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The fl aming ocotillo. The paloverde showering yellow. Purple 
lupine reaching for the sky. Orange and yellow 
African daisies lifting their bright faces. Much 
to our delight, Spring has burst forth with all of 
Nature’s vibrant and multihued palette of colors 
(and to my chagrin, I’ve been sneezing over 
almost every bloomin’ thing … suffering for 
the sake of art — Nature’s art?). Like Spring, 
this issue bursts forth with its own vibrant 
and multihued palette — Arizona artists and 
writers and their beautiful works refl ecting a 
diversity of styles, genres, mediums, ideas and life experiences. 
2014 is off to a fantastic start. Just as the snowpack up north melts 
and fl ows south this season, I hope your inspirations thaw and 
fl ow. And just as wildfl owers spring spontaneously from the desert 
fl oor, may the seeds of your creativity also take root and burst 
forth. And keep those wonderful submissions coming!

Great staffi ng news: Production Editor Richard “Rick” Dyer 
is now co-editor of The Blue Guitar. As a newspaper editor and 
welded-steel sculptor, he brings to the role all of his journalistic 
and artistic experiences and expertise. Among his focuses will 
be overseeing and shepherding through the process our art 
submissions.

Rebecca “Becca” Dyer
Editor

Editor’s Note

Rebecca
“Becca” Dyer

Artwork for front,
back covers: Marjory Boyer
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Through All Windows
 By Maya L. Kapoor

Maya Kapoor is a student in the University of Arizona’s creative nonfi ction MFA program, where she 
focuses on science and environmental writing. These days, she is researching and writing about Sonoran 
desert natural history. Before coming to the UA, Maya worked as a fi eld biologist. In college, she met Jane 
Goodall at a book signing, but felt too shy to speak. Contact Maya at mlkapoor@email.arizona.edu.

Continued on page 8
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Jane is on the move again. She scrambles through steep 
forest, nimble in the dark. The night buzzes and chirps. 
As the sky lightens, Jane pauses to scan foliage with a 

battered pair of binoculars. She’s looking for nesting chimps, 
hoping to catch up with them before they descend to start their 
day. An ant, pincers the size of a small wrench, crawls up her 
leg. Should I say something? 

Just then, I hear, in the distance, the unmistakable sound of a 
primate mother calling to her child. In this case, the primate is 
human and the child is me. It’s dinner time. I slip away between 
the trees. Jane, intent on the groggy chimps before her, never 
hears me go. 

Not a lot of my relationships have stayed the same since I 
was 15. My relationship with Jane Goodall is an exception. Jane 
is still my hero. 

Until I encountered Jane Goodall through her writing, I was 
the kid turning over rocks at the edge of parking lots, trespass-
ing on lakefront property with a fi shnet and a bucket, dreaming 
in wildfl ower and sometimes insect. No big surprise—most 
kids play with the toys at hand, and many adults were once kids 
whose favorite playthings grew outside for free. But I was a kid 
who wanted more than to look. I wanted to know what I was 
seeing under logs and in streams, and why. 

Lying on my bed in New Jersey, with the late afternoon sun 
slanting through the window, reading Through a Window for the 
fi rst time, I saw how exploring woods could be so much more 
than a way to pass time. To Jane, looking through a window 
meant studying wild chimpanzees patiently, season by season, 
gesture by gesture, until we humans could see the world through 
the window of another species’ eyes. 

For me, reading Through a Window meant seeing the natural 

world through the eyes of a fi eld biologist. Jane pulled back 
the curtains on a discipline that elevated nature to science. I 
discovered that the mesmerizing things I found while poking 
around in my New Jersey woods—frogs and fossils, seedlings 
and nests—had history, geography, and patterns. Famously, 
when Jane Goodall saw a chimpanzee carefully reshape a blade 
of grass and use it to fi sh termites from a mound, she inferred a 
crude example of tool-shaping by a non-human primate. Jane’s 
curious and capacious mind did not stop with observations; for 
her, observations were where stories began.

In her writing, Jane revealed she’d never gotten a bachelor’s 
degree. After high school, she worked as a secretary and then a 
waitress, saving money for her childhood dream of a trip to Af-
rica. Was it coincidence that my female role model, my mother, 
also was a secretary from England who never went to college? 
Through a Window described a world where young women 
with minimal education could rock the scientifi c world through 
careful observation and inference, not to mention hard work—
and all on the misty sides of a forest-shrouded extinct volcano. 
Needless to say, it was a world I visited whenever possible. 

After a bachelor’s in biology, I threw myself into my own 
career as a fi eld biologist. I looked through Jane’s window, and 
I saw my future unfolding. Except for one problem: I couldn’t 
focus. Jane had chimpanzees; I had California sea life. Appala-
chian salamanders. Puerto Rican trees. Desert plants. It wasn’t 
a lack of intent; it felt more like a lack of attention span. I found 
so much nature, and so many processes, in such interesting 
places. I wanted to look through all windows at once. It wasn’t 
as if merely settling on a research topic would have made me 
the Jane Goodall of, say, the white-tailed antelope squirrel. But 
it seemed a necessary fi rst step.
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Not until 15 years after meeting Jane on the page did I real-
ize the obvious: In addition to being the kind of fi eld biologist 
who tracked down a family of sleeping chimpanzees before 
dawn to observe them fi rst thing in the morning, attacks by 
aggressive alpha males notwithstanding, my idol was the kind 
of writer who sucked suburban 15-year-olds into those raucous 
Gombe mornings completely. Jane, I realized, didn’t just look 
through windows; she was a woman who built windows. Then 
she beckoned people over and said, Consider this view of the 
world.

Collecting data in various ecosystems was a lovely way to 
travel in my 20s. And, thanks to Jane, fi eld biology would al-
ways be my fi rst love. But it’s possible that what moved me in 
my teens, even more than Jane’s work, was her writing. 

I’m a nonfi ction writer now. This allows me to indulge my 
magpie enthusiasm for all things biology. 

And I’ve returned to Gombe to see Jane, thanks to my 
creased copies of Through a Window and In the Shadow of 
Man. She sits at a table under a canvas tent, long after the rest 
of Gombe goes to sleep. The chimps won’t move until dawn. 
As hand-sized moths batter the cloth walls with gentle pops, 
Jane reaches for her notes, and I reach for mine. In the jungle 
by candlelight, there is plenty of time to write. 

Sources
Goodall, Jane. In the Shadow of Man. San Diego, CA : San 

Diego State University Press, 1988.

Goodall, Jane. Through A Window: My Thirty Years with the 
Chimpanzees of Gombe. Boston: Houghton Miffl in, 1990.
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Coming Oct. 26: Save the date!
The Arizona Consortium for the

Arts’ Annual Fall Festival of the Arts
Noon to 4 p.m., Sunday, Oct. 26

In the beautiful, huge courtyard of the
Arizona Historical Society Museum at Papago Park,

1300 N. College Ave., Tempe.
Admission is free!

For more details, visit The Arizona Consortium for the Arts website,
www.artizona.org




