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Preface
I’m looking at the English SIP handbook right now, and it looks like it’s been about a
year since I first proposed this SIP. Back then pretty much the only idea I had for it was that I
wanted it to be about loss, because that was and continues to be something I grapple with on a
day-to-day basis, and that I wanted it to be in the spirit of Shanna Salinas’s “Hypertext and
Multimedia Literature” class. I also knew I wanted it to be largely a poetry-based project, chiefly
because my poetry was and is much more refined than my prose. I didn’t have much more than
that to go on.
I should probably explain a bit about “Hypertext and Multimedia Literature” in case the
reader hasn’t been fortunate enough to take that class. I enrolled in that class on the
recommendation of Ryan Fong, who noticed how thoroughly I enjoyed some of the more
metatextual works in his class “RTW: Beyond Realism”; in particular the book How to Live
Safely in a Science Fictional Universe by Charles Yu tickled my fancy. I’ve had an affinity for
meta narratives all my life, probably going back to The Monster at the End of this Book written
by Jon Stone and starring Sesame Street’s Grover, wherein the lovable, furry old muppet
repeatedly attempts to prevent the reader from reaching the end of the book for fear of the titular
monster, only for it to be revealed that said monster was Grover all along.
But I digress. I thought How to Live Safely was pretty mind-bending when I was in RTW,
but “Hypertext and Multimedia Literature” is on a whole other level. It starts out mostly focused
on the mostly web-based, somewhat nebulous world of Hypertext. We read some pretty dense
texts on the subject such as N. Katherine Hayles’s “Electronic Literature: What Is It?” and
sections from Espen J. Aarseth’s Cybertext: Perspectives on Ergodic Literature before diving
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into the Hypertext proper (although truth be told: I am pretty hopeless at academia so pretty
much basically any writing with some modicum of academic rigor seems dense to me.
Nevertheless, I do think some of the stuff we read in Hypertext and Multimedia Literature is
amongst the most difficult stuff I’ve ever read). One such work we looked at that stands out in
my memory to this day is Shelley Jackson’s my body — a Wunderkammer. You go to the website
and are presented with a self-portrait of the artist in the nude, with various parts of her body
singled out and labeled. Clicking on one of the parts brings you to a piece of writing related to it.
Each piece of writing is littered with hyperlinks to other pieces of writing. If memory serves,
some pieces of writing are only accessible via these hyperlinks, and not through the links on the
body portrait itself, but I could be mistaken.
Before long we moved from the digital realm on to physical books that exist in the real
world (although Between Page and Screen by Amaranth Borsuk and Brad Bouse would blur this
line significantly— the physical book contains only inscrutable symbols, but going to the book’s
website, granting it access to your webcam, and holding the symbols up to the camera reveal the
book’s poems, projected into the space surrounding the book as a form of augmented reality).
The first such book we tackled was Mark Z. Danielewski’s House of Leaves, which
employs a mind-boggling array of techniques ranging from highly unconventional typography to
collage to coded messages in order to tell a rich and affecting story with at least 3 or 4
intermingling narrative layers.
The next book we read was Salvador Plascencia’s The People of Paper, which features its
own author as the antagonist at war with his fictional creations, who are rebelling against him for
filling their lives with sadness. It has large swathes of blacked-out text and the occasional
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drawing. It sometimes has text arranged in columns and sometimes not. Outwardly it appears to
be one of the least complicated works we looked at but in reality it’s probably the most
complicated and possibly the smartest book we read. It’s just much more subtle about its
cleverness. I don’t think I got it at first. I’m not sure I totally get it yet. It’s excellent.
After Between Page and Screen we “read” Chopsticks, by Jessica Anthony and Rodrigo
Corral. I say “read” because Chopsticks is mostly pictures. It uses photographs and documents of
everyday objects to tell a love story with a twist.
After Chopsticks we read Nox, a poetry collection of sorts that’s a facsimile of a physical
object that poet and translator Anne Carson created as an epitaph for her late estranged brother.
The thing we read is a photocopy of the real thing, complete with repeated pages in order to get
inserted objects such as folded-up letters and telegrams from the original from multiple angles.
The copy is printed on one long sheet of paper, folded so that it “accordions” out, but can be read
basically as a normal book. This is the work I drew the most direct influence from in my SIP, but
more on that later.
After Nox we read S., by J.J. Abrams and Doug Dorst. You slide the book out of its box to
reveal a stolen library copy of the book Ship of Theseus by V.M. Straka. The book and the author
are fictional. Within the margins of Ship of Theseus is the story of two college students who
communicate by passing the book back and forth and writing each other notes on its pages. The
book even includes actual physical inserts of objects exchanged by the students— handwritten
letters, copies of old telegrams, postcards, a decoder wheel, even a map of the university’s
maintenance tunnels scribbled on a napkin. They uncover a conspiracy and fall in love. Ship of
Theseus contains coded messages, but our marginal narrators are kind enough to decode them for
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you if you don’t have the patience to do it yourself. S. is an amazing read, and it makes a great
gift to book, especially for book-lovers.
All of these books together ask the following questions: What is literature? What is a
story? What is meaning? What even is “books”? And they ask them in such an engaging and
intricate way that they’d be fascinating reads even outside the context of a class devoted to them.
But within that context they’re way, way better. The kinds of in-depth class discussions we’d
have are like nothing else I’d experienced before or since. The student presentations were always
interesting and illuminating. The class literally changed the way I look at books, stories, life, and
the world. Very few classes can make the same claim— certainly not to the same degree and
magnitude. I don’t think I’d be who I am today if I hadn’t taken this class, and I’d recommend it
to absolutely anybody.
Given my passion for the subject matter, I think it’s pretty clear why it was so important
to me that my SIP be in the same vein. The most direct influence I took was from Nox. It
provided a good model for using Hypertext and Multimedia techniques in conjunction with
poetry in a way that didn’t require a level of computer wizardry that I simply didn’t have. I don’t
really have any idea how you’d go about making something like House of Leaves, and anyway I
didn’t have the time or space to make something that big and intricate. So I decided to follow
Anne Carson’s example and create a physical object as a vehicle for my poems and other
ephemera. I still drew some influence from some of the other books I mentioned above, but not
to the extent that I did Nox.
But before I could about creating this object, I had to write the poems. As an overarching
theme I settled on “loss.” When I first had the initial inklings of this idea, I think the only real
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loss I’d suffered was being dumped (this actually happened while we were reading S. I didn’t
deal with it super well, but S. definitely helped). I was also contending on and off with suicidal
thoughts (something I still have to manage). Not long after I submitted the preliminary proposal
for this SIP, the house I was living in suffered a fire that rendered it inhospitable. As I write this,
my favorite movie theater and former workplace is shutting down (this development was too
recent to write poems about for inclusion in the finished product but I did include a small tribute
at the back). Losing things is the only constant in life. That’s kind of funny, in a way.
The organization of the collection emerged kind of organically. The poems I ended up
with could basically be sorted into one of three categories: poems that dealt with the breakup,
poems that dealt with the fire, and poems that dealt with looking forward to the future in spite of
loss (although some poems about miscellaneous other biographical details are also sprinkled
throughout the collection). Because the breakup happened in the dead of winter, I titled that
section “Lost in the Snow.” The next section, dealing with the fire, was titled “Lost in the Fire.”
The section where I try to turn things a little more optimistic (despite the dismal election results)
I called “Found.” The first title I came up with for the project overall was “Paradise Lost and
Found” but I thought that was too grandiose a title. So I dropped the word “paradise” and had
pretty much the perfect title.
The general lack of traditional form in the poems of this collection was a reflexive
reaction to the poems I generated in “Advanced Poetry Workshop.” One of the parameters I’d set
for myself in that class was to write every poem in a different form. So by the time I got to this
collection I was sick to death of form and just wrote however I felt was appropriate. Sticking so
strictly to form in Advanced really helped me with this, though. Adhering so strictly to whatever
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rules you’ve imposed on yourself by way of form forces you to think very carefully about how
you choose your words and build and break your lines for maximum impact. By freeing myself
from the restrictions of form I was able to more freely explore the space of the page while still
ending up with a precisely crafted product that deceptively appears to have simply “happened.”
These poems were also an exercise in voice. One thing I pretty consistently get praised
for in writing workshops is my distinctive voice. People can generally tell whether I’ve written
something without even having to see my name. I had to take this natural affinity and hone it into
a more controlled tone for the subject matter— one of my worst writing habits is constantly
trying to inject humor just to keep myself interested. Which is not to say that the Lost & Found
poems are humorless; just that they are less overtly funny than the kind of stuff I write off the
cuff and have a little bit more of a wry tone than my natural voice. Some poems were cut
because they were just too damn depressing— and I left in at least two poems about
contemplating suicide, and one about a murder, if that gives you any idea how dark the stuff on
the cutting room floor might be.
Even as I wrote poems, I worked on materials I would need for the next phase of my
project. I took photographs of the Kalamazoo College campus and the surrounding area and the
nearby cemetery (a frequent subject of these poems) and worked on composing playlists (the cue
I took from Chopsticks), although I would be fine-tuning these playlists until the very end of the
project.
Once the poems were written and put into some sort of order, I could begin to craft the
object that would contain them. I picked up a Moleskine notebook from Barnes and Noble (the
notebook itself inspired a poem— the first page of it said “in case of loss, pleas return to: / as a
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reward: $” and this was too perfect for my theme to just leave it alone). I had my photographs
printed at Walgreen’s. I made copies of things I wanted to include snippets of but not destroy—
namely, and old love note from my ex and some pages from a couple of my favorite comics (plus
a quote from S. that was particularly meaningful to me in the wake of my breakup). I created the
cover image in GIMP, a free and open-source version of Photoshop. The base image is the photo
I took of my house on fire. I printed it out and affixed it to the cover of the notebook with
double-sided tape. Once I figured out how I wanted the extra materials arranged relative to the
poems, it was simply a matter of gluing it all in place. Unlike the loose ephemera of S., my
supplemental materials can’t be moved about or lost (for the most part— the back of the book
has a few loose things on it, but that’s different, as will become apparent). But my project only
took up the first sixty or so pages of the notebook— what to do with the rest of it?
Why, hollow it out of course. This past summer I picked up hollowing out books as a
minor hobby. It’s kind of a lengthy, messy, mind-numbing task, but it’s not unrewarding. It
basically involves gluing the pages together by their edges and then cutting out the middles with
an X-ACTO knife. There’s more to it than that, but I’m not going to get into that here. If you’re
really interested I highly recommend Heather Rivers’s tutorial on the subject. That’s how I
learned. It should be the first thing that comes up if you google “how to hollow out a book,”
which is what I did. I filled the hollow part of the notebook with pennies, scraps of the love note
that I didn’t use (I cut it apart and rearranged the words into a poem, but there were a lot of
words I had to leave out for largely grammatical reasons), a button Shanna gave me, a pin I
picked up at the historical Alamo in Texas (which I wore during my last days of employment at
the Alamo Drafthouse Cinema), and a pair of keys left over from the old house. One of the keys
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is broken. These were pretty much the only things small enough to fit in the hollow part of the
notebook. But by filling the back of my book with these mostly-real (the note was a photocopy)
partly-discarded objects I turned the book into a sort of literal lost and found.
Once this was done, there was one more thing I had to do: put it up on Tumblr. I scanned
it page by page. I had to upload the pages in reverse order so that they appear in the correct order
when the blog is viewed. There were a couple of reasons uploading to Tumblr was a necessary
step: first of all, this thing I made was unwieldy and hard to read. The pages with photographs
glued to them are much stiffer than the other pages. You have to be careful not to spill anything
out of the back. It doesn’t really close properly. I couldn’t turn this thing in and expect it to come
out the same. Second, the playlists only exist in the physical object as pieces of paper. But on the
Tumblr I included links to playlists I made on YouTube with the relevant pages. That way,
anybody can listen to the music I picked to go along with each part. The Tumblr is probably the
ideal way to experience this thing. You miss out on some of the texture of the real thing, but in
some ways I think that makes the object more special. I think only my family have really gotten
to take a good look at it. And they’re probably the only ones who ever will, because this thing
would be basically impossible to publish. It’s a truly unique piece of work. Most of the people
who ever get to know it will only be able to do so through a facsimile of the real thing. The
Tumblr of my SIP can be found at lostandfoundsip.tumblr.com
As a capstone project, “Lost & Found” pretty accurately captures almost all of my
experiences here at Kalamazoo College. Its form embodies some of the most important classes
I’ve taken— namely the poetry workshops and Hypertext and Multimedia Literature. I also took
a lot of theatre classes— nearly enough for a minor. Fundamentals of Acting, which I was lucky
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enough to take with Todd Espeland in the first quarter of my first year at K, was another one of
those classes that changed the way I looked myself and the world in a major way. This gets a nod
in the poem “To State the Obvious,” where I wax philosophical about the difference between
lying and acting. Speaking of which, I took a couple of philosophy classes. These are referenced
mainly by “Imagine Sisyphus Happy” which is about Camus’s ideas about the absurdity of life
and finding a reason not to commit suicide. The subject matter of the poems, of course, covers
the personal stuff I was going through at the time while all of this school stuff happened. If the
entirety of my experience at Kalamazoo College could be expressed in a physical object, this
would be it. And working on it helped me understand that loss isn’t just a part of life— it’s the
essence of living. And it helped me be ok with that. This project allowed me to put my past to
bed. Now I just have to get on with my future.
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