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While the salt and risky-endeavor gods' shared precinct faces 

due south, the farmer-god's precinct faces roughly east, for it is 

with sunrises and seasons, weathers and warmed soils that farmers 

are concerned: the great, repeating circle dance of the year. At the 

March festival sacred mimes are performed in this god's honor on 

a diminutive, square outbuilding stage to the rhythm set by flute 

and drum. A solemn, bespectacled schoolgirl, dressed as a sacred 

horse, canters from corner to corner of the stage to bless all of 

Tohoku. The farmer in his comic mask then acts out all the work 

of a long day in the fields, from honing his mattock in the dewy 

morning to drinking the well-earned blessing of milky sake at its 

thirsty close, a dancing fan his only prop. All present are invited 

by the farmer to share in his sake and in the treats he throws to 

the crowd; strangers kindly beckoned forward by parishioners to 

partake and be all blessed by his labors. 

So much of Japan is mountainous, that flat land for rice paddies 

must be used wherever it lies, or made by hand with endless toil 

out of sloping land, the terraces walled in the same snug polygonal 

masonry, which serves as the base for castles. The kanji for the 

small bay just north of Shiogama' s estuary (transliterated on the 

map as Hamata) mean "Coast-Field" Bay, and at this point the 

coastal plain narrows to a corridor barely wide enough nowadays 

for two rail-lines and a highway to share. The drama of such 

narrow survival, especially in chilly Tohoku, seems to have linked 

farming with sacred drama of the jinja: is it so all over the earth? 

Did Greek drama rise from stories of man wresting life from the 

gods by the sweat of his brow? Did tragedy arise from the battle 

for the surplus, held by the great daimyo like Date and the rest? 

For surely in that mime of the farmer, one could feel the human 

drama entire. 
The shallow waters and sandy coasts of the bays of Shiogama 

have yielded not only their tribute of salt and rice down the eons, 

but also a rich harvest of oysters and other shellfish, tunicates and 

vertebrates in great variety. Tall moorings of bamboo, sometimes 

seen resting in long, silver-grey bundles against the cliffs of the 

islands, stand planted in rows in broad tracts in the bay's waters, 

like enormous rice-seedlings. To these are tethered long garlands 

of cockleshells, and to these garlands cling the fattened oysters of 

Matsushima. At the large fish-market of Shiogama, this wealth of 

seafood comes ashore, to be whisked down Teizan Canal to the 

port and kitchens of Sendai, and beyond. From the Bay, and from 

the broader Sendai Wan, and from the Pacific Ocean beyond the 

outer Oshika Peninsula of Sendai Wan where the whales swim, 

comes a collection of raw materials for the finest nigiri and sashimi 

in Japan, dishes that originated in Tohoku. Thus, if one were to 

find a local chef with best hand and eye and nose for sushi, 

one could also reasonably expect to find there the best sushi in 

the world. 
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As it happens, such a genius of sushi did exist in Shiogama: a 
wry little man who wielded his long, long, sharp knife as deftly 
as a sculptor, a sculptor that is, of wafer-thin daikon sheets and 
quivering slabs of abalone, shaping in his pahn generous beds of 
rice with tiny pillows of bright-green wasabi, fresh-grated from 
the very wasabi roots decorating a dish of slow-moving abalone, 
placed on the counter. He reduced buttery sticks of tuna and 
salmon to diagonal inhabitants of the rice-beds. Bouquets of fish 
and cucumber went up the elevators to unseen diners above, hairy­
crab soup, nigiri, and a sorbet of magnificent local strawberries, a 
closing conceit of the chef. According to some, he was Sushi Tetsu, 
the Iron Chef of Sushi, where "iron" means dedication, integrity, 
and a lack of compromise. The chef had built the slim, green, 
four-story restaurant named after him, not far from the Hon­
Shiogama (Main Shiogama) railway station, situated solidly on the 
long traditions of Japanese tourism and the immemorial harvests 
ofShiogama's land and waters. 

At night, the streets close to traffic, and the sound of the 
shuffling straw sandals means the weary throng, who have taken 
it in turns to carry the heavy shrines all around the town, draw 
near. A brief time of rest at the stairs' base, and the climb begins, 
slowly at first, but then they dance the m.ikoshi up the last stairs in 
a dizzy reeling from side to side, suggestive of spirit possession. 
Slender priests in jade-green robes, positioned at the half-way 
landing, play the drum, gong, and high-pitched gagaku drones 
to lend momentum, and each supporter not actually under the 
mikoshi pushes both hands against the shoulder blades of the man 
in front of him, in a double human chain up the stair. No doubt 
the men prevent, by their preponderating mass, the backward, 
down-slope movement of man and mikoshi, a disaster that would 
clearly signify a loss in the citizens of Shiogama. 

The "salt kettle"of Japan concentrates any number of truths. 
The signs of the imminent in-breaking of the sacred into everyday 
landscapes are there for the reading: salt on the stairs, polygonal 
walls rising behind modern fire stations, everyday streets lined 
with sacred ropes, the sounds of shuffling feet. As long as their 
direct descendants live in Shiogama, the first inhabitants of 
Matsushima Wan could have predicted that oysters would grow fat 
in the shallow bay, that salt would be needed, and that it would be 
made at least once a year in the sacred kettle, and the gods would 
extend their blessings 

64 

Essqy and art~ Kathryn M. Lucchese. 
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Geograplg of Romance 
{MAJED AKHTER} 

Consider the spatiality of romance in urban Pakistan. Once you 
get past the trappings of diamonds and roses, gaudy weddings, and 
cheesy pop songs, you have a site of extreme intergenerational and 
ideological contestation. 

Romance as an idea is dynamic: how we fall in love today is 
different from how it used to happen two hundred--or even 
fifty--years ago. Of course it's a difficult matter to define love, or 
decide whether it is a universal experience. But it is hard to argue 
that the process of arriving at love has stayed the same throughout 
time. My father met my mother on their wedding day. They do not 
expect me to subscribe to the same notion of romance. 

The single most significant factor affecting the dynamic 
geographies of romance is the increased physical mobility of women 
and the number oflegitimate spaces they occupy. According to the 
Penguin Atlas of Human Sexual Behavior, about Go percent of 
marriages around the world are still arranged. Contrary to Western 
belief, this does not preclude the notion of romance. What is 
usually idealized, at least in Pakistan, is the romance that occurs 
immediately after marriage. The secret surprises that emerge as 
the young couple gets to know each other, and the initial coyness 
flowering into warm intimacy is the stuff that respectable Pakistani 
romance is made of. 

But this notion of romance is rooted firmly in the idea that 
marriages should be arranged by parents or elders of the family, 
which is itself rooted in young women being spatially segregated 
from young men. After all, how is a young man to meet a nice 
eligible lady, when all the nice eligible ladies, by definition, do not 
enter public spaces? 

This is no longer the case, at least for middle- and upper-class 
Pakistanis. The institution of arranged marriage, and the notion 
of romance associated with it, is being rocked by the increased 
spatial ambition of women in today's urban Pakistan. There 
are now spaces that are legitimate for 'nice ladies,' but that are 
nonetheless in the public sphere. Universities and offices are just 
two examples of spaces where women have made massive inroads. 
These dynamic geographies have expanded the possibilities for 
romance; they have modified the ways in which we fall in love. 
Whereas before, a single picture (if that) was all you had to fuel 
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your passion before marriage, full-out courtships are now possible 
in the new legitimate spaces. 

The public parks of Lahore, lush and green, provide an ideal 
place for lovers to stroll. Because the images here are not of 
bearded fanatics and violent militants, the gardens of Lahore do 
not make their way into the imagining of Pakistan, either within its 
borders or without. But here is where I see society changing, where 
I see the true aspirations of young people, regardless of class or 
religious intensity. Intertwined fingers, hushed voices, stretching 
out under trees, with shoes removed and placed neatly to the side. 
And always, the woeful glances at watches ticking away time left 
together. The men are well groomed and full of strut; the women 
glow with audacity. Their bodies move to a dance that is as old as 
the sea, yet at the same time thrillingly new. 

Technology has also changed the geographies of romance. The 
internet and, especially, mobile phones have opened up a new 
kind of space for both women and men, virtual space. Although 
a young man dialing random numbers, ad nauseam, until hitting 
gold, is not normally seen as romantic, it is not much different 
from frequenting pick-up bars every night. For those more 
comfortable with the anonymity provided by the written word, chat 
rooms and messenger services like ICQ, and MIRC provide the 
perfect 'place' to meet someone. Not only does the novel spatiality 
of cyberspace offer great potential for romance, Pakistani youth, 
and corporations, are responding vigorously to the opportunity. 
To what other goal, if not a new geography of romance, are the 
giant billboards that offer "completely free, late-night mobile 
conversations" striving for? 

Failure to accept the fact that romance is a product of material 
conditions, among them spatial possibilities, has led to much 
resentment and resistance from older generations to the changing 
forms of romance. The clamping down on a romantic space (a 
secluded bench behind a rose bush) at Government College in 
Lahore is a case in point. Of course, there are factors more sinister 
than stodgy old party-poopers at play. The patriarchal habit of 
delegating women to be the manifestation of society's moral 
condition has justified restrictions on their personal mobility and 
freedom in the past, and continues to do so today. The attitudes 
and material conditions that used to underlie those acts are rapidly 
changing though, and it remains to be seen whether the older 
generations can keep up. 
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Not all changes in romance have to do with aping the West, as 
older folks might decry. Some members of the older generation understand this, and are content with the older forms being 
merely acknowledged. Thus, "arranged" marriages become "approved" marriages, and · "romance" becomes the more 
sanitized "understanding." Not wanting to betray the romantic ambitions of my generation, but at the same time understanding the difficulty of letting go, my response to this cautious change in labels is: good enough, for now. The dynamic geographies of romance are responsible for at least some of the changes that we are experiencing as a society. 

Leaves, ELLEN MCMAHON, charcoal drawing on Rives, 2009. 
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AMNA AHMAD grew up in Washington, D.C., South Dakota, 
West Virginia, Virginia, and Arizona. She writes fiction, essays, 
and poems, often about place, even when she means to write 
about other things. Her work has appeared in Adbusters Magmjne, 
and is forthcoming in the anthology "Brown Souls." She lives in 
Brooklyn, NY. 

MAJED AKHTER is a student of Geography at the University of 
Arizona. He has lived in Saudi Arabia, Pakistan, and the United 
States, and has been trained previously as an engineer and an 
economist. 

B. R. BONNER lives in Austin, Texas, where he took his degree 
in Geology at the University of Texas. He worked as a petroleum 
geologist for several years, then went to work in the computer 
industry after receiving an MBA. His short stories have appeared 
in South Dakota Review, Matter Journal, The MacGuffin, Buenos Aires Literary 
Review, &istere-Journal of Arts and Literature, Chaminade Literary Review, Mind 
in Motion, Takahe, and forthcoming in lt&rds and Images. 

JAY DUSARD has been photographing for over forty years, working 
in large-format black-and-white. His subjects are abstractions, 
landscape, and people. A 1981 Guggenheim Fellowship led to 
the publication of his acclaimed first book, The North American 
Cowboy: A Portrait. Several hooks of his photographs and writings 
have appeared over the years, as well as the documentary film Jay 
Dusard: Keeping the West Western. His monumental-size prints, 
some as large as 4x8 feet, are being exhibited throughout the 
United States. Please visit him at www.jaydusard.com. 

CLINTON J. FRAKES was selected by former American poet 
laureate Mark Strand as one of the Best New Poets of 2008 for 
Meridian Press' anthology of the same title. He also received the 
2008 Pudding House Poetry Prize. PoetWorks Press gave him 
the 2008 Josephine Darner Distinguished Poet Award and will 
publish his second collection of poetry in 2009, titled Kaljyuga Blues. 
His chapbook, The Aching Unrest of Spheres, is forthcoming, as well as 
another chapbook, Unreal Cities in St. Johns, Newfoundland. He is 
a graduate oftheJack Kerouac School of Disembodied Poetics at 
the Naropa Institute and the Northern Arizona University writing 
program and received his Ph.D. with emphasis in creative writing 

from the University of Hawaii in 2006. He has appeared in over 
100 journals in NorthAmerica, England, Australia and Argentina 
since 1987. His extensive interview with Allen Ginsberg, Don't Fuck 
up Your Revolution, is available through Elik Press. He is currently 
working on a volume of lyrical essays in Sedona, Arizona where 
he works as a freelance editor, ghost writer and wilderness guide. 

JEREMY FREY has published in numerous journals and anthologies, 
and completed an MFA at the University of Arizona in 2006, 
focusing on poetry and creative nonfiction, where he now teaches 
Rhetoric and Composition. He has recently rediscovered acting 
in films, and uncovered a knack for editing memoir and poetry 
manuscripts. For additional work, check out the Burnt Possum 
Poets. 

JENNY GUBERNICK is the student intern for this issue of you are 
here. She is a Creative Writing and English senior at the University 
of Arizona, and has published a poem and a story in Persona, the 
UA's undergraduate literary magazine. Her favorite border to 
cross is between the U.S. and Canada. 

MARGARET KIMBALL is at this very moment pursuing a MFA 
in Visual Communications from the University of Arizona. 
In addition to this fine publication, she is art directing the 
forthcoming issue of the lovely Sonora Review. When she is not 
watching the ducks at the turtle pond, she can generally be found 
making books or reading them. Her work and thoughts can be 
found at www.margaretkimball.com. 

BEN KIRKBY just earned a MFA from the University of Arizona in 
Visual Communications and is off in the real world, wherever that 
might be. In an earlier version of life, he was a photojournalist 
for the Antona DaiJy Star, where many of his photographs have 
been published. In his free time, he likes to ride his bike in the 
mountains and plant tomatoes in his garden. He can be found at 
www.benkirkby.com. 

73 

KATHERYN KROTZER LABORDE is a writer of prose who lives in 
the New Orleans area. Her most recent publications focus on 
Katrina evacuation and the early days of recovery. 
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LARRY LINDAHL, an award-winning photographer, writer, and 
book designer, focuses on stories of the American Southwest, 
often featuring treks in the wilderness, and a personal connection 
to the land. His photography appears in calendars, magazines, 
books, and documentary films, art galleries, a traveling exhibit 
sponsored by the Smithsonian Institute, and at Grand Canyon 
National Park. He has covered stories in the Grand Canyon, 
Painted Desert, Canyon de Chelly, the Hopi Mesas, the Navajo 
Reservation, and Sedona, the town where he has made his home 
for the last 15 years. He has written several magazine stories and 
is author and photographer of Secret Sedona: Sacred Moments in the 
Landscape. 

KATHRYN M. LUCCHESE is a cultural geographer who works 
as a free-lance Lecturer, teaching primarily World Regional 
Geography at TexasA&M University, where she earned both 
her Masters and Doctorate degrees. Her advanced degree 
research involved studies of sacred place, meaning of place, 
and terrorism directed against cultural landmarks. With her 
husband Robert she recently spent a six-month sabbatical in 
Sendai, Japan; they have two nearly-grown children and live 
in College Station, TX with an elderly Corgi-mutt, Caleb. 
She hopes soon to devote full-time to writing not only more 
essays but a novel set in second-century Rome. 

ELLEN MCMAHON was born in Boston in 1951 to a Freudian 
psychiatrist and an art historian. She received a B.S. in Biology 
from Southern Oregon State College in 1987, an M.S. in 
Scientific Illustration from the University of Arizona in 1983 
and an M.F.A. in Visual Art from Vermont College in 1996. By a 
circuitous route that has included careers in Dance, Field Biology, 
Scientific Illustration and Design, she has arrived in her current 
position as an Associate Professor of Visual Communications in 
the School of Art at the University of Arizona. A member of the 
faculty since 1990, she teaches Design, Typography, Illustration 
and Design Theory. 

SUZANNE ROBERTS is the author of three books of poetry, Shameless 
(2007), Nothing to You (2008), and PlottingTemporali!J (forthcoming 
from Red Hen Press). Her work has been published in National 
Geographic Traveler, South American Explorers, Smartish Pace, Gulf Stream, 

Fourth River and elsewhere. She has been named "The Next Great 
Travel Writer" by National Geographic's Traveler magazine, and 
her current project, Almost Somewhere, is a collection comprised 
entirely of poems on place. She holds a doctorate in Literature 
and the Environment from the University of Nevada-Reno and 
teaches English, directs the Writers' Series, and edits the Kokanee 
literary journal at Lake Tahoe Community College. For more 
information, please visit her website at www.suzanneroberts.org. 

RAFAEL ROUTSON grew up on a rural farm in the foothills of 
the Santa Maria Mountains outside of Prescott, Arizona. Living 
on the land fostered an intimate connection to family and place; 
cultivated a deep-rooted work ethic; and inspired a passion for 
the relationship between humans and the natural world. She has 
traveled and worked in the Southwest and around the globe to 
understand her place as a land steward, artist, scientist, and writer. 
She has a Bachelor of Arts degree in Environmental Studies from 
Prescott College, a Master of Fine Arts in Creative Nonfiction 
from the University of Arizona, and pursues a doctorate at the UA 
in the School of Geography and Development. She has written 
several articles and two books, A Heritage in Iron and A Ranching Lega9. 

SARAH ZIDONIK is a current fine arts graduate student at the 
University of Arizona. She received her BA in Art Education 
and her BFA in Fine Arts from the University of Florida in 
2007. She grew up in Micanopy, Florida, a small town outside 
the college town of Gainesville. Her passions are volunteering in 
the community and making art. In Florida she volunteered with 
Arts in Medicine, a program that brought the arts to patients in 
the hospital. With International Fine Arts and Healing, a group from the 
University of Florida, Sarah traveled to The Gambia in March 
2008 to volunteer. She currently volunteers at the University 
Medical Center in the Child Life Playroom in Tucson, Arizona, 
and also with the Tucson Communi!J Supported Agriculture. Her volunteer 
work greatly influences her personal artwork. 
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