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Abstract 

 

Airship and Angels: Concept and Collaboration 

 

Jocelyn Denise Pettway, MFA 

The University of Texas at Austin, 2013 

 

Supervisor:  Richard Isackes 

Co-Supervisor: Ray C. Otte 

 

 
Airships and Angels is a faux Victorian travel journal created through 

collaboration with Kristina Krumholt and Rudy Ramirez.  Ultimately, the goal of the 

thesis project is to disrupt traditional hierarchical creative processes by challenging the 

order in which artifacts are crafted during the creation of a narrative structure and, 

ultimately, a performance. The end product is a leather book that is shared in the manner 

of rare books (by appointment and in a controlled environment) for a week, and two 

special two-night readings with projected imagery at the end of the week.  

In this process I first created concept art and the text was created afterwards by 

Krumholt. Once the text was complete the two artifacts were brought together and 

developed further. Eventually all the images were drawn and the book was printed, 

bound, and performed.  
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CONCEPT 

It wasn’t until graduate school that I decided to think of myself as a performance 

artist and narrative designer. The skills I have gained provide me with a vocabulary 

through which to speak, but those skills are not my major interest. My interest is narrative 

structure. As I’ve gone through the process of creating this thesis, I find that my journey 

and my goals have been about trying to attain what automotive designer Freeman 

Thomas calls “good design.” In an interview with the magazine Fast Company in 1999, 

Thomas states that: “Good design begins with honesty. Good design asks tough 

questions. Good design comes from collaboration. Good design comes from trusting your 

intuition” (Thomas). As someone who considers herself a narrative designer I’ve found 

that good narrative and good design are inextricable and ideally, they rise and develop 

simultaneously.  

 This project, while the primary focus was on “good design” was taken to a 

point of traditional performance. For the purpose of this paper, I will define 

“performance” as being an event that involves at least one viewer who was not a creator 

of the project and a performative act. A “performative act” can be an artifact or an event 

that implies an action. “Artifact” is terminology used to describe objects that are created 

during, and as a result of, a creative process that leads to a performance. More than just a 

by-product of a performance, artifacts are imbued with intent to be communicative and 

while they exist as milestones in a process that culminates in a performance, the artifacts 

are themselves performative acts because they imply further actions. A model implies a 

set, which implies a world and a narrative. 



 2 

 

In the last century the creative process has been initiated more frequently by un-

hierarchical collectives alongside the more traditional auteur models. Yet despite this 

change in hierarchy of artists, hierarchies still exist within the process itself in the 

assumption that certain elements must take precedence over others. In Aristotle’s Poetics 

we see established an order, more appropriate for Greek tragedies than today’s 

performances, that lists the elements of plot (narrative), character, thought (thematic 

content), diction (text), melody (music) and spectacle (visual elements, not limited to 

scenery) in descending order of importance to the creation of the performance. The 

theatre artists of the last century have worked extensively to challenge this ordering and 

as a result, Aristotle’s ranking of elements is outdated. Today we know that effective 

performative events can be created that emphasize spectacle, character, or diction rather 

than plot. The purpose of this thesis is to challenge this pervasive system by disrupting 

the order in which the narrative and its incumbent documentation is generated. In 

essence, I am exploring the methodology of good design.  

Since the goal of this project is to attempt to subvert traditional creation 

processes, I decided that the artifact’s creation would begin with the creation of concept 

art followed by the creation of plot and text rather than the other way around. Concept art 

is meant to:  

“convey a visual representation of a design, idea, and/or mood for use in films, 
video games, animation or comic books before  it is put in the final product... it 
aims to convey the overall design vision…the purpose of the concept artist is to 
quickly explore ideas and communicate them as effectively as possible” 
(Pickthall). 
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By creating the imagery myself and having the plot and text created afterwards by 

Kristina Krumholt I hope to shift the perception of these artifacts from being markers in a 

process to being performative acts in their own right. In order to ensure that this process 

is protected Krumholt and I set up rules and created a structure in which we could work. 

We decided that, in order to keep the artifacts as powerful as possible that we would keep 

communication about our thoughts and our research to a minimum. We decided on New 

York City, Dublin and Paris as locations. Other than that we kept communication 

regarding the project to a minimum. Since our obligations did not allow for us to create 

the narrative and the design simultaneously, I believed that keeping our research and 

thinking behind the artifacts separate would prevent either artifact from becoming 

prescriptive. It is a alternative method dictated by schedule but a viable option in trying to 

challenge a traditional way of working.  

I decided that I would give the imagery to Krumholt in a suggested order, which 

she could use or ignore as she saw fit. She also had the freedom to choose as many or as 

few of the drawings as she wanted, as well as the right to emphasize certain elements of 

drawings, or even request slight changes to drawings. These rules were put in place not 

only to prevent the imagery from being too prescriptive but to give my collaborator equal 

power in this process. Originally I was to hand over the drawings to Krumholt in August 

and she would return a first draft by January, at which time we would begin active 

collaboration to redraft and develop the text and imagery further. I intended to make 

more drawings once the text was submitted, in order to fill in any gaps that might occur, 
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but the concept art would form the basis of our world, which we decided would exist 

within the genre of science fiction. 

In addition to being interested in narrative structure, I am drawn to science fiction 

as a genre of work. My work in graduate school does not fall under that descriptor but I 

still find it satisfying because it is shared with an audience. Everything a designer puts in 

front of an audience is inherently political because it presents a worldview – a set of 

choices, and a set of possibilities. Though not every act may be so grand as to unroot the 

paradigms of our time, our small choices, about who people are and what their values are, 

is communicated to an audience. One of the characters in an Umberto Eco novel 

Baudolino states: “there is nothing better than imagining other worlds…to forget the 

painful one we live in. At least so I thought then. I hadn’t yet realized that, imagining 

other worlds, you end up changing this one” (Eco). World creation is just as relevant a 

concept in fantastical or “realistic” worlds, and it is this manner of thinking that has 

allowed me to “ask tough questions.” While this character elegantly lauds the power of 

utopian world creation, exploration of dystopias can be just as fruitful.  

Both Krumholt and I decided to engage in this world creation within the sub-

genre of steampunk, which is defined by as “a writer of science fiction which has a 

historical setting (esp. based on industrialized, nineteenth-century society) and 

characteristically features steam-powered, mechanized machinery rather than electronic 

technology” (Steam). We have found most of the things (since steampunk goes beyond 

literature to include fashion, television, film and music) that claimed to be steampunk to 

be largely neo-Victorian and nostalgic of all things British from that period. For myself, a 
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Black feminist, and for Krumholt, a historian studying early empire in India, a 

straightforward nostalgic narrative was problematic. Steampunk as a genre is fertile 

ground for exploring utopic and dystopic visions since it is based in history and changes 

in the past we know, or think we know, would result in changes in our own world. 

Historical narratives that imply change in our world today are interesting for people like 

myself who view their work through a political lens.  

Fictional historical narratives fall on a continuum from fantasy to allohistory. 

“Allohistory,” a term coined by historian Gavriel Rosenfeld, is used to describe: 

“counterfactual historical speculation” (Rosenfeld 90). A fictional historical narrative that 

leans towards fantasy is set in the past, can refer to some historical figures or events, but 

also must contain fantastical elements such as the presence of magic. On the other end of 

the spectrum is allohistory, which is highly “realistic”. Most allohistorical stories tend to 

be anchored to, what historian Gavriel Rosenfeld calls: “point[s] of divergence” which 

are pivotal points in history that: “have left their mark on the world of today and that 

continue to resonate in the present” (Rosenfeld 94). Regardless of where on the spectrum 

fictional historical narratives fall they are, as Rosenfeld argues for allohistory, “uniquely 

presentist. It explores the past less for its own sake than to utilize it instrumentally to 

comment upon the present” (Rosenfeld 93). For this spectrum we can also apply 

Rosenfeld’s categories of optimistic or pessimistic, wherein a fictional historical narrative 

either looks back at the past nostalgically because of an unhappiness with the present, or 

looks back at the past and highlights all things negative in order to glorify the present and 

the progress we’ve made from then, respectively. These two categories, represent the 
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poles on the spectrum of fictional historical narrative and as such they are inherently 

political.  

The creative structure Krumholt and I agreed on, as well as the genre chosen, all 

served my interest in “good design.” I was honest about who I was and my interests and 

together with Krumholt I chose a structure that would not only allow us to work in a 

different way but also allowed us to explore themes that asked tough questions. I set up 

rules to allow my collaborator equal freedom, and though I never stopped questioning our 

process, I trusted the path we chose. 
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COLLABORATION 

In the preparation stage of this process I travelled to all the places my collaborator 

and I had chosen for the project. One of my interests in exploring steampunk and empire 

is how to create a sense of “other” visually. It was my own personal challenge to see if I 

could relate the idea of foreignness and “other” through the drawings, which would be 

the eyes of the narrator. I decided that the best way to do this would be to travel and to 

keep my own journal where I could reflect and draw.  

One of the major influences in the project is artist Michael Arthur. Arthur works 

in live performance and creates work live to accompany whatever other action is 

happening on stage. Often his drawings are projected above the performance so that the 

audience may enjoy them simultaneously with other parts of the performance. Arthur not 

only helped me break out of my comfort zone when it came to drawing, but demonstrated 

through his own work unhierarchical processes. The narrative in his work is created 

simultaneously with the combination of imagery and song in the performance. Though 

the end product is different, the process is precisely what I want for my own project.  

By the time I returned from summer and had spent time in New York, Dublin, and 

Paris, I had drawn very little and missed the first deadline. In my travels I was driven by 

two questions, the first being: how do I share histories that have been forgotten? And the 

second, how do I honor a place’s history with allohistorical narrative? The first question 

arose in New York, when I learned that some Victorian workers unions included African 

Americans and women and were structures wherein workers were able to find incredible 

agency. There are so many stories that aren’t being told and though I initially thought the 
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project would be on the fantasy end of the spectrum, this discovery made me want to 

pursue allohistory. The second question was prompted by Dublin, where every museum 

included a history lesson about the struggle for Irish independence. I was concerned that 

picking a divergent moment in the Victorian age might diminish this fight. In the end I 

decided that I would honor this history by including an image of one of the symbols of 

this oppression: the British Black and Tans.  As an answer to my first question I tried to 

break the rules and offered to send Krumholt my research, which she refused. When the 

time came, November 12th, she received only the 49 drawings, in a suggested order, and 

my travel journal.  

Krumholt returned the first part of the text to me on January 18th, and the second 

part on February 11th. During the time she was writing it became apparent that she would 

not be able to include the Paris location in the time she had left. With the whole text 

submitted, it also became apparent that we could not begin a more collaborative period. I 

reworked and developed the first draft alone, while my collaborator was unavailable for 

question. It was during this time that I realized that Krumholt had created the world with 

a text of around 45,000 words and only 29 of the images I had made. I also found that she 

had ignored or changed the labeling and titling of images I had given her.  

Time was short and a lot of drawings were still needed, so I began to work. 

Luckily, I had a breakthrough. I came across a book about the work of famed production 

designer Ken Adams. In the introduction Christopher Frayling has this to say about 

Adam’s work:  
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“for him the point of art direction was to create an idea of place rather than a real 
place; that “realism” was in any case a style that changed with the times… he 
downplayed the precise delineations between draughtsman in favor of the 
dramatic intensity of the film-maker, and noted his own gravitation towards a 
more theatrical approach which was nearer drama and narrative than architecture. 
Merely imitating reality was a dull thing to do” (Adam 7)  
 
This book was inspirational because, not only did it talk about designing and 

realism in a way that rang true, but also provided some insight into style. Frayling states 

this in the compilation of Adam’s work:  

“The roughs and early drawings are particularly interesting, Nearly always in 
black and white, these bold expressive sketches are as much about light as about 
physical space, shaped with a broad wedge-shaped Flowmaster pen. They 
eliminate unnecessary details, have a strong vanishing point, and it is they – rather 
than technical drawings – that are Adam’s starting point. ‘This is’ he says, 
‘something to do with the way my mind works’” (Adam 8). 
 
 I was very fearful to start the drawings because I felt pressured to make each of 

them perfect, but seeing the energy of Adam’s sketches brought me out of my shell. It 

also made me question the way I was making the images. The precise pseudo-scientific 

drawings I had been creating were fine in theory, but now that the text could also provide 

information I realized that I could be less precise in my drawings. For me, it was more 

important to create a holistic piece where the text and images looked like they were 

crafted by the same hand. My intuition led me to pursue the impulsiveness of travel 

drawings. I returned to my time with Michael Arthur and soon found myself, working 

with pen and ink. This change improved my drawings, and this thesis, immensely.  

Once I had completed all the drawings I felt were necessary to fill in the gaps in 

the story, and the text had been redrafted, I printed and bound it. The artifacts at this point 

were joined together in a traditional leather-bound journal. With the book complete, I 
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began to prepare for the performance itself.  Rudy Ramirez joined the team as an actor 

and collaborator and we found that he was able to read the text in roughly four hours. We 

rehearsed together and were eventually joined by Anthony Guillen, our media operator.  

 The show opened April 11th and ran through the 14th. There were two runs of the 

performance with each reading taking two nights. During the readings, the drawings in 

the book were projected above Rudy as he performed. The audience was invited into the 

room and was provided with a British cream tea service. The attendance varied greatly 

from night to night, but I consider the performance a success. 
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CONCLUSION 

In the end, I do not believe that I effectively subverted traditional creative 

hierarchies. Since Krumholt used so few of the images and since she often ignored and 

changed annotations, which was not allowed in our rules, my priorities during the process 

shifted from changing the way in which work is created to creating a complete story. I 

responded to the text by creating more imagery to fill in the gaps and enhance the story, 

but this new focus meant the text was the dominant artifact. However, I know that the 

narrative we created would not exist without either of our artifacts and the structure we 

created for our collaboration. 

 The artifacts came together in the book, which people responded to strongly. 

Since the book was a hand-crafted object, many were afraid to interact with it, but once 

they were encouraged I found that they were eager to spend time with it. Now the book, 

rather than being a step in the creative process, was part of the world we had created. The 

book created a level-playing field where the text and images were no longer separate 

artifacts, but important parts of the same narrative.  The performance readings, which 

physically separated the text (which was spoken) and images (which were projected), still 

felt unified because of the efforts made to create a “good design” in the story before it 

was bound in a book. I believe that the tea-service also helped to create this unified 

feeling because, not only did it make the audience more comfortable and engaged, but it 

also made the audience participate in a nostalgic historic activity which prepared them for 

the world of the book and the story.  
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 I’ve learned that “good design” comes from effective, and frequent, 

communication. I wish now that Krumholt and I had more back and forth and 

communicated every chapter (or entry for our project) rather than at the end. That being 

said, I am extremely proud of the work I created with my collaborators. I believe we 

succeeded in creating a “good design” even if we did not get there the way I thought we 

would. We also created a complete world that is very different from the one we live in, 

while using it to comment on our own society and our perceptions of the past.  
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Appendix A: Letter to Kristina Krumholt 
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Appendix B: Font Inspiration 

 

Letter from Thomas Hiliker 
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Appendix C: Excerpts from Personal Travel Journals 
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Appendix D: Invite for Thesis 
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Appendix E: First Entry of Airships and Angels 

*Format and font have been changed for the thesis paper 
 
 
 

Ananda Ranga Kumar 
29 May 1884 

 
Memsahib Prudence MacPherson, the 

long-suffering wife of Colonel James MacPherson,  died today  .   It 
was half past four this morning, at an altitude of some 5500 feet, 
when the summer sunrise was just beginning to light the far 
waters of the Mediterranean, which stretched before us like a 
band of fire on our eastern horizon  .   Her spirit manifested only 

a few minutes later,  full-
formed if hazy, turning the 
flickers of our night 
lanterns blue even as the 
cabin boys rushed to dim 
them with the dawning of 
the day  . 
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I had known she was ill  .   It had been 
the talk of the captain 's mess for some days, but even the doom-
sayers, I think, were surprised with the rapidity of her demise .   
Perhaps the monumental effort of birthing a child - a son, no less 
- in the sticky  heat of India, raising him past his first teethings, 
and then fighting with her own matriarchal claws against 
paternal attachment to get him a berth on this ship - to send him 
home, as was proper, for an education far away, perhaps all these 
things had wilted her as they had done so many others.  

Perhaps that is why the late 
memsahib MacPherson had chosen this airship to bear her and 
her issue away from the subcontinent, bound not for  
London, but to the more distant skies of New York .  She had an 
aunt there, or so conversation said, and thus her now motherless 
boy - whose name, I am afraid, I have never been able to 
remember - would not stand at the docks alone and unloved .   
Prudence, it seems, lived up to her name in preparations for her 
death, and none can fault her for this.    

But, of course, as much as a sick and 
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dying woman can be the talk of bored passengers, I had little 
invested in the case itself . Certainly, memsahib MacPherson had 
been no more eager for my company than women like herself ever 
were, and even the discussions of her impending death -  I had 
heard them, I had not been part of them .   This was an affair for 
white women - and for the white men who surrounded them . 

Hardly, then, would I have had any 
reason to note with such care the moment of her passing were it 
not for the awful shrieks of her young son 's ayah that emitted 
from her cabin room almost the instant her eyes were closed .   
Whatever disdain I might have felt from memsahib MacPherson, 
I had no hesitation whatever to responding to a distressed lady, 
and I hurdled myself from my own berth towards the sound 
posthaste - indeed, with more haste than might otherwise have 
been advised .   Despite my speed, by the time I arrived, I found I 
had been beaten to the chase by many of the passengers of our 
airship . Some of the women, who were joining their gentlemen in 
their efforts at speed, wore their morning frocks with only 
unpinned ruffles to betray their rush . 
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Before this gathering crowd was an 
alarming enough scene, by any account . Here lay the memsahib 
MacPherson, dead and quiet and looking far older now than ever 

I remembered, with her young son  sitting at the bedside in as 
good an approximation as one so young can manage of 
disinterested and polite grief  .   In sharp contrast to this restful 
scene were the shrieks that awoke me, and that now continued to 
pierce the air . Their source was Mala, the young ayah who had 
accompanied the MacPhersons, and the best efforts of the ship 's 
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captain seemed ill-equipped to calm or even restrain her . 
One of the men in the crown before the 

cabin stepped forward .  Red-coated, he was in a moment 
recognizable as a British officer, but his youthfulness - plus the 
very fact that he was aboard with us, to America, and not to his 
purported homeland - made me wonder if he might be fleeing 
some indignity behind . Certainly, his attempt at decisive action, 
which comprised of shouting gruff and poorly pronounced 
Hindustani at the terrified girl, who was clearly enough 
screaming in the sharp and fluid vowels of Tamil, did little to 

advance my estimation of 
him .  I shuffled forward to 
offer my own services in my 
native language, and, while 
the officer was hardly 
grateful for the correction, 
the captain accepted me quite 
readily  . 
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"Miss Mala," I said, my Tamil no 
doubt having grown formal with disuse, "my name is Mr.   
Ananda Ranga Kumar, if you will allow so straightforward an 
introduction .  P lease, we have only concern for you, and we would 
know the cause of your troubles  ".  S creaming no longer, 
thrashing no more against the captain, she stared at me with 
bright eyes that blazed green, an unexpected contrast to the 
glistening black hair braided down her deep olive neck . It was 
apparent from even this momentary glance that the honorable 
Captain MacPherson had a local appetite that predated his 
decision to send for his now departed European wife, and it was 
to his credit that he held himself responsible enough for the fruits 
of such excursions to provide for the girl as an ayah . 

"Surely you can see, Mala spat at me 
in a tone more disrespectful than she would have dared - or even 
known to dare - in English, "my troubles, they lie before me .   
Memsahib MacPherson is going from this world  ". 

"She is gone, child," I replied, voicing 
my disapproval at her address with an adamant switch back to 
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English, "and your grief at this passing is worthy loyalty to her 
memory, but you must calm yourself .   It is not seemly for an 
ayah to carry on so before her charge."  

The bright eyes were furious .   "And 
if I grieved for her, would your words be comfort ? But I do not 
grieve . I only beg of the captain- let me ease her passing!" 

With her words, the panorama shifted 
before me, and I wondered at the completeness of the 
transformation . What a thing to forget! What a thing to 
overlook! Foolish, I had assumed the crowd before me- the captain 
- had arrived with the same motives as myself, to comfort and to 
calm a frightened girl . Only now did I realize why I had been 
last to arrive .  They had come instead for an eager vigil, and it 
was that very eagerness that prompted Mala 's fright  .  

Memsahib Prudence MacPherson, 
fragile flower that she was, wilting like jasmine in the sultry 
climes of Madras, had done her duty well .  A son she bore, a 
promising one, and no doubt it was in an effort to provide for 
him that she had thrown herself upon this last journey . So 
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central a fact, so easy to forget . 
The British scholars in their 

theologies- the leatherbound books, they c lutter my father 's 
durbar like furniture, new shipments brought each month by air 
and sea and curious ambassadors- they say that only mothers 
manifest as ghosts in their dying breaths because only mothers 
love their children enough to penetrate the planes .  But I have 
known of mothers who did not love, whose spirits stood bright 
from their bodies, and I have known of fathers who loved with 
painful intensity, whose souls made no such leaps .  I will let it be 
beyond my knowledge how these ghosts come to be .  In my home, 
in my way, it matters little . In my world these ghosts are a deep 
ill-omen, a tragedy, a horrific symbol of a mother who was not 
loved enough by those that surrounded her to send her on to the 
next world, the next life .  After all, a few herbs shaken, a saltpeter 
sprinkled, some chants sung- it is the work of a few minutes to 
prevent ghosts, whatever love or hatred their might have been in 
li fe  . 
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And sure 
enough, on the floor of the cabin, I 
saw now those same packets of herbs 
and minerals .   No doubt Mala had 
dropped them when the captain had 
interrupted her .  
"Captain Jobson," I said, "she would 

help the memsahib in the custom of her caste .   She means no 
harm, but the duty is a grave one of her people, as it is to mine .   
It would be great dishonor to her if the lady 's spirit were to come 
again ".  

Jobson 's face contorted with anger .  
"The woman died on my ship," he barked .  " If she wants to come 
back and watch over her son- watch over the rest of us too, no 
doubt -then it won 't be the voodoo of some common garden 
Cheechee that ends our luck ".   

I had always found Jobson a polite 
enough man to his face, and to hear this sort of vehemence and 
insult shocked me .   Mala, too, jerked in indignation, sharply 
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enough that she slipped out from his guarding hands, and in a 
moment she was back to her herbs and prayers. 

Almost before I could process the 
events, I found myself shoved back as the men behind me surged 
forward in one motion . Hands grabbed at Mala, tearing her tools 
from her, and her bleating cries began again .   Shouts, tears, and 
now the shrill panic of the MacPherson boy filled and echoed and 
piled on each other, suffocating the air from the tiny room .   

"Monster! Monster!" One woman, her 
face having now passed humanity with rage, hissed towards 
Mala. 

The talentless officer was among the 
loudest of the crowd, and he began to shake Mala hard enough 
that I could not still my protests .   Unheeding, he shouted, 
"You ' l l cover Cawnpore with the ghosts of our mothers, but 
you 'll destroy them where they 'd do some good, eh, darkie?" 

I wondered if any image instantly 
inspired the same sort of shock as the one he described .   That 
infamous well at Cawnpore when, before my time, in 1857, the 
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army and much of the population of north India had risen up in 
revolt against the British .  Blood and death and panic . That was 
the story of 1857, on all sides and in all places, but perhaps 
nowhere quite so much as Cawnpore, where more than a hundred 
British women and their children had met their deaths .  The well 
into which their bodies had been thrown fairly bubbled with 
spirits, or so said    the   blood-mad survivors who made enough ghosts 
of their own in revenge  .  The name was still a fuse today .  And I 
doubted the fact that neither Mala nor myself had even been a 
thought when the events occurred, nor the fact that they had 
occurred some several thousand miles away from our southern 
homes, would act much in our favor .   It was not just her safety 
that I worried for now .  

Somehow Jobson rose above the 
hubbub, and he shouted furious orders to place Mala in the brig .   
The officer, who still shook her angrily in his arms, and a few 
similarly clad comrades rushed to do his bidding, almost crushing 
her as they pushed her through the hall .   She turned back to 
stare again, not at me, but at the weeping boy and his dead 
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mother, and I saw such humiliation on her face, such 
embarrassment, such grief, such failure .   The corpse before me 
seemed mundane, but there were no words for this . 

Aching for the girl, but with neither 
the authority nor the power to so much as comment on the 
proceedings, I could only count myself lucky that I had not been 
caught up in the turmoil .  I feared my fortune had given way, 
though, when the crowd 's murmurs started again .  But when I 
turned, m y guard up, I saw no eyes towards me .   All were forward .  
A ll were     on memsahib  MacPherson, and   I  saw  that the  long-
awaited moment had come  . 

Not yet cold, she began again .  A blue 
glow began to shine from her eyes, from her nose, from her slightly 
opened mouth .  Gasps, murmurs, some irreverent speculations on 
the definition the spirit would reach disturbed the air, and mist 
spilled upwards .  A cloud at first, and then a sphere, growing 
more and more formed with every second  . 



 31 

[ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

"Mama!" Her son exclaimed .  The 
mist gave way to eyes and nose and mouth again, no longer with 
the pallor of death, but almost too bright to look at, joined by 
spilling white hair, arms, and the sag of the rustled night-dress in 
which she had died .  So clear was she that one could see the age 
brought too soon to her face, the tension that had built in her 



 32 

chin with the stress and fears of her life .   In a flash, that blue 
light that had become her was around us, diffused around us and 
into every lantern of the room, spilling blue light across the hall 
out into the sunrise . 

"O Mama," the boy said again, and 
he held out his hand in hope, but the spirit made neither 
movement nor smile .  
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Never had I seen a ghost before .   
Certainly, the women of my family would have been as 
determined in settling the passage of their own as Mala had tried 
to be .   Never had I given such things much thought, and I found 
myself now frightened to think of them, to see a spirit so starkly 
before me .  

Now, I wondered how the science and 
theological journals had convinced themselves of such mak e-believe 
stories .  This was no soul .  Her eyes shown empty .  Her blank 
mouth hung untroubled even by the gentle gust of breath .  

This spirit that stood before us - who 
turned the same gaze both on the child of her loins and me, the 
barely tolerated Indian princeling - that form had nothing of the 
memsahib  Macpherson 's soul, not love, not hatred, not even 
grace .  But the lights flickered blue, so the captain cheered, and 
the little crowd applauded, and all ignored the little boy who cried 
for Mama . 
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Appendix F: Collaborator Bios 

Kristina Krumholt is a penname.  

Rudy Ramirez is currently a PHD student at the University of Texas at Austin 

studying Performance as Public Practice. He is currently the assistant artistic director at 

the Vortex theatre and a performance director for Austin Bike Zoo. 
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