From: "differancesmall" <shoeleg <at> mindspring.com> 
Date: Wed Jul 2, 2003 5:40 am
Subject: News from the Front 3.0

Greetings to all again from semi-sunny Berlin. From what I hear,
y'all have a spot of bad weather there right now in the southern
states. Hope that passes quickly. Know that you are thought about
and missed here, by me. Sorry as always for the mass email, but I
hope there is some sense of connection and vicarious enjoyment to be
found in even this less-personal manner of communication.

Know I will do my best to respond if you write, but that it may take
some time, as cheap, fast computers are scarce. It's all good, tho.


3.1 HEALTH UPDATE

As I write this, I am in recovery. I had intended to send this late
last week, but an ugly and multi-day bout of the stomach flu
intervened and literally knocked me on my kiester. Thanks to a lot
of sleep, some good nursing from Anne, and a lot of prayer from the
Mormons, I am now on the mend and feeling much better. Whew. my
advice to you: there is nothing so tenuous as the feeling of being
ill in a foreign country. Avoid it if you can.


3.2 ONE MAN WRECKING CREW

There are several things I like about Germany. High on the list is
the bevvy of truly interesting artists you have access to here.
Take, for example, Blixa Bargeld.

Some of you might know him most readily as the chief guitarist for
that dark and brooding ensemble known as Nick Cave and the Bad
Seeds. In the late '70's Blixa helped start a music collective known
as 'Einstürzende Neubauten' (= 'Collapsing New Buildings') which, as
the name implies, was a rather heavy affair. But unlike your more
pedestrian examples of 'Industrial' musics, Neubauten always had a
super keep edge of art and smart to it. Blixa and his Four Horsemen
managed to make keening screeches and amplified shrapnel
sound...well, beautiful - at least sometimes.

Here's what's great about Berlin: I went and saw a one-man
performance of Blixa at the Deutsche Theater. For two hours it was
just him, a sound man, and four or five loop-and-effect pedals that
he used to capture and manipulate sounds he made into the
microphone. He would layer sheet upon sheet of these into complex,
intriguing, and (yes) sometimes unbearably loud and
cacophonic 'songs'. It was performance art, but it had the visceral
power of a rock concert. And - my favorite part - this opulent
nineteenth century baroque music hall was filled with attentive, rapt
Goths, Punks, Art Freaks and me (mixing all of the above with my own
American shameless New Balance shoes). Fantastic.

(Dare I say, he brought the house down?)


3.3 EVERY SUBWAY NEEDS ONE

While we're on the subject of good public art, there's something
afoot in the Alexanderplatz U-Bahn station. Like many subway
terminals, this one has 'watch boxes' - large glass cubicles where
conductors will occasionally sit and direct trains or other sorts of
things. Like many I have seen in Atlanta, most of the ones in Berlin
are largely derelict most of the time.

However, when you come out of the east bound U2 train at Alex, you
are greeted by a wax figure, standing in the call box, leaning over a
microphone. White robed, beatific, serene.

Alexanderplatz has its own Pope.

It gets better. About fifteen seconds after the doors open on the
train, and as the people are disembarking, a resounding, deep voice
echoes through the station (ostensibly from His Holiness, leaning
over the microphone), saying 'FRIEDE SEI MIT EUCH'. Peace be with
you.

If you look closer, through the glass, you see a lunch bag and an
open thermos and poured cup of coffee on the counter next to the
microphone. This is a day job. A working-class, blue-collar Pope,
making sure at least some of the daily commuters are told that they
are loved, that peace is with them.

It's a crazy, beautiful art thing. And it's a crazy, beautiful Pope
thing. And I get to pass it twice a day.


3.4 MORMONS

After seven weeks of meeting with me, Elder Love has been transferred
to a new section. Anne and I had him and Elder Elwood over for
dinner the night before he left. I am looking forward to meeting
Elwood's new partner, and to see where the conversations go from
here. But I am also very sad to see Elder Love go. It feels, in
some ways, like a chapter closing. More on this in the future.


3.5 WHAT AM I READING?

Several of you have remarked that I should listen to Anne and dig my
nose into a bit more fiction. So okay. I read a strangely charming
novel by Yann Martel entitled _Life of Pi_. The book is fanciful -
make no mistake. The central story pivots around a post-shipwreck
lifeboat journey undertaken be a sixteen year old Indian boy, a
hyena, a baboon, and a 450 pound Bengal Tiger. It is very well
told, and (with the exception of the last ten pages, which add a
somewhat dark twist) a light read. It has sort of a hazy 'all paths
lead to God' sort of message in its hinterground, which I found
offputting, but I think folks without my peculiar fanaticisms on that
front would find that adds a bit of naive charm to the work. Worth
your time, if you have time to spare.

In other news, I am halfway through George Lindbeck's _Nature of
Doctrine_ and I find I'm agreeing with a good 3/4's of it. It's
definitely making me think.


3.6 HAIL AND FAREWELL, FOR NOW

This is shorter than I'd have wished, but I gotta scoot. My first
day of my next German class, and I need to make sure the ducks are in
a row. A big weekend coming up, too: Anne and I are heading to
Paris to take a look around, and I must say we're both quite
excited. There will be news on that - and more items of interest
from the City that Outlived the Wall - next time.

You are missed and loved, each of you -

Dd.

(Sent 7.2.03)

