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Document 2: Back cover blurb for Erik Weinstein’s 2008 novel, Let Go, Let Go, published by Farrar, Straus and Giroux.

When a cynical rabble of academics gather at the Gaylord National Resort Hotel and Conference Center outside of Washington, D. C. to discuss the nature of man’s infinite faculties, the formerly faceless corporate fake-town is transformed into a nexus of philosophical posturing and middle-aged alcoholism. Introducing Max Lazarow, a experimental psychologist who feels more at home with expensive medical imaging equipment than William Shakespeare and Giles Deleuze. Max also attends the conference, but decides to steer clear of the crowd, aiming in his free time to gather together at long last his research into the nature of genius. That is, until one night when an old friend invites him up to the built-in night club on the eighteenth floor of the Gaylord. Max’s buddy introduces him to the beautiful Serena Singh, a former devotee of Gayatri Spivak and a long out of print novelist. Max quickly excuses himself for the night, but the next morning, to their utter shock, Max and Serena wake to find themselves together in bed at a B&B in Silver Springs, a hospitality establishment with an adjoining sculpture garden overseen by three black men, one of whom is blind. Max and Serena’s psychological struggle to understand how they came to share a bed makes up the bulk of Erik Weinstein’s third novel, a tour-de-force of elegant, Oulippian puzzle pieces which dramatically lays bare the passion of two human beings desperate for meaning in emotion.

Document 3: Excerpt from the New York Review of Books, 56, No. 2 (2009).
Of Imagination All Compact

By Brian Hammerstock
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The lunatic, the lover, and the poet 
Are of imagination all compact. 
- A Midsummer Night's Dream, William Shakespeare. 

It was over a decade ago that a young Erik Weinstein complicated an already complicated critical stance towards poet M. A. Rosenbach. At that time, soon after the publication of Rosenbach’s most controversial book of poems, i have never thought, Erik Weinstein argued that a new era in Rosenbach’s poetry had begun: one, in fact, precipitated by the poet’s internment into a care facility following the onset on dementia. Soon after his 1996 article, Weinstein was joined in his research by cognitive psychologist Deepa Ramachandran and in the years since, Weinstein and Ramachandran have comprised a formidable duo, bringing both a scientific hard-headedness and a literary understanding to the problem of creativity. The two have emerged at last, bearing the fruits of their characteristic labor.

In her latest book, Ramachandran takes up the central theme of Weinstein’s original article, that of capacity. Rosenbach, as is well known, remains without higher level consciousness. That is to say, she has no “interior monologue.” She simply acts, without conscious reflection or forethought. The difficulty for critics lies in the actions she does take, one of which, for example, is picking up a pen and writing. If that were not enough to stir up controversy, Rosenbach’s consistent theme since her illness has been nothing less than bliss. In her introduction, Ramachandran takes a look at a poem from Rosenbach’s forthcoming collection from New Directions, Bird on a Bowl, in particular the poem, Embrasure.

Embrasure

Embrasure…

The cognitive faculties of such-and-such were fairly well defined…

It was not without a certain apprehension that he entered such-and-such a place…around the bend…

A heavy, honeyed latitude offered…

His body slain by clots, revered by nudity… Found him on the bed, went over, slept on his mouth, slept inside…

So…

Heavy…
Document 4: Excerpt from a letter to the editor of the Washington Post, printed on 6/14/2010.
It is with a heavy heart that I bring myself to correct Mr. Lester on his facts which he promulgated in his article of last week, A New Puritanism. Lester uses the example of my very beloved sister, Deepa Ramachandran, in his supposed expose of the “discouraging hedonism and lack of direction” in America in general and in particular, the universities. Disregarding the unfortunate and undeserved frequency of such attacks, I beg Mr. Lester to think to himself twice before libeling such an unfortunate woman as my very beloved sister. One does not leave a marriage of twelve years on a whim, surely, nor with a man whom she has spent the better part of two decades in close collaboration. As for her subsequent operation, it is well known that lobotomies have been regularly performed for much of modern history and indeed, as my sister has written, “Why shouldn’t a thinking human being opt out of consciousness if they so desire, for is it not within the legal limit? Indeed, in this country, we permit the taking of certain drugs… for someone who desires to be fully human without the conscious cares or worries, is not a lobotomy nothing more than a permanent form of what we allow in some small portion every day?” I, for one, do not agree with my sister. Nevertheless, I would not stoop so low as to attack her on the pages of a prestigious paper without regard for the shame and humiliation such an expose would bring upon the family of the named. Mr. Lester would do well to know that my sister and her new husband remain joyful and continue on their work every day. – Elie Ramachandran, Richmond, Virginia.
