
Kills. In order to align my work with these two major 
changes—closure and competition—a Change Order was 
registered in December of 2001 for my contract. I will be 
able to proceed to design my own works, and I will “link” 
with the winning team of the competition to integrate my 
work with theirs and to contribute with them to the overall 
end-use design. I am almost finished with the first phase, my 
overall reconnaissance of and research into this overwhelm-
ing site. A public component of this phase is my six-channel 
video work, Penetration and Transparency, made with video-
makers Kathy Brew and Roberto Guerra.

I feel as if I’ve been caught in a zone of trauma since  
13 September. My expectation all these years was to work, 
alone and with the design team, in a very dense political 
atmosphere, focusing on the transformation of the site, 
healing the effects of garbage via a rolling series of what 
I call “Morphing Challenges”2: Layer One is the garbage; 
Layer Two is the Sanitation Department’s pioneering clo-
sure design, orchestrated by Phillip Gleason (Director of 
Landfill Engineering) and currently being implemented at the       
highest level of engineering and environmental standards; 
Layer Three will be the design to transform the site and turn 
it, over many years, into a public place, a local, citywide, 
and even international asset, safe and full of meaning. Now, 
after the 13 September decision to reopen the landfill for 
the World Trade Center debris, an undreamt-of Layer Four is 
required. What is the meaning of this place now? 

The entire site cannot be turned into a memorial. It is 
important to remember the proportion of the World Trade 
Center debris here: It occupies one section of one mound, 
which is one of four mounds. The other three mounds 
are unaffected. It is also important to remember that this 
garbage landfill has been a 50-year burden to the people 
of Staten Island, who have received the garbage from the 
whole city, originally promised to be open for 3 years, not 
50. Something was “taken” from Staten Island and should 
be returned.

So what is the correct proportion of space and overall 
attention for the World Trade Center debris and remains? 
And what is its relation to and impact on the rest of the site?

The completely new question at Fresh Kills concerns the 
nature of the memorial or the graveyard or whatever it will 
be. Is it for the particular individuals who died? A person and 
a person and a person, turned to “flying dust?”3  Will there 
be a marker with the person’s name, some details, objects, 
messages? Many will say no, it should be a general memo-
rial, a meditation place, a place for gathering and pondering. 
For all. Un-programmed.

To me, what’s wrong with creating a general, un-individu-
ated memorial for some particular place within Fresh Kills is 
this: To call something “garbage” means that the possessor 
of the object has lost desire for it. Desire has passed,  
and with it goes value. The value of the object evaporates. 
We are quite expert at this; in consumerist society, we’re 
trained to lose desire as fast as possible and to buy again, 
more and more. To call something “garbage” means strip-
ping the materials of their inherent characteristics. So that 
even though differences are obvious, hard becomes the 
same as soft, wet as dry, heavy as light, moldy old sour 
cream as a shoe, wet leaves as old barbells— they become 
the same things. The entire culture colludes in this un-
naming. Then we can call it all “garbage”—of no value 
whatsoever. To put it away, actually paying to put it away,  
as soon as possible. Thus forgotten. And then paying tre-
mendously to remediate its effects on the land, the air, and 
the water. 

So that’s why, in this 50-year-old social sculpture we have 
all produced, of four mountains made from 150 million cubic 
yards of the un-differentiated, un-named, no-value garbage, 
whose every iota of material identity has been banished, the 
memorial, graveyard—or whatever it is—needs to be created 

out of an utterly opposite kind of social contract. The 
shattered taboo that enabled this unholy shotgun 

marriage needs to be restored; a chasm-change in attitude 
is required, one of very deliberate differentiating, of naming, 
of attentive reverence for each mote of dust from each lost 
individual. Thus remembered. This must become a place that 
returns identity to, not strips identity from, each perished 
person. 

Hasn’t it been art that can transform the meaning of mate-
rial, re-invent identity, and re-name the lost? This part of 
the overall Fresh Kills site must become a double place: the 
unnamed healed and the named re-named. Otherwise the 
doubling being done here tumbles necessity into obscenity.

I’ve done a lot of other work over the years, but basi-
cally I’ve been waiting for 24 years to get to work on this. 
Garbage is hard enough. The scale of 2,200 acres, equivalent 
to 2.5 Central Parks, is mind-bending. Now this unimagina-
ble new Layer Four. I’m ready to get to work on this now.

1 The official title is “’Fresh Kills Landfill to Landscape’ Conceptual Design & Planning 
Approach Competition & Master Plan Services.”
2 This is the phrase I used in Appendix E of the Competition Design Brief, “Statement of 
Perspective by Mierle Laderman Ukeles, Percent for Art Artist of the Fresh Kills Landfill.”
3 “Flying dust” comes from the Rosh Hashana (Jewish New Year) prayer: “As for man, he is 
from dust and will return to dust; he earns his bread at the risk of his life; he is like a broken 
shard, the grass that withers, the flower that fades, a fleeting shadow, a passing cloud, the 
wind that blows, the flying dust, and as a fleeting dream.”
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hazel 
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Oh, Hazel, you’re making me crazy and lazy and hazy! Hazel, 
I think I love you! Hazel, you were the beginning of sex to 
me, a boy’s love for an adult woman’s mystery. I’m a little 
drunk on you, when I dim the lights and let the memories 
flood in... Hazel, you are a gypsy dancer... but let me try  
to explain.

My eyes are blue. Blue-gray. My father, a Midwestern 
Quaker, has blue eyes. My Jewish mother had eyes  
that were something other. Brown, I would have said. My  
brother ended up with those eyes too. Hazel, my parents 
both explained. This was important. Look for the green  
in the brown, the shimmer—that’s Hazel. I tried, I looked.  
I pretended to see it, gazing into my mother’s eyes, yes, 
sure, it’s there—Hazel. They looked brown to me.

I associated this with a game of my mother’s, another 
trick of gaze: She’d put her nose to mine so that our faces 
were too near to see in focus and say, with bullying  
enthusiasm, “See the owl! Do you see the owl? It’s an owl, 
do you see it?” I never could see the owl. A blur, a cyclops, 
maybe a moth, but never an owl. I didn’t know how to  
look for the owl. But I didn’t know how to refuse: “Yes, I  
see the owl!” It was the same with Hazel. I saw and I didn’t 
see. I saw the idea: something green in the brown, a rich-
ness, something Jewish and enviable and special, not mere 
brown eyes. The notion of Hazel balanced, in our family, 
against the specialness of blue eyes, it stood for everything 
that wasn’t obvious in the sum of advantages or virtues 
between two parents. Hazel was my mother’s beatnik 
Jewish side, her soulfulness. I granted it—I was in love with 
it! So Hazel was my first imaginary color, before Infrared, 
before Ultraviolet, and more sticky and stirring than either 
of those: Hazel is to Ultraviolet as Marijuana is to Cocaine, 
as Patchouli is to Obsession. My mother wore patchouli—it 
smelled Hazel.

My next Hazel was when I was fourteen or fifteen. My 
father is a painter, and I was following in his footsteps.  
He had a drawing group, every Thursday night. I’d go and 
draw, sitting in the circle of artists, the one kid allowed. 
From the nude model. A mixed experience, a rich one. I was 
sneaking looks for hours at a time, in plain sight. This was 
the 70s. I demanded they treat me as an adult, and I was 
obliged. And there were two beautiful women, artists, who 20







sat in the circle and drew from the model as well: Laurel  
and Hazel. Like the names of two rabbits. Laurel was blonde 
and Hazel dark, no kidding. I loved them both, mad crushes. 
Again, an intoxicating mix, the nude before me, Hazel and 
Laurel my peers in the circle. The model would finish with  
a pose and you’d go around, murmuring approval of one 
another’s drawings, pointing out flourishes. Steamy, for a 
boy. Crushes on your parents’ female friends, when you’re a 
hippie child, mash mothery feeling with earthy first stirrings 
of lust—you’re not afraid of women’s bodies when you’re  
a hippie child. That’s got to be invented later, retroactively.  
I took showers outdoors with nudists, it was all good. Hazel 
was waiting for me, she was in store.

Then the Dylan song, of course, from “Planet Waves.” 
Hazel. “Planet Waves” I’d put with “New Morning” and 
“Desire,” the three records of Dylan’s most saturated with 
hippie aesthetics, the sexy gypsy stuff, the handkerchief-on-
the-head phase. “Hazel” is a ragged, tumbling song of lust, 
that Rick Danko organ sound: “You got something I want 
plenty of…” And from the same record, another lyric: “It 
was hotter than a crotch…” My mother loved Dylan, so it all 
folded together, the hot murk of Hazel, what I’d never seen 
but was ready to see, the green in the brown, Hazel, Dolores 
Haze-l, oh, I long for you still, you were the beaded, reek-
ing initiation I never quite had, girls with potter’s clay under 
their fingers, maybe, girls who when they danced spun in 
whirling skirts, and sex outdoors with bugs around and the 
sun in hazel eyes. And at night we’d see the owl, I was sure. 
Instead by the time I was ready it was an infrared or ultra-
violet world, we danced with knock-kneed Elvis Costello 
jerks, sneering at Hazel, those grubby Deadhead girls in the 
next dorm, and made out with short-haired punks in cocaine 
fluorescent light. We reinvented body-fear, pale anemic 
anorexic sex-ambivalence. Hazel might be having all the 
fun, but she was shameful now, David Byrne had explained 
the problem perfectly. I pretended I’d never known her, 
and I hadn’t—only trusted she’d be there, and detected the 
patchouli scent of her promise to me, the promise I failed to 
keep. Hazel, I never saw you. 

ingesTion / 
hoW To read a menu
allen S. WeiSS

Reading a menu is a sometimes rewarding, and more  
usually frustrating, exercise in hermeneutics and cultural 
studies. Rarely is the inadequacy of word to thing more  
evident. A most perspicacious entry into the problem was 
recently suggested in an unpublished article by the trans-
lator Jean-François Allain, dealing with the treatment of 
cultural differences according to the gastronomic model. 1 
He suggests that there exist five major categories in  
translating culinary (and, by extension, all cultural) terms. 
Like Allain, I will work between French and English for  
reasons of familiarity, though I will use my own examples 
for heuristic reasons; readers are encouraged to work out 
these issues according to their own multi-lingual and poly-
culinary capabilities.

(1) Direct translation: “vin” = wine. Ease of translation 
should not suggest ease of comprehension. In the case of 
wine, the cultural, symbolic, and oenological differences 
that separate the French and the American versions of this 
elixir are vast.

(2) Generalized borrowing: “hamburger” = hamburger. 
Cultural imperialism forces open foreign lexicons, despite all 
resistance. The French have borrowed, and understand all-
too-well, this word: They know what it is and we know what 
they mean when they use it. Yet how does the fact that a 
certain New York restaurant serves a $26 hamburger stuffed 

with foie gras and truffles stretch the meaning of this 
term?

(3) Specialized borrowing: “cassoulet” = cassoulet, a cas-
serole of baked beans and sausage or some other kind of 
meat. This relatively current term exists in English language 
dictionaries, taken directly from the French. Familiarity with 
a dish through continued cultural exchange will eventu-
ally motivate lexicographers to add a dictionary entry. The 
English language, especially American English, has by far 
the richest lexicon, and as the US is at the center of culi-
nary fusion, its vast, malleable, and open lexicon places 
it in very good stead. Yet how can we think through the 
problem of definitions and “authenticity” given the age-old 
battle between, for example, the cassoulet of Castelnaudary 
(which uses pork exclusively), of Carcassonne (which may 
include mutton), and of Toulouse (which includes duck or 
goose)? Furthermore, what linguistic aberration or analogy 
might explain the existence of a “fish cassoulet”? It seems 
that like “pot-au-feu,” “cassoulet” is now used as a generic 
term for almost anything made in a casserole.2 (As such, 
the word merits anew its quotation marks.) Thus specialized 
culinary terms need glosses both before they are widely 
known and after their familiarity causes them to be dena-
tured.

(4) Equivalence: “bouillabaisse” = a fish stew typical of 
Marseille, which can only be made in that region as some 
types of fish necessary to this recipe are strictly local. This 
word is to be found in some English language dictionaries, 
but never is enough information given to differentiate it 
from other types of fish stew, of which it is a regional  
example. One might well wish to ask why the bouilla-
baisse has come to be the most famous of the fish stews. 
Equivalence is translation by analogy, entailing differently 
nuanced examples in different countries or regions, all 
linked by family resemblance.

(5) Gloss: “aligot” = a puree of potatoes, unfermented 
Laguiole cheese, cream, and garlic, originating in the 
Rouergue region of France. This word is not found in either 
English or bilingual dictionaries (and rarely even in French 
ones), thus one needs to consult specialized cookbooks, 
culinary encyclopedias, or regional guidebooks to find it. 
Some culinary terms, especially many regional dishes, 
have no translation or even equivalence in other countries 
(or even other regions of the country of origin), so that 
only description can suffice.3 But how did it happen that 
Theodora Fitzgibbons, in her encyclopedic The Food of the 
Western World, describes aligot not as being made with 
Laguiole cheese (fabricated uniquely in and around the town 
of Laguiole in the Aveyron), but with the relatively similar 
tomme de Cantal (made in the adjoining département)? 
Might the substitution work in the recipe? Would the dish 
still have the right to bear the same name?

Obviously, the various solutions to translation difficulties 
do not necessarily solve problems of comprehension,  
and in any case such matters of nomination are of minor  
concern to most diners. For the majority of people, the  
main purpose of reading a menu is to predict what one will 
actually be eating, and accurate translation is a necessary 
but never sufficient condition of understanding. Here, the 
real issue is one of prefiguration, rather than nomination.  
I would therefore like to propose another set of categories, 
concerning the range of descriptive parameters of the vari-
ous sorts of names of dishes used in cookbooks and
menus.

(1) Common name: “Roast turkey with cranberry sauce.” 
This self-descriptive dish is certainly one of the most famous, 
and most symbolic, of American foods. The French have both 
turkeys and cranberries (airelles), but the latter are not the 
same. The most common American cranberry is the Vaccinium 
macrocarpon, while the French version is usually the European 
cranberry, Vaccinium oxycoccus, much smaller and with a 
slightly different flavor. Regional differences in products may 
produce either serendipity or misfortune. (I always bring a bag 
of the dried American variety with me to Paris, as they are far 
preferable in certain chicken-based salads.)23




