
Boldly Gone 
Portland’s Trek in the Park reaches the end of its five-year 

journey to perform episodes from The Original Series.
By CHRIS HIGGINS

Imeet Jesse Graff when he comes to inspect the new heat pump in my Port-
land, Oregon, bungalow. Graff strings a measuring tape through my house, 
and we get to talking about life, work, and energy efficiency. As he steps off 
my porch, he turns back and asks, “Have you heard of Trek in the Park?” I 

reply, “Please come into my kitchen and tell me everything.”

Graff explains that by day, he’s a tax appraiser for Multnomah County. By night, 
he portrays Spock in Trek in the Park. His mission? Aside from raising my prop-
erty taxes, he and the crew of the USS Enterprise put on eight performances each 
summer. They drew crowds in the thousands to watch episodes of the original 
Star Trek performed as stage plays in Portland’s Cathedral Park.

This August, the five-year mission came to a close as the crew performed the 
classic Trek episode “The Trouble With Tribbles.” Opening weekend, on a blis-
tering 95-degree Sunday, I joined thousands of devoted fans and watched Graff 
boldly go where no tax appraiser had gone before.

Amok Time

A few weeks before the final run of Trek shows, I spoke with Graff and his com-
patriots: Adam Rosko, who plays Kirk and directs the plays, and his sister, Amy 
Rosko, who produces them. As we sit down in a local pizza joint, a pair of   
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Redshirts  
in the  

Coffee Shop
This is pretty serious cosplay.

By GABE BULLARD 

T hey’re lined up five, six, seven deep on the 
streets of downtown Atlanta. Parents with 
small children on their shoulders, older 
folks in lawn chairs, pretty girls with their 

skinny boyfriends with cool haircuts. Tapping on 
their phones, posting photos.

Then there are sirens. The police clear the streets. 
They make room for the army. Storm Troopers, 
pirates, Doctors Who, and masses of other sci-
ence fiction/fantasy/comic book characters march 
through the heart of the city in an unembarrassed 
display of the kind of nerdery that, years ago in 
most places and to this day in some, would have led 
to ostracism at best and being beaten up at worst.

It’s the Dragon Con parade, the annual public 
showing of what happens inside five downtown 
hotels every Labor Day weekend in Atlanta. And 
the normies love it.  
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Look Within 
The author examines her detachment during her  
pregnancy and her desire for more information.

By LISA SCHMEISER

R eproduction is one of the few commonalities across human cultures. 
Take that away and you have the Shakers. This underscores two sad 
truths: without reproduction, your culture doesn’t thrive; and children 
and nice furniture are fundamentally incompatible.

By its very nature, pregnancy should be one of those universal human experi-
ences, like eating a piece of fruit you’ve just picked or smelling the ozone and 
petrichor that accompany a good hard rain. Yet speaking as someone who was 
pregnant in the recent past, I found how much it had changed since my mother 
bore me. For one, she couldn’t post a belly-shot montage on YouTube.

Back in grad school, where we sat around and pondered vague and import-
ant-sounding questions about how technology would disrupt the definitions of 
society — in my defense, it was the 1990s, and everyone who was anyone was 
reading the deconstructionists — we read “A Cyborg Manifesto,” by Donna Har-
away. The essay is a cri de coeur for the rejection of identity politics, and Har-
away uses the metaphor of the cyborg to make the argument for people becoming 
comfortable playing with questions of personal and social identity.  

As I dealt with the technological double whammies of Western prenatal care, 
with its scans and tests, and the everyday use of what Haraway would probably 
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Laid Out 
A hen’s egg-producing years are short;  

her life is relatively long.
By NANCY GOHRING

It wasn’t until a day or two after I moved into my first house in Seattle in 2001 
that I noticed that my neighbor had chickens. Cool! I thought. Back then, 
keeping urban chickens was unusual. Among US cities, Seattle was progres-
sive for allowing it.

But living next door to chickens didn’t turn out as great as I’d hoped. My neigh-
bor took free range so literally that the chickens freely roamed the whole yard all 
day every day. With big gaps under the fence, it was inevitable that they’d make 
their way into my yard.

I was enraged as I watched them peck tiny peppers off plants that I had painstak-
ingly nursed to life despite the city’s chilly, gray climate. I was mortified to learn 
that hosing chicken poo off my patio just before guests arrive for a barbecue is 
the absolute worst way to get rid of it. (Wet chicken poo reeks.) And I felt like a 
fool chasing someone else’s chickens around my yard, especially since I wasn’t 
sure what I’d do if I caught one.

Since then, keeping chickens has become popular in urban areas nationwide. In 
many cities, chicken owners get together at barter events or online to swap tips 
and tackle issues facing people who are revitalizing this practice—like keeping 
neighbors happy.  
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Instant Memories 
The Impossible Project has earned its name  

by re-inventing instant film for Polaroid cameras.
By MAARTEN MUNS

T he photographer and I ride up in a large and noisy elevator. Our chap-
erone points to the photographer’s camera. “You should use a Polaroid 
camera in this building,” she says. “This is still an old-fashioned digital 
one,” I reply. She smiles and repeats my words softly and slowly. “An 

‘old-fashioned’ digital camera. That’s funny.”

In Enschede, a town on Holland’s eastern border with Germany, factories 
churned out textiles and other products from the early 19th century until the 
1970s, when the last shut down due to competition from Asia. The Polaroid film 
factory was a late arrival, built in 1965 and shuttered by the firm in 2008. But a 
brightly colored phoenix rose almost immediately from the ashes, and the plant 
brims with energy today.

As digital photography and digital photo printing became increasingly affordable, 
demand for Polaroid film plummeted. The firm filed for bankruptcy in 2001, and 
the new entity that bought its assets decided in 2004 that instant film’s future 
was dim. It stockpiled what it thought was enough chemicals to meet demand for 
new film for a decade, and dismantled its ability to make more. Film sold faster 
than expected, depleting reserves. Meanwhile, the new Polaroid began closing 
its factories as it tried to shift to putting its name on and making digital prod-
ucts. It stopped making instant cameras first, then film. The new Polaroid  
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