
ties and social sciences departments 
have announced significant stipend 
increases for the upcoming aca-
demic year. These increases are no 
doubt due in part to the sale of Villa 
Spelman and the fruits of the cur-
rent Knowledge for the World devel-
opment campaign. Future increases 
will no doubt be forthcoming from 
successful grants, such as the $3 
million grant from the Mellon Foun-
dation for the improvement of Hop-
kinsõ humanities stipends. 
 
The GRO will continue to scan the 
campus newspapers of our peer and 
economically-superior universities 
for similar announcements to those 
of Yaleõs. One would assume that 
Yaleõs financial peers will respond 
quickly with stipend increases com-
parable to Yaleõs. If it is unrealistic 
to assume that Hopkins can and 
should raise graduate stipends by 
$5000 per capita in one year, it will 
be interesting indeed to see what is 
feasible once schools with Hopkins-
level endowments (such as the Uni-
versity of Pennsylvania, Northwest-
ern, Cornell, and the University of 
Chicago) respond with their in-
creases. We look to the Hopkins ad-
ministration to respond positively to 
these developments, as they and we 
seek to affirm Johns Hopkins Uni-
versityõs identity as a first-class 
campus for the development of the 
academic minds and leaders of to-

morrow. § 
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Yale Announces Significant Graduate Stipend Increase: Who Will Follow?  

 
GRO Chair John Matsui, History  

Humanities and social science doc-
toral programs at the Johns Hopkins 
University have been world -class for 
decades. The major aspect of these 
graduate programs that has not kept 
pace with its premier status remains 
graduate fellowships/stipends. Hop-
kins administrators enjoy claiming 
that the universityõs graduate pro-
grams are equal to those of any 
other university, regardless of their 
endowment levels or the amount of 
ivy snaking around their campus 
buildings. Seemingly definitive evi-
dence that this is not the case ñ at 
least on financial grounds ñ 
emerged in the past fortnight.  
 
A Valentineõs Day article in the Yale 
Daily News announced that, starting 
in the fall of 2008, humanities and 
social science doctoral students will 
receive a $25,000 stipend per year 
for five years, payable over twelve 
months. The current level is ap-
proximately $20,000 for five years 
(paid over nine months) and $3,700 
summer research funding for each 
of three summers. This twenty per-
cent increase represents a major 
development for Yale and for gradu-
ate students across the United 
States. Yale graduate students ñ 
who already receive high quality 
health insurance packages ñ will 
also see improvements to their 
health plans. The article may be 
v i e w e d  o n l i n e  (http://
www.yaledailynews.com/articles/
view/23511). This increase is of par-

ticular interest to graduate students 
at Hopkins in the face of continuing 
cost-of-living increases (including 
rent raises and a significant increase 
in utilities bill rates) and a proposed 
twenty percent premium rate in-
crease to keep the graduate health 
plan at its current benefits level. 
Closer to home, it may be of inter-
est to know that graduate students 
at the University of Maryland, Col-
lege Park, are seeking to unionize in 
order to improve their stipends in 
the face of cost -of-living increases 
(http://chronicle.com/weekly/v54/
i25/25a00103.htm ).  
  
It is an incontrovertible fact that 
the Johns Hopkins University is pres-
ently not on a financial par with the 
half-dozen American universities 
boasting $10 billion -plus endow-
ments. It is also happily acknowl-
edged that several Hopkins humani-

http://www.yaledailynews.com/articles/view/23511
http://www.yaledailynews.com/articles/view/23511
http://www.yaledailynews.com/articles/view/23511
http://chronicle.com/weekly/v54/i25/25a00103.htm
http://chronicle.com/weekly/v54/i25/25a00103.htm
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Body Worlds 2: The ñOriginalò Exhibit of Real Human Bodies 

 
Marieke Wilson, Anthropology  

To pick another bone, I think itõs 
important to think about what we 
consider to be real bodies. The au-
thenticity of the bodies on display is 
continually referred to, and no 
doubt, the public craving for trans-
parency is at full -tilt. Insofar as the 
inside of human bodies is one of the 
last frontiers of human knowledge, 
it is not surprising that there has 
been a surge in popular cultural 
representations preceding even the 
Body Worlds exhibit of òmedical 
vision machinesó, which tantalize 
the intellect in presenting the possi-
bility of finally elucidating what 
Foucault has called the òdark, con-
cave, inner sideó of visibility. Of 
course, the only way they might 
actually achieve this is by present-
ing various translations or interpre-
tations of the life of the body, 
which is inherently a dynamic, fluid, 
and ongoing process of change. With 
the proliferation of medical images 
and attendant narratives of diagno-
sis, our senses have seemingly be-
come unreliable in relation to our 
bodies, as different techniques of 
bodily knowledge interact with one 
another. Von Hagens argues that 
the bodies are real and intact, but 
the very chemical process of plasti-
nation, which he patented in 1977, 
inherently throws this into question. 
As Petra Kuppers has put it, òby 
constantly foregrounding the real-
ness of his cadavers, Von Hagens 
downplays the role of chemical 
modificationé. The novelty of his 
method is not the selection of 
chemicals used in preparing the 
bodies, but rather the way in which 
they are applied.ó 
 
Getting beyond the controversy sur-
rounding Gunther Von Hagensõ eth-
ics, let us move to the exhibit itself. 
To my surprise, it seemed nothing 
more than a pastiche of outdated 
social-psychological platitudes and 
cautionary tales of the kind effused 
by the display of mutilated or 
òdefectiveó body parts in a freak 
show. The exhibit is full of multicol-
ored scrolls, which speak of the 

After spending two hours inside the 
Body Worlds exhibit on a dreary and 
cold Friday afternoon, I have quite a 
bit to say. To begin, I would like to 
call your attention to the subtitle of 
the exhibit: òThe Original Exhibit of 
Real Human Bodiesó. There should 
be a disclaimer here; this exhibit is 
not original. In fact, it is not even 
wh at  s ome  wou ld  ca l l  a 
òpostmodernist winkó to Western 
European traditions of anatomical 
display, pioneered most famously by 
Andreas Vesalius in the fifteenth 
century, when as little attention 
was paid to the provenance of bod-
ies as it is in this exhibit, which is 
financed by your ticket money. It is 
important for us to note that at the 
height of the anatomy theater craze 
in Italy, bodies for dissection were 
in such demand that medical stu-
dents often went grave digging to 
get extracurricular credit, and this 
was often only considered mischie-
vous ñ or at the most a misde-
meanor ñ especially if the bodies 
belonged to criminals, vagrants, or 
foreigners. This was a different 
place and time, however. Though 
ethical standards corollary to the 
commoditization of cadavers for 
scientific and medical purposes 
have yet to be fully hashed out, this 
does not mean that it is OK to dis-
play bodies whose origin is in some 
cases unknown, which may (though 
denied by exhibit curator, founder, 
and òartist-anatomistó Gunther Von 
Hagens) be the case in this exhibit.  

wonders of the human body in 
Screech talk, a la òLights, Neurons, 
Action!ó You may ask, what of the 
bodies themselves? And this would 
lead me to my main sentiment: the 
bodies feel absent. Not to mention 
that the only information accompa-
nying them is a name (e.g. òThe 
Danceró), a date, and a scant (5-10 
on average) words about the actual 
anatomical value of the body in 
question. There may not be enough 
room in this review to get into the 
complex issues of spectatorship, 
recognition, and personal identity 
that are at stake in the exhibit, but 
what must be said is that it is very 
difficult to actually see these bodies 
precisely because they are aestheti-
cized and sterilized in such a man-
ner as to cap my senses, to circum-
scribe my ability to identify the 
bodies as human bodies rather than 
as the pure animal specimens I 
would take them to be using my 
finely tuned medicalizing gaze 
(sarcasm intended). I must say I am 
led to the rather morbid assumption 
that the only thing missing from 
Body Worlds is a Millgramesque ex-
periment that connects particular 
sensory nodes on the body of the 
spectator to the charred lung or the 
diseased liver, programmed to emit 
painful shocks. At least this would 
complete the morality play compo-
nent of the display, which draws on 
the rich tradition passed down by 
the cabinet of curiosity and the 
world fair anthropological exhibits 
of othering primitive, mutated, or 
unhealthy òspecimensó and what 
are believed to be the attendant 
pathological behaviors that brought 
them into being.  
 
Legitimacy is òestablishedó in the 
exhibit with the initial display of an 
unencumbered, òjust thereó human 
brain alone in a shiny display case. 
The brain is the launching pad, and 
for you Lacanians out there, proba-
bly the best part of the opening is 
the presence of a mirror on one of 
the edutainment panels straddling 

(Continued on page 5) 
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Restaurant Review: Zodiac  

 
Rachel Monroe, Writing Seminars  

Do you want the GRO to 

buy you stuff? 
Write a review article on 
books, films, music, or 

locales for The Grad News 
and get reimbursed $20! 

 
Interested? Send an 

e-mail to  
<gradnews@jhu.edu>. 

 
Submissions for the April 
issue are due Mar 21st.  

Itõs not my fault that Iõm a vegetar-
ian. But it makes it hard to go out 
to dinner with certain dining com-
panions ñ like someone on a recent 
Thursday night ñ who roll their eyes 
at vegetarian restaurantsõ tofu en-
trees and call the waitress over, 
demanding that their steaks be 
cooked òrare and bloody.ó So Zo-
diac came as something of a relief 
for everyone; we were happy to see 
a menu with a number of vegan, 
vegetarian, fish, and meat options, 
and the waitress assured us that she 
could bring our meat out mooing, if 
thatõs what we really wanted. 
 
Sharing a wall with Baltimore main-
stay Club Charles and facing the 
Charles Theater, Zodiac benefits 
from the offbeat charm of one of 
Baltimoreõs most entertaining 
blocks. The décor is a sort of diner -
wizard pastiche, with shiny tur-
quoise booths facing a starry, wall -
sized mural; a life -size wizard 
statue (complete with crystal ball) 
greets you at the front door.  

The low-key charm carries over to 
the menu itself, which offers ample 
options in various price ranges. Ap-
petizers are innovative, including 
duck with wild mushrooms and gar-
lic steamed mussels. Other starters 
offer a twist on standard fare ñ sev-
eral of the salads feature jicama ñ 

and the soup changes daily, with at 
least one vegan option always avail-
able. We tried the grilled brie, 
which came with a small baguette, 
a heaping handful of honeyed wal-
nuts, and seasonal fruit ñ in this 
case, a strawberry compote. It was 
a fitting entry to the meal ñ both 
classy and filling.  
 
From here, though, the menu 
branches into several different 
categories. Sandwiches ñ mostly 
priced between $10 and $12 and 
served with a side of French fries or 
Zodiac slaw ñ are the most eco-
nomical option, and Zodiac keeps 
them interesting. The hint of Cajun 
influence winding its way through 
the menu finds expression in the 
chipotle crawfish sandwich and the 
Zodiac poõ boy. We tried the grilled 
portabello sandwich, which luckily 
is served open-face ñ itõs a sand-
wich that needs to be eaten with a 
fork and knife, since no piece of 
bread wouldõve been strong enough 
to hold up the giant mushroom 
topped with roasted red peppers 
and smothered with mozzarella. 
This was no snack-sized sandwich, 
and the heap of subtly seasoned 
French fries on the side was equally 
generous. (We requested their spe-
cial chipotle mayo as a side for the 
fries, which added a nice extra 
zing.) Besides the sandwiches, there 
are also make-your-own pizza and 
quesadilla options with a variety of 
swanky toppings (caramelized on-
ions, smoked mozzarella, andouille 
sausage, tempeh). 
 
The other side of the menu, how-
ever, is fancier ñ perhaps geared 
toward pre -theater dining for pa-
trons of the Everyman Theater (also 
across the street). These entrees 
are named after the signs of the 
zodiac and are more ambitious in 
both price and execution; the food 
on this side is infused, demi -glazed, 
reduced. Feeling like a traitor to 
Libras everywhere (sorry!), I or-
dered the Aquarius ñ vegan crab 
cakes with a side salad and mashed 

potatoes. The òcrab cakesó them-
selves were excellent. Unlike so 
many other restaurants, Zodiac did-
nõt try to cover up bland mush with 
excessive seasoning; instead, the 
obligatory dusting of Old Bay didnõt 
distract from a òcrab cakeó that 
wouldõve been interesting even on 
its own. Cucumber and jicama in 
the side salad provided a satisfying 
crisp/cool counterpart, although 
the helping of mashed potatoes ñ 
nothing special ñ was so large as to 
be a little overwhelming.  

Zodiac 
1724 N. Charles St. 
(410) 727-8815 

Reviewerõs Rating: 

 
(out of five happy zodiac symbols)  

Zodiacõs constantly-rotating des-
serts are spelled out with marquee -
like letters near the bar. Although 
fully half of their offerings are ve-
gan (including a chocolate mousse 
so popular that it sold out just be-
fore I could order it), we like our 
ice cream creamy and opted for 
some of the regular choices. A mol-
ten chocolate cake drizzled with 
chocolate sauce was as warm and 
gooey as we wanted it to be, al-
though the raspberry -blueberry 
compote (served with a scoop of 
vanilla ice cream) was a little un-
balanced and too heavy on the ber-
ries. 
 
We are good eaters, but even we 
couldnõt finish all the food; we 
walked home with enough leftovers 
to make up another whole meal. 
Zodiacõs generosity with its portions 
seems to exemplify the restaurantõs 
attitude ñ an upscale eatery that 
eschews fussiness and values the 
zesty and the hearty over the dainty 
or the subtle. We walked out of Zo-
diac rubbing our bellies and moan-
ing about how full we were, but we 

knew we had been fed. § 
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This column is part of an ongoing 
campaign here at View from the 
Bottom to explore the cross -cultural 
interactions available to us in the 
wonderfully plural society in which 
we live. I can say that because, to 
write this, I had to watch a TV pro-
gram featuring English people who 
dress funny. 
 
You may not have been aware, but 
the streets are no longer safe for 
the doers of evil.  
 
I know. I was surprised too.  
 
NBC saw fit this past February to 
bring back the TV series òKnight 
Rideró, confirming my belief that 
TV has not been the same since 
David òDonõt Hassel the Hoffó Has-
selhoff, better known to me as Mi-
chael Knight, last drove the pure 
automotive majesty that is the 
Pontiac Firebird Trans Am into the 
sunset.  
 
You see, I love cars. And I also love 
computers that talk. Independently, 
either one is enough to keep me 
occupied for hours. But when Glen 
A. Larson, creator of òBattlestar 
Galacticaó, dared in 1982 to com-
bine those two things that I so love, 
my world would never be the same.  
 
(Note: Please ignore the fact that 
Larsonõs synthetic genius was made 
manifest a full three years before I 
was even born. Even the fundamen-
tal amino acids that would later 
become me knew Larson was on to 
something with a car that makes fun 
of David Hasselhoff.) 
 
For those of you who have never 
seen Knight Rider, I offer the fol-
lowing succinct summary to catch 
you up on what you undoubtedly 
missed from 1982-1986 and then 
later continued to miss in syndica-
tion.  
 
David Hasselhoff plays himself with 
a different name, driving a car that 
is impervious to everything except 

what the showõs writers decide itõs 
pervious to. (This can sometimes be 
other cars or bombs.) Somehow, 
this fights crime. Also, the car is 
smarter than David Hasselhoffé and 
can talk. 
 
(Note: It is not hard to be smarter 
than David Hasselhoff. In fact, most 
off-the-lot Pontiac Trans Ams in the 
late 70s and early 80s were smarter 
than David Hasselhoff. Theyõd just 
never been filmed.) 
 
I cannot express the joy I felt when 
NBC brought my beloved òKnight 
Rideró back after over 20 years. 
 
Interestingly, though, the 2-hour 
premiere of òKnight Rideró coin-
cided with PBSõs airing of The Com-
plete Jane Austen: Pride and Preju-
dice. This turned out to be a very 
good thing. 
 
See, òKnight Rideró, even when run-
ning at full tilt, requires only about 
30% of oneõs brain to process. The 
average viewer reports that the fil-
mic cocktail of òscantily clad 
women, thinly plotted action, and 
soft -core Car & Driver auto -pornó 
requires minimal concentration at 
best.  
 
Which means that while Iõm watch-
ing òKnight Rideró, I can be on the 
phone with my, er, Special Lady as 
she explains to me the plot points 
of Jane Austenõs classic tale. She 
and I enjoyed quite the experience, 
in fact, as we watched both pro-
grams, flipping back and forth dur-
ing commercial breaks. It made for 
some very interesting conversation.  
 
"Well, Mr. Darcy has just sent Lizzie 
a letter in which he explains why he 
instructed his friend to spurn Janeõs 
affection. So, the car can talk?"  
 
"Yeah, it can talk, change color, and 
make phone calls. Wait, why would 
Mr. Darcy do that to Jane?" 
 
The show ñ òKnight Rideró, not 

Pride and Prejudice ñ does have 
parts that are hard to swallow. For 
example, Iõm completely OK with a 
crime-fighting, hyper -intelligent 
computer system built by a lone 
whackjob in a secluded cabin with 
almost no access to the raw produc-
tion materials for military-grade 
weaponry. But a Ford Shelby Mus-
tang GT that gets 96 miles per gal-
lon? Please, NBC. You know me bet-
ter than to insult my intelligence 
like that.  
 
Incredulity aside, I particularly en-
joyed the parts of our call where 
Mr. Darcy scandalously removed his 
Regency-era garb to bathe in a pond 
on his estate. Not because of Mr. 
Darcy, actually, but because at that 
very moment KITT was using his hy-
pertensile, nanomolecular armor to 
beat the bad guys. It turns out, that 
stuff can turn a GMC truck into a 
smaller GMC truck that looks like it 
has been compacted by a pile-
driver.  
 
I wonõt bore you with the technical 
details ñ as I donõt quite under-
stand them myself ñ but apparently 
this feat of vehicular destruction is 
made possible by something called 
òscienceó. More on this in an up-

coming column, I hope. § 

An Undergrad  
Said the  

Darndest Thing!  
 
òI know I missed three days of class ñ 
but it was Sorority Rush Week!ó 
 
 
Please send those funny, heart-
warming, or just plain dumb under-
g r a d u a t e  q u o t e s  t o 
<gradnews@jhu.edu>.  

The View from the Bottom  

 
Brian Danielak, History of Science & Technology  



the brain that asks, òWho Am I?ó 
Beneath this question, we are di-
rectly reminded of the mirror stage 
of development, when babies first 
identify their reflection as a whole 
and capable self, which directly 
speaks to the frustrations they ex-
perience as a result of their limited 
motor skills. Also of interest is the 
indexing of the unconscious; Von 
Hagens (or whoever wrote the la-
bels) tells us that ò90% of our ac-
tions and reactions are controlled 
by unconscious memory.ó Donõt ask 
me ñ or the exhibit organizers ñ 
where this figure comes from by the 

(Continued from page 2: Body Worlds) 
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ñPiled Higher & Deeperò by Jorge Cham 

way, because there are no refer-
ences to anything outside of the 
display. It is entirely self -
referential, even in the way it or-
ganizes lovely de-contextualized 
quotations from the Dalai Lama, 
Khalil Gibran, and other literary, 
artistic, or academic figures around 
the display of various limbs or or-
gans. Moving beyond the brain, we 
are shown more bodies and cases of 
body parts organized in a normative 
to pathological sequence ( e.g.  
ònormal lung,ó òsmokerõs lung,ó 
òlung affected by emphysema,ó 
etc.), and the real disorganization 
of principles and objectives be-

comes more manifest. At the same 
time that we have been conditioned 
to think that 90% of our actions are 
autonomous, there is, in the display 
of the effects of what are deemed 
to be pathological behaviors 
(smoking, drinking, eating too 
much), a re -assertion of human 
agency in determining the outward 
and inward appearance of our bod-
ies by a conscious and disciplined 
willfulness. After being barraged 
with the normative/pathological 
distinction, I became even more 
confused when the question of ad-
diction was gingerly raised toward 
the end of the exhibit on a panel 
featuring a picture of a gorgeous 
woman (succubus?) surrounded by 
billowing cigarette smoke, which 
she emitted from her mouth like a 
diapahonous spell. Here, it is pos-
ited that addiction is a disease and 
that new scientific research has 
drawn us away from the considera-
tion of narcotic and other addic-
tions as pathological; now itõs OK! 
Because we can see them for what 
they are: chemical imbalances. 
Please remind me, what was the 
message here? Oh, right:  

Body Worlds aims to educate the 
public about the inner workings 
of the human body and show the 
effects of poor health, good 
health and lifestyle choices. It is 
also presented in the hopes that 
it will stimulate curiosity about 
the science of anatomy.  

(Continued on page 6) 
ò...and Jacob begat Isaac; and Isaac begat Esrom; and Esrom begat Obed of Ruthéó 

ñMaster of Artsò Written by Mike Specian, 

Physics & Astronomy; Illustrated by My Tong  


