


































The Charles Johnson Projection 
Elliot Harmon 

'"Science' consists of a weird, way-out occult concoction of gibberish 
theory-theology ... unrelated to the real world of facts, technology and 
inventions, tall buildings and fast cars, airplanes and other Real and 
Good things in life." 
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-Charles Johnson (1925-2001) 

It was something like that, and we were in a cafe 
in the Tenderloin. From our table we could see three drug dealers, 
two adult theatres, and UN Plaza. Men, 
always men, walking to and fro in the street, 
throwing words and bottles and threats at each other. 
And finally I said, "You know, they keep walking, 

but they don't go anywhere." And Carla laughed 
and she said, "Sure they do. You 
just don't have the right map." 
In a sense, all maps are flawed. Sacrificing distance for area, 
area for distance, distance and area for proportionality. 
And then some sacrifice everything for the purpose of looking right. 

My third grade teacher told us that in China, 
children are shown maps where China is in the center and China 
is larger than everything else, 
and then in the afternoon she'd unroll the map 
in which Africa is dwarfed by Greenland. And I understand 
why it's important, above all, for your map 

to look the way you want it to. The new maps 
are also wrong, but in new ways 
no one's complaining about yet. 
And then there was Charles Johnson 
who, upon inheriting the Flat Earth society, 
reached out to his flat world, making three thousand believers. 

He sent his proof in airplanes all around the world 
that airplanes can't go all around the world . It wasn't 
even pseudoscience. Charles Johnson proof: 
grammatical errors, run-on sentences, and other things 
that we were taught in school not to use but went on 
quiet! y desiring. 

Charles and Marjorie believed that the earth was flat, 
but maybe not in the way you're thinking. They didn't believe 
the way people believe in God. They believed the way 
people fish. Spending long weekends by the lake 
outside their Lancaster home, studying the still fl atness 
of the water's surface, killing wasps. Antarctica 

is every direction: a wall of ice around the world . 
And nobody knows, Charles Johnson liked to say, 
what's on the other side. 1 could fly down there-
people do that- and I would never find the wall, 
so how will I know what's beyond it? 
Marjorie swore in an affidavit that, 

when she lived in Australia, she never hung upside-down. 
But Carla wants to change the subject. 
She tells me that she's quitting law school. "I wanted 
to help people," she says, "but I'm becoming a jerk." 
"What else would you do?" I ask. She says, "I 
have no idea," and smiles. Our check, face down, 
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appears on the table. Come to think of it, 
I never know which way I'm going. Sometimes 
I'll think I have it figured out, 
and then I' ll remember how much smarter I was 
when I was nineteen. Carla says I'm being dumb, 
but I insist on walking with her to the station. 

The United Nations first convened in 1945. Of all the world, 
they chose California. San Francisco. Tenderloin. Here. 
And I don't know how a place where all the nations met 
can become a place where no one's supposed to go alone, 
just like I don't know why they chose for their symbol 
a map of the Flat Earth. We kiss goodbye and I walk 

back to UN Plaza. But I don't walk in a straight line; 
I ramble. I'm learning. And I find myself 
on the Flat Earth map carved into the cement. 
All maps are flawed, you know. Just 
in different ways. And maybe which flaws 
we end up being okay with make us who we are. Or maybe 

that's not it at all. I arrive at the center, 
the north pole. From here I can see everything. 
Here is a man sleeping behind 
a cardboard sign; there, a line of men and women 
whisper what they're selling to everyone who passes by. A bus 
doesn't stop, and some people don't do anything, 

they just go wherever they're going, while my friend, 
the law school dropout, rides the light rail to whatever's next. 
And somewhere far away, 
I can barely see a man and woman by a lake 
changing the world. And you know, 
I still don't know what's beyond the wall of ice. 

i 
Exploring the Literary Mind 
Hellen Harty Interviews Peter Turchi 

Peter Tu~chi, author of Maps of the Imagination: 
77,e Writer as Cartographer (Trinity University 

Press), believes writers stand to gain perspec­
tive by doing as cartographers do. An author 
and professor of fiction, Turchi has considered 
the advantage of a mapmaker's outlook as part 
of the writing process and arrived at an eye­
opening approach to the craft. I was curious to 
know the extent of cooperation between the art 
of formulating words and the 
science of drawing maps, only 
to confirm that the line dividing 
art and science is far less rigid 
than conventionally presented. 
Please join me on a short tour of 
Peter Turchi's literary mind. 

YAH: What are your goals with 
this book? Are you encouraging 
people to write differently or to 
interpret writing differently? 

Turchi: My original goal was to 
inspire fiction writers to think 
abouttheirworkdifferently.Spe- """'-
cifically, I wanted to guide them 
through some considerations 
of strategic omission; selection; 
" invisible" conventions, or ones we might adopt 
without giving them much thought-such as 
starling a new paragraph when a different char­
acter speaks; departures from convention, from 
relatively minor ones, like not naming charac­
ters or not putting quotation marks around dia­
logue, to much more radical ones; the urge to 
be all-inclusive, to create a large world- such as 
in an epic poem or novel-or to fully inhabit a 
character 's consciousness as in Mrs. Dal/away or 
Ulysses; the artifice of realism, and both the ten­
sion between, and useful relationships among, 

realism and all the -isms that have followed; the 
role of intention; and the fact that people have 
been saying there's nothing new to say, or to see, 
for thousands of years, and they' ve always been 
wrong, so don't be discouraged. 

The book got its start in a series of lectures in 
Warren Wilson College's low-residency MFA 
Program for Writers. Since those lectures are 

attended by poets as well as fic­
tion writers, I made some refer­
ences to poetry and- also, be­
cause I'm interested in them-to 
film and cartoons. And because 
I tend not to compartmental­
ize, when I saw cmmections to 
fractal s, board games, family 
stories, and the Marx Brothers, 
I used them as illustrations. 
As a result, the book has gone 
far beyond the audience I had 
imagined. Among the readers 
who have told me that it speaks 
directly to what they do have 
been advertising designers, car­
tographers, choreographers, vi­
sual artists, software designers, 

marketing specia lists, animators, 
and lawyers. Other things I've learned: a lot of 
people are intrigued by maps. And readers ap­
preciate a book that is seriou but also play ful. 

YAH: How do you see intuition and intention 
interacting within a cartographic approach to 
writing? How much of the process is consciou ly 
planned and how mud, is organically realized? 

T11rc/1i: That varies greatly from writer to writer, 
even from piece to piece. As I say in the open­
ing chapter of Maps of the l111aginatio11, we can 
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' see_ . mapmaking and 
wntmg as consisting 
of two processes: ex­
plora tion and presen­
tation. But that doesn't 
mean that our explora­
tion, or discovery, ends 
when we begin to pres­
ent a chart or story for 
our readers. More of­
ten, we're making dis­
coveries right up until 
the time we mail off 
the final draft. In the 
final chapter, I discuss 
the delicate balance of 

◄16~. ,..,~ and the writer needs 
to leave room for the 
reader to participate, 
to actively engage. 

YAH: How do you see 
the scientific aspects of 
cartography influenc­
ing a fiction writer's 
treatment of realism? 

' Like mapmakers, fiction writers 
necessarily omit almost every­
thing. We certainly might omit 
some things out of ignorance, but 
most often we omit information 
to steer the reader's attention. 

Turchi: I don't believe 
writers need to know 
anything about cartog­
raphy. I do think that it 

~\ c~nscious and the unconscious. Vl ad imir 
a O ov believed "the grea ter one's science 

the deeper the sense of mystery." , 

Stephen _Dobyns says tha t a poem begins as an 
unconscious or semi-conscious creation and 
gradual(~ becomes an entirely conscious one. I 
know wri ters who disagree with that, but I sus­
pect moSt would subscribe to the general no­
tion_: no matter where a s tory or novel or poem 
begins, no matter what inspires or motivates us 
we exert increasingly conscious control as w~ 
~ork to shape the piece i.n some particular way 
0 ~ some particular reason. Maybe it's easiest to 

thmk of this in terms of sculpture: you might 
st•rt_ off th inking only tha t you're going to carve 
David ou~ of_a block of marble, but the result 
:~ a 7°mbmahon of intention and discovery. In 

e fma l_ chapter of Maps of the Imagination I try 
to ~escnbe the ideal balance of the two, but it's 
easier to describe the dangerous extremes: too 
much depcndence on the unconscious, the un­
planned, the unconsidered, and the work migh t 
foil to communicate, might floa t off into the 
clouds; too much conscious deliberation and the 
w~rk mi_ght s~uceze out all mystery and ambi­
guity, .":1ght he on the ground, inert. Any piece 
of wntmg is, fi nally, turned over to readers, 

can be interesting for 
writers to think about various aspects of map­
making as metaphors and analogues for what 
they do. "Scientific aspects" of either practice 
could refer to specificity, accuracy, etc., and ob­
viously it's good for a writer of realism to get it 
right when, say, he has a character drive from 
Akron to Tucson. But I'm more interested in the 
kind of "science" writers might not think about. 
For instance: most "scientific" maps are based 
on a cartographic projection, some distortion 
formula for plotting points from the more-or­
less-spherical Earth onto a flat sheet of paper. 
Realism is a distortion formula for plotting the 
world we know onto a sheet of paper in words. 
The danger for, say, a fiction writer is to assume 
that realism is somehow more "natural'' or "ac• 
curate" than other projections. In fact, realism is 
so full of familiar assumptions and conventions 
that it can be dangerously deceptive. 

YAH: Since omission is similarly inherent to 
both cartography and fiction writing, how can 
the strategies of omission used in cartography 
be applied to a writer's task of omission? 

Turchi: Maps omit information for all sorts 
of reasons (see J. B. Harley and Denis Wood, 
among others). Among others, they omit infor-

mation out of ignorance (the mapmaker didn't 
know something else was there), out of a kind 
of helpful censorship (on a road map, do we re­
ally want birds' nesting sites and underground 
pipes and cables depicted?), and more devious 
censorship (some mapmakers omitted any signs 
of inhabitants in maps of the "New World" to 
encourage the belief that it was "empty," wait­
ing to be claimed). Like mapmakers, fiction 
writers necessarily omit almost everything. We 
certainly might omit some things out of igno­
rance, but most often we omit information to 
steer the reader's attention. Edward Tufte calls 
this "disinformation design," a useful term. Fic­
tion writers want to guide the reader's attention 
toward some things, away from others. This is 
not only for expediency, but for the creation of 
mystery, tension, and suspense. Louise Glilck 
and Anton Chekhov have both said, in their 
diHerent times and languages, that the dullest 
work is that which leaves out nothing. Haiku is 
perhaps the most familiar literary form that em­
phasizes omission; classical haiku depend not 
only on imagery, but on implication. 

YAH: As you've already noted, some people as­
sert that there's nothing new to say or see. Why 
should authors and cartographers continue to 
write and study maps? 

T11rc/1i: Maps are depictions of our knowledge; 
and like all depictions of our knowledge, they 
encourage us to ask new questions. "What's 
over there?" "Why are there no trees in that 
neighborhood?" Or, in the famous case of John 
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Snow and the cholera epidemic in London, 
"What does the fact that most of the victims 
lived in this general area tell us? What does it 
mean that other people in the midst of them 
survived? And why did some people from far 
away also die?" E. 0. Wilson, the na turalist, has 
sa id that one could still make a career of study­
ing the land at the base of a particular tree. The 
more closely we look, the more we find. My 
next book of essays is based in large part on my 
ongoing conversations with the artist Charles 
Ritchie, whose work interests me for many rea­
sons, among them the fact that he's an obses­
sive: most of the images he's made in the past 
two decades have been of a few things in his 
house, or viewable fro m its windows. He sim­
ply keeps looking at them, and he keeps mak­
ing remarkable discoveries. That sort of prac­
tice requires enormous discipline. 

YAH: In your own fiction, what has been your 
favorite place to write about and why? 

Turclti: Well, that's the punchline: I don't write so 
much about place. So fa r I've lived in Baltimore; 
the Eastern Shore of Maryland; Oxford, Eng­
land; Tucson; Chicago; Boone, North Carolina; 
Asheville, North Carolina; and Oslo, Norway; 
and I'm about to move back to Arizona. I tend 
to write about states of mind, and about partic­
ular kinds of yea rning. ln that way, I've never 
quite gotten over the thrill of that fronti spiece 
in Treasure /sln11d: the map that promises ad­
venture, that represents a world we can dream 
about, but only tempora rily inhabit. I 
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Subway Blues 
Donna Pucciani 

40 

Strap-hanging jazz 
croons tunnels of yellow squares, 
heat, graffiti and body smells 
beneath Lincoln Center, 
flesh on fl esh and the grime 
of windows pressing my face 
into Duke Ellington's A-train. 

From NYU to the bowels of the Bronx, 
I changed at 59th Street, 
and oh, how I wrote those grad-school 
papers on Pinter and the loss of self, eating 
a ba loney sandwich with m ayo and lettuce 
on smashed white. One night 
I thought a stray bullet grazed me. 
I ducked, but only a light bulb 
had burst above my head, flaked glass 
in my hair under Yankee Stadium. 

Decanting at Fordham Road, 
doors sn apping closed like textbook covers, 
the sta irway musting of gin and cigarettes, 
I'd s tep through bo ttles and mattresses, 
fall into the arms of the city, 
her hair on my face, 
and climb her body up to the roof 
through a door without a doorman, 
up six fli ghts of old marble 
to resurrect myself 
where tenements, taxis and bridges 
rustled below like p lastic prayer beads 
g lowing in the dark. 

"Behind You," cartoon by Steve Cartwright 

Adirondack Lake 43.79N 74.26W 
Africa 7.JlN 21.SE 
Akron,OH 41.07N 81.SIW 
Alice, WV 38.88N 80.81N 
Antarctica 90.005 0.00E 
Arizona 34.S0N 111.S0W 
Asheville, NC 35.59N 82.56W 
Auburn, WV 39.09N 80.85W 
Australia 25.165 133.44E 
Baltimore, MD 39.29N 76.61W 
Boone, NC 36.21N 81.67W 
Bronx, NY 40.85N 73.85W 
Burnt House, WV 39.04N 80.99W 
Carson National 

Forest,NM 36.S0N 106.25W 
Chicago, IL 41.85N 87.65W 
China 35.34N J04.09E 
Coxcamp Fork, WV 39.04N 80.82W 
Cox's Mills, WV 39.09N 80.82W 
Elwha River 48.15N 123.56W 
Finger Lakes, NY 42.83N 77.00W 
Greenland 71 .42N 42.47W 
Hog Run, WV 39.62N 80.72W 
Hom Creek, WV 39.06N 80.86W 
Iowa 42.00N 93.SOW 
Italy 41.SlN 12.34E 
Ithaca, NY 42.44N 76.SOW 
Lancaster, CA 34.42N 118.0SW 
Landruk, Nepal 28.22N 83.49E 
London, England 51.29N 0.07W 
Madrid, Spain 40.26N 3.42W 

i 
the following 

PLACES 

appear 
in this iss ue of 

you are here 

Maple Creek, MI 46.65N 90.12W 
Maryla.nd 39.00N 76.75W 
Michigan 44.25N 85.S0W 
Montreal, QC, Canada 45.32N 73.38W 
New Mexico 34.SON 106.00W 
New York City, NY 40.78N 73.97W 
Old Field Fork, WV 38.96N 80.67W 
Olympic Peninsu la, WA 47.75N 123.75W 
Oslo, Norway 59.54N 10.44E 
Oxford, England 51.45N 1.15W 
Paris, France 48.51N 2.20E 
Pennsylvania 40.75N 77.75W 
Pike Fork, WV 39.39N 80.64W 
Rio Grande, NM 36.62N 105.69W 
Rocky Fork, WV 38.92N 80.67W 
San Francisco, CA 37.77N 122.42W 
Sangre de Cristo 

Mountains, NM 37.34N 105.29W 
Seattle, WA 47.61N 122.33W 
Somme, France 46.00N 2.00E 
Taos, NM 36.37N 105.42W 
Taos Ski Va lley, NM 36.SSN 105.45W 
Texas 31.25N 99.25W 
Treasure Island 
Troy, WV 39.02N 80.76W 
Tucson, AZ 32.22N 110.93W 
Tuzigoot National 

Monument, AZ 34.77N 112.03W 
Watkins Glen, NY 42.38N 76.87W 
Wilkes-Barre, PA 41.24N 75.88W 

"'coordinn tes unknown or imagined 
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national parks in the Southwest. She 
resides in Boulder, Colorado. 
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He received North Carolina's Sir Walter 
Raleigh Award and fellowships from 
the NEA and Guggenheim Founda­
tions. He earned his BA at Washington 
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ers. He now teaches at Arizona State 
University. www.peterturchi .com 

John Williams holds an MFA from 
Bowling Green State University. Focus­
ing on themes related to cartography, 
he works in a variety of media and 
techniques. His work has been exhib­
ited nationally and interna tionally. 
Currently, he is a resident artist at The 
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you are here wants you to submit works 
for our SUMMER 2009 Issue 

-f What does PLACE mean to you? 
How do we communicate 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 publ ication 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 fiction, essays, 

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

photography. 

We encourage submissions from geographers, 
historians, anthropologists, phllosophers, 
scientists, writers, artis ts , and a nyone else 
interested In exploring the concepts of place 

and SPACE. 

The DEADLINE for consideration for Volume 11 
is January 20, 2009. 

For SUBSCRIPTION and SUBMISSION 
guidelines and for updates on the 

status of the next issue 

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

To pr!Hlrder the Summer 2009 Issue of you are here, 
send $6 lo: 
you are here 
Dept. of Geography & Regional Development 
Harvill Build ing, Box 2 
The University of Arizona 
Tucson, AZ 65721 

Back Issues (Spring 1999, Fall 1999, Spring 2001 , 
Summer 2002, 2003, 2004 , 2005. 2006, 2007, and 2008) 
are also available. For a you are here I-shirt that boasts 
Iha Spring 1999 cover Image, please send $10 per shirt 
(available In size XL only). 

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