frec­
lonce journalis t and writer based in 
~on .Antonio, Texas. She has published 
~nd1vcrsc newspapers, magazines, and 
JOUrnals. Currently, she is finishing a 
novel, Golondrina: A Texas Story, based 
on how her mother crossed the border 
in the 1940s, 
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Amy Halloran has written for Salon, 
The Seattle Weekly, and the American 
Book Review. Her short stories have 
been published online a t McSweeney's, 
Tarpaulin Sky, and Pindeldyboz, and in 
Gargoyle and Alimeritum journals. Cur­
rentl y, she wri tes opinion pieces for 17ie 
Times Union and The Daily Gazette, and 
is working on a novel and a comic book 
about urban removals in upstate New 
York, where she lives with her family. 

Abbi Holt1 was raised in Charlottesville, 
Vi rg inia. Educa ted a t the Univer­
sity of Virgi nia and Boston Univer• 
sity, she teaches Latin in Arling ton, 
Massachusetts. 

Ginger Knowlton , of Boulder, 
Colorado, is cur rently living in New 
Zealand as a visiting artist. Her draw­
ings and oil paintings are held in private 
collections across the United States and 
New Zealand. 

Melanie Meyers recently g raduated 
from the University of Arizona where 
she studied geography, creative writing. 
and Spanish. Her interests include the 
landscape of the Southwest, which in­
spired her honors thesis in creative non­
fiction. She will be continuing at the UA 
for graduate studies in geography this 
fa ll. Additionally, she is a professional 
mountain bike race r, and enjoys pedal• 
ing to places around the world . 

Kristen E. Nelson is a writer of short 
fiction. She was born and raised in New 
York, but now lives in, and has fallen 
deeply in love with, the Sonoran Desert. 
She is the codirector of Casa Libre en la 
Solana (www.casalibre.org), a writing 
center i.n Tucson, Arizona. 

Celeste O'Dell has published several 
short stories, including "The Bride­
groom," which was awarded the Bakh 
fict ion prize by the Virginia Quarterly 
Rt-view. She is working on a collection 
of stories set in eas tern Oregon, where 
she grew up. 

JOrn Seemann received his master's 
degree in geography at the University 
of Hamburg (Germany) in 1994. He 
has been teaching geography and 
cartography at a small state university 
(Universidade Regional do Cariri) in 
northeastern Brazil since 2002. He will 
soon be pursuing a PhD in the Geog­
raphy and Anthropology program at 
Louisiana State Univers ity where he 
will stu dy cu ltu ra l and humanistic 
perspectives in cartography and differ­
ent ways of thinking, perceiving, and 
representing space and place. 

Patricia Smith has exhibited her work 
widely both in the United States and 
abroad. Her recent exhibitions include 
a solo show at Front Room Gallery in 
New York City, and group exhibitions 
at the Stedelijk Museum in Aalst, Bel· 
gium, Ru th Oachofner Ga llery in Los 
Angeles, and Texas Tech University in 
Lubbock. Her work will be shown in 
the upcoming Istanbul Biennia l. She 
lives and works in Brooklyn and upstate 
New York. For more information, visi t 
www.frontroom.org. 

Bryan Walpert, PhD, is a lecturer in 
the School of English & Media Studies 
at Massey University in Palmerston 
North, New Zealand. His poems have 
appeared in poetry anthologies and 
such literary journals as AGNI, Crab 
Orchard Review, and Tar River Poetry. 
His essays on poetry have appeared in 
scholarJy journals, literary journals, and 
encyclopedias of literature. 

Olivia Webster, a recent graduate of 
Western Washington Universi ty with 
a double degree in Studio Arts and 
Art History, is now a practicing artist 
in Seattle. Her artistic passion lies in 
expressive and narrative explorations in 
oil paints. This recent collaboration with 
her cousin Lauren and her letters from 
Israel has been a fascinating journey of 
sensitive interpreta tion from a fa raway 
land and is a conHnu.ing interest she 
plans on pursuing further. 
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you are here wants you to submi t works 
for our SUMMER 2008 issue 

i What does PLACE mean to you? 
How do we communica te WHERE we are to 

those who are distant? How do we experience, 
imagine, understand , and represent PLACE? 
We invite you to explore your own ideas and 

ask your own questions. 

you are here is an annual publication that 
focuses on a variety of perceptions of place, 

and ideas about how place is interpreted , 
experienced , and created. It has included, 
but is not limited to: short net/on, essays, 

memoirs, journals, photoessays, Interviews, 
poetry, paintings, maps, collages, and 

photography. 

We encourage submissions from geographers, 
historians, anthropologists, philosophers, 
scientis ts, writers, artists , and anyone else 
interested in exploring the concepts of place 

and SPACE. 

The DEADLINE for consideration for Volume 10 
is January 20, 2008. 

For SUBSCRIPTION and SUBMISSION 
guidelines and for updates on the 

status of the next Issue 

see our WEBSITE 
http:J/www.u .arlzona.edu/-urhere/ 

To pre--0rder the Summer 2008 Issue of you are here, 
send $8 to: 
you are here 
Dept. of Geography & Regional Developmenl 
Harvill Build ing . Box 2 
The University of Arizona 
Tucson. AZ 8572 1 

Back issues (Spring 1999, Fall 1999, Spring 2001, 
Summer 2002, 2003, 2004, 2005. 2006, and 2007) are 
also available. For a you are hero I-shi rt that boasts 
the Spring 1999 cover image, please send $10 per shirt 
(avai lable In size XL only). 

Donations are greatly appreciated. Make checks or 
money orders payable to you are here. 
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