Lesson 4:
Nevada History:
The Transcontinental Railroad

and [t Could Get the Railroad for
These Workers
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Let's make a calligram

Sketch out the
shape of the part
of the artwork you

chose. Write the [ st
paragraph inside Sehdrenntei e

over a Knifepoint ridge until Fihnll’, nearly frostbitten and snow-blind,
she became the first woman to reach the summit of Mount Everest.

After planting o flag, Junko Tabei sat and watched a haze of clouds drift
O r a ro u n e over the valleys far below. Before leaving, she buried a thermos in the snow.
This was her way of serving a cup of hot coffee to the mountain goddess.
outside of your
k t h The Train to Unattainia
S e C . I inhabit the space

n
the 19705,
\ ” . at a time when
Japanese women were
expected to stay home or
if they entered the workplace
merely to serve coffee and tea,
Junko Tabei was determined to
climb a mountain. In pants stitched
from old curtains, Tabei led an all-women
expedition up the treacherous slopes of the Himalayas.
Her team wanted to scale a peak that the Tibetans

inside the wall,
after the flip of
the switch, semicolon into
before the forever conversations, riding the hum
dark of the bulb. I inserting of the intermission crowd like
am a ruthless cowboy myself a sailor, tying silk scarves

around their slow-nodding heads and running, the rise of the curtain my only ticket
in. The only breath I take (breathe) comes on the twentieth mile (breathe) of a thousand-
mile drive, when I know that turning around is no longer an option, sunshine blowing
- through the vents like powdered sugar. I go to the land where nothing can be had,
running down a long hard ribbon of willful disconnect, a palpable lack of direction.
The needle winds its way in and out of the continental fabric, pulling me along to
Cheyenne, Wyoming, where my siren, Improvisia, stands upright on a green sidewalk.
In one hand she holds a book of songs, in the other a bucket of blue paint, dips the one in
the other till the color bleeds out the  notes. She hands it to me with an Andalusian smile
and says, Here, it’s the one you asked for. ~ Open it up and sing, baby, sing
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