Note from the Editor . . .

Iam not going to sugar coat this. Before the drive to the
nineteenth annual IALJS conference, being hosted by
Marist University, Poughkeepsie, New York, I was plagued
with anxiety. As the drive date approached, in late May, my trepidation in-
creased. I cannot tell you how many times, exactly, that I nearly pulled out,
but at least a few. Such was the state of my worry about driving from Toronto
to Lewiston, near Niagara Falls, to cross the border.

Worried to the point of contacting the president of our association, To-
bias Eberwein, as well as our conference host, Kevin Lerner, about the pos-
sibility of co-writing a letter to explain why I was transporting boxes of old
editions of the journal from Canada to the United States. I was imagining
scrutiny such as: Sir, what are you going to do with all these books, sell them
to a distributor? Hock them on the streets of New York? My colleagues prob-
ably thought I was overreacting, and maybe even a little nuts, but they kindly
wrote me the letter on the off chance I was to be detained.

All T had wanted to do was to box up about ten copies of every back
issue of this journal, dating back to its launch, Vol. 1, No. 1, Spring 2009,
around thirty in total—so about 300 hundred journals in three boxes—be-
cause somehow, some way, I have to dig almost a quarter century’s worth
of papers, books, and detritus out of my office this summer and fall. And I
thought, hey, a partial solution: I could drive a bunch of back issues to the
conference, and everyone could grab whichever hard copies they liked. Beats
me lugging them home and storing them in the basement for the rest of my
retirement, and our members would be happy.

As I 'look back now, just over half a month, it seemed absurd to worry, but
back in 2011 I was in fact detained and questioned at Orlando airport. I was on
my way back to New York from San José, Costa Rica, where I had been inter-
viewing and researching for a book. I was a Canadian domiciled in New York’s
East Village for six months, so I was on my way back “home.” I was detained
because, possibly understandably, the authorities wanted to know what I was
doing in living in New York, and specifically wanted to know if I was making
any money while living in the U.S. T had to explain that I was on sabbatical, that
I was receiving a salary while on sabbatical, and that I was conducting research.

I was questioned by one officer, who was a little on the tough and gruff
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side. After a break of twenty minutes or so, another officer asked me pretty
much the same questions, although she was more sympathetic. The crux was,
she said, that I should have been carrying around my letter from New York
University’s Arthur L. Carter Journalism Institute, which had welcomed me as
a Visiting Scholar for six months. That would have made my life easier coming
back into the country. She also mentioned that the northern border was not
as scrutinized as the southern border and so she could understand my error in
judgement. So, fourteen years later, I was hoping to not make the same mistake.

It is strange how things rarely go as planned. Even though I had been
warned of Canadians being turned back after not giving the answers the au-
thorities wanted to hear (and been cautioned about cops on every street corner
in New York City by a former student—not true), I encountered no conten-
tion, accusations, or truculence at the border. There were about a half dozen cars
ahead of me, all lined up at seven on a Tuesday morning. The procession was ef-
ficient and orderly. No driver was pulled aside. When my turn came, the border
officer simply asked where I was going. I said to Poughkeepsie for a conference.

“What kind of conference?”

“An academic conference.”

No comment.

“And then New York for the weekend.”

No inspection of the boxes at the back of my puny Kia Soul. No more
questions, other than: “Are you bringing any alcohol?”

“No.”

“Fruit and vegetables?”

“Yes,” I said, pointing to the soft picnic bag in the back. “A sandwich, an
apple, an orange and some arugula.”

“Can I have a look?”

“Sure.”

I lowered the window so he could root around in the bag. He assessment
was: “It’s such a small amount, 'm not going to worry about it.”

“Yeah, just road food.”

That was it, and I was off to negotiate the 190 to the 290 to the 90 and the
long, zoned-out eastern trek to Albany. It could have been that I was a middle-
age, hair-thinning, white academic, but then, no one was getting the treatment
I had been dreading, so maybe things weren’t quite so bad as I had been warned.

I realize the new Administration’s policies resulted in a significant uptick
in remote attendance at our conference. I was so close to being a Zoom hu-
man myself. I was glad I attended in person, though, as I feel this is the best
way for our relatively small band of literary journalism scholars to communi-
cate, at least once a year.

EDITOR’S NOTE 7

Research Essay Bonanza

The issue in your hands or on your browser might be considered special
simply because it is not a special issue—at least of the type on which we may
have been overdosing of late. We present here five stand-alone research papers as
opposed to a special issue dedicated to literary journalism from a certain coun-
try. Stacy Spaulding’s lead research paper answers the question, who was Rachel
Carson before she stormed the world with her dire environmental warning, Silent
Spring (1962)? Spaulding makes the case for bringing Carson into the tent of lit-
erary journalism. Lesley Cowling’s essay is an immersive case study that examines
the methodology of South Africas Jonny Steinberg through one of his books,
The Number (2004). Christopher P Wilson’s essay tackles the war reportage of
Bernard E Fall, considered an authority on French Indochina and America’s war
in Vietnam. Wilson focuses on the “Diary” chapters of Fall's most important
work, Street without Joy, elaborating for literary journalism scholars Fall’s experi-
mentation with writing history in the present tense as well as long-form structure.
Austin Gallas writes about a specific time and place, the early years of the U.S.
federal prohibition era, when certain writers in New York City were producing
what amounts to a subgenre of literary journalism, applying techniques of fiction
writing to their reports—what Gallas has termed “wet reportage”—to try and
capture nightife under duress in America’s party city. In the final essay, Cecilia
Aare continues her theoretical studies in literary journalism via employing tech-
niques of narratology, this time to identify a specific type of narrative dissonance
she calls alternative dissonance, which has no analogous form in fiction writing.

Remembering Norm

We begin this issue with a section dedicated to esteemed literary journal-
ism scholar Norman Sims, who died unexpectedly after an illness in 2022.
Contributors include Isabel Soares, who interviewed Sims about his origin
story for a Portuguese audience in 2018, presented here for the first time;
John Hartsock, who credits Sims with changing the trajectory of his career;
Linda Steiner, a graduate student pal of Sims who provides great insight into
his nature; John McPhee, who guested in Sims’s classes at University of Mas-
sachusetts Amherst and wrote the foreward to Sims and Mark Neuzil’s book,
Canoes (2016); and Neuzil himself, who provides further insights into Sims’s
way of thinking as well as what it was like working with him on the book.

Alice Trindade looks at Sims’s early years, when he was mentored by and
collaborated with dissertation supervisor James W. Carey. Roberta Maguire
discusses a fateful meeting with Sims, in which she was encouraged to pursue
and expand her own area of discovery, African American literary journalism.
Lastly, your humble editor travels back forty years to attempt a fresh look at
Sims’s introduction to his influential first anthology, theorizing how well it set
the table for future literary journalism studies scholars.

— Bill Reynolds



