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Bianca Cockrell Clips: 
 

 

 
 
The Diagnosis Series 
 
Provided all research materials; annotated, summarized, and compiled medical record documents; 
and contributed content and copy editing. 
 

• “What is Causing This Woman’s Severe Muscle Pain?” 
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/04/11/magazine/netflix-diagnosis-series-
angels-severe-muscle-pain.html 

• “Repeat Seizures, Memory Loss, and Wild Mood Swings: What is Happening to this Man?” 
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/05/21/magazine/netflix-diagnosis-series-
willie-seizures.html 

• “He Can’t Stop Fainting. Is His Heart the Cause?” 
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/05/04/magazine/netflix-diagnosis-series-
matts-fainting-spells.html 

• “Doctors Don’t Know Why This Teenage Girl Can’t Keep Down Food and Drink. Can 
You Help?” https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/06/20/magazine/netflix-
diagnosis-series-lashay.html 

• “After a Soccer Ball to the Head, Why Did He Develop ‘Brain Sloshing’?” 
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/07/11/magazine/netflix-diagnosis-series-
james.html 
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• “Just 21 People Are Known to Have This Rare Genetic Condition. Can You Help Us Find 
More?” https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/08/23/magazine/netflix-diagnosis-
series-kamiyah.html 

• “She’s Suffering from Life-Threatening Anemia. Can You Help?” 
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/10/01/magazine/netflix-diagnosis-series-
sherry.html 

• “This Little Girl’s Seizures Won’t Stop. Her Parents Need Your Advice.” 
https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/10/11/magazine/netflix-diagnosis-series-
sadie.html 
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http://www.magentaflorence.com/tuscanys-other-puccini-the-artist/ 
 
Just a few minutes’ drive from the Forte dei Marmi train station, the mountains part, funneling rays 
of sun into a spotlight onto Seravezza’s Medici villa. Two large rectangular towers stand imposingly, 
joined by an arched doorway and a blue banner heralding the opening of their new exhibition: a 
celebration of Mario Puccini and other post-Macchiaioli artists. 
 
Entitled, “The Passion of Color,” the show takes visitors through Puccini’s tumultuous life, 
intermixed with his friends and influences. Giovanni Fattori’s “Oxen Grazing” is the first room’s 
signature piece; depicting oxen among the grass in a forest next to a man on a log, it exemplifies the 
Macchiaioli vision Puccini learned from and would emulate and expand upon. 
 
Comparable to the subsequent French Impressionism, works from this late 19th century movement, 
named for “macchie” used to describe loose brushstrokes lending above all a sparkling 
quality.  Composed of multiple layers, and a marked separation between the foreground and the 
background, canvases of this period capture the interplay of natural light.  This effect is seen in the 
bright white “Oxen” poking their heads through the trees; yet, as each remains differentiated, the 
work is considered an example of early modernism that would influence Puccini. 
 
Born in late 19th century Livorno, Puccini’s talent was recognized early, and he was sent to 
Florence’s Academy of Fine Arts at the age of 15.  Very shortly after graduating, it is believed he 
learned of his girlfriend’s infidelity, which sent him into a depression that was later diagnosed as 
mental illness, resulting in a six-year stay at the Siena Psychiatric Hospital. 
 
Three self-portraits best explain his transformation during this period: in 1890, before diagnosis, his 
color palette is traditional, with a solid, neutral dark beige backdrop and tones of browns and blues. 
Twenty-five years later, he painted two others, both washed in light blue tones, with scraped and 
dashed lines behind his head. 
 
This night and day difference characterized the rest of his career; for though most of Puccini’s work 
during his hospitalization was lost, everything after has been marked by his innovative use of color. 
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Dubbed the “Italian Van Gogh,” he modified Divisionism, a close cousin of Pointillism, to fit his 
own style, sweeping the canvas with longer, thicker brush strokes instead of the tiny dots. Chunky 
orange and yellow rectangles are stacked one on top of the next to form the sunset spilling out onto 
the water in many of his paintings featuring the port of Livorno. 
 
Puccini’s palette was also dependent on his location. While staying with his brother in Digne, sober 
navy blues and browns were most used, whereas in Italy, his landscapes exploded with intensely 
bright blues, crimsons, gold, and greens. He complemented this duality with different signatures: 
French pieces were signed “Pochein” instead of his Italian surname. 
 
The exhibition displays paintings by contemporaries, showing both the masters Puccini learned from 
and the influence his works radiated into the community of artists who followed him. This 
juxtaposition highlights his deviation from standard practices, comparing strict adherers to 
Divisionism, such as his friend Plinio Nomellini, to his own efforts. 
Human figures are of little to no importance: while cattle and other details of nature are in realistic, 
crisp detail, people’s faces are blurred. When the movement’s collective focus shifted to landscapes, 
bodies become little more than small smudges on canvas, unless specifically requested: a story tells 
that a patron returned “La Metallurgica” to Puccini, requesting he add people to the boatyard scene. 
 
Llewelyn Lloyd’s “Church of Tonnarotti on Elba” is particularly noteworthy: though depicting a 
simple white building and its orange roof overlooking the ocean, the piece demands to be seen in 
person. Its canvas is textured with hardened rivers of residual paint that no print can accurately 
capture; every natural shade piled one on top of the other. The roof’s shadow cuts a jagged outline 
onto the walls while the indubitable serenity of the landscape radiates from the picture. 
 
Though related to popular styles, the post-Macchiaioli movement and its host of artists linger in 
relative obscurity, neither celebrated nor discussed often today. Despite their bright colors and use 
of light, in true Tuscan fashion, Puccini and his friends are hidden gems. 
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https://firenze.repubblica.it/cronaca/2015/06/09/news/a_world_of_words_at_the_2015_festival_
degli_scrittori_-116451978/ 
 
Despite differences, the world can always unite in the appreciation of a good book: such is the 
philosophy underlying Florence’s annual Festival degli Scrittori (Festival of Writers).  Taking place 
June 10 – 12, a highlight of the literary celebration will be the presentation of the Premio Gregor 
von Rezzori, recognizing the year’s best work of foreign fiction translated into Italian. 
 
The arena provided by the competition creates the premise for an international dialogue based on 
the authors’ passions and talents.  During the three days, readings, lectures, and conversations open 
to the public will be held in various locations throughout the city, including Palazzo Vecchio, 
Palazzo Strozzi, Cinema Odeon, and the refectory of Santa Croce.  Notable guests comprise both 
writers and artists who hail from various categories of the performing arts, including music and film. 
 
The ninth edition of the Festival degli Scrittori will begin on June 10 (Palazzo Strozzi, 12 noon) with 
a new addition to the program: a competition for young readers from Florentine schools.  Divided 
into five groups, students were assigned one of the books written by the five finalists for the Premio, 
and after finishing, wrote a review.  Later, the festival will be inaugurated with a keynote speech by 
Pulitzer Prize winner and the 2009 recipient of the Premio Gregor von Rezzori, Jhumpa Lahiri 
(Santa Croce refectory, 6 pm). 
 
An American author with parents from India, Lahiri is praised for her novels and collections of 
short stories.  A large portion of her work, focusing on first, second, and third generations of Indian 
American immigrants, has been published in The New Yorker.  Appointed as a member of the 
President’s Committee on the Arts and Humanities by Barack Obama, she currently lives in Rome 
with her family. 
 
An interdisciplinary approach characterizes the entire festival as seen in the first day’s unique, closing 
event.  Pulitzer Prize winner Michael Cunningham (The Hours) will converse with Francesco 
Bianconi of Baustelle and Simone Lenzi of Virginiana Miller, the lead singers of indie and alternative 
rock bands, moderated by Repubblica journalist Fulvio Paloscia. 
 
This concept unites multiple platforms on June 11 when Alba Rohrwacher, named best actress at 
last year’s Venice Film Festival for Hungry Hearts and writer/actor Filippo Timi, will perform the 
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piece “Casanuova and Vicinity” with the participation of Andrew Miller, a 2015 von Rezzori 
nominee previously shortlisted for the Booker Prize for Fiction (Cinema Odeon, 7 pm).  A clip of 
the upcoming film “Casanuova Variations” starring John Malkovich and Fanny Ardant will also be 
shown (admission €10, reduced €8). 
 
Talks with and readings by the five finalists for the Premio and other invited authors will continue 
during the following days.  Many topics are covered in the selected books, spanning across many 
different countries and centuries, from the French Revolution to the violent and Orwellian Russia.  
 
The books in the competition are Trieste (Trieste) by Daša Drndi? of Croatia, Pura (Pure) by 
Andrew Miller of Great Britain, Il corpo in cui sono nata (The Body Where I Was Born) by 
Guadalupe Nettel of Mexico, La giornata di un Opri?nik (Day of the Oprichnik) by Vladimir 
Sorokin of Russia, and Questi sono i nomi (These Are the Names) by Tommy Wieringa of Holland.  
 
The von Rezzori awards ceremony, presided over by Florence mayor Dario Nardella, will be held 
June 12 at 6 pm in Palazzo Vecchio.  A second prize will be presented for a work’s best Italian 
translation (il Premio per la traduzione).  This year’s recipient is Federica Aceto. 
 
The Festival of the Writers began through the Santa Maddalena Foundation.  The winner of the 
Premio will also be granted a fellowship with the foundation, which will offer a period of creative 
development away from distraction at the stunning Tuscan home of late author Gregor von Rezzori 
and his wife Beatrice Monti della Corte, jury president and creator of this foundation for writers. 
 
Live updates and other special information can be found at the Twitter account @StoLeggendo, a 
non-profit project created by Sicilian journalist Francesco Musolino to encourage and develop a love 
for reading within a broader community, and by searching for the hashtags #vonrezzori15, 
#festscrittorifi15, and #incipitdAutore. 
 
For more details, visit www.premiovonrezzori.org .  (bianca cockrell & aubrey williams) 
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Mother Nature Snows Best 
https://www.robotbutt.com/2018/03/21/mother-nature-snows-best/ 
 
Listen here, you whiners – 
 
I’ve had it up to my mountains with all of your complaining about winter. You say you “hate the 
snow.” You “can’t feel your toes.” You “froze your tongue to the light pole.” (At least, I think that’s 
what you said. Couldn’t really tell with your tongue all swollen.) 
 
Well I, Mother Nature, am here to straighten a few things out. I’m tired of fielding calls from Child 
Protection Services just because you sprained your tailbone after slipping on some black ice or 
because my latest storm made it impossible for anyone to come to your destination wedding (you 
should be thanking me for that – the reason you have a destination wedding is so no one will go). 
Winter is here to stay, whether you like it or not. 
 
Let me remind you wimps that making winter happen takes a lot of effort. Those howling winds 
that cut through even your heaviest down jacket? All of that huffing and puffing gave me asthma, 
but you don’t hear me complaining about it. Flood swept away your house? Check out the terrible 
blisters on my hands from wringing out those rain clouds. And all of those snowflakes? Each one is 
handcrafted, locally sourced, and has a different design. Your puny brains could never handle 
the trillions of permutations I have to calculate, although I gotta say, I got this new app and it has 
really helped a lot. Frankly, I was never that good at math. 
 
A lot of this is your fault, you know. I tried to warn you – I sent you soooo many signs – but you 
got yourselves addicted to fossil fuels. Don’t you know what oil does to my skin? Let alone the rest 
of me? Only my brave and determined efforts are keeping the weather patterns even close to what 
the Farmers’ Almanac says they should be. (But I’ll be honest: I’m not doing a great job. Hopefully 
you haven’t noticed the ice melting in the Arctic.) 
 
Remember, I’m doing all of this alone. While I was cleaning up the mess the dinosaurs left, Father 
Nature disappeared and I haven’t seen that deadbeat since. As a single mom, I’m doing the best I 
can, but it’s hard when there are billions of you – you’re all so demanding! Summer in one 
hemisphere, winter in the other. Earthquakes for California; monsoons for India. So sometimes, I 
drop the ball. Sue me. (This snowstorm in March was scheduled for December, but last year’s 
hurricanes really backed me up so I ended up missing your white Christmas. Sorry.) 
 
I could just put my feet up and let global warming give you the balmy break from balaclavas (or is it 
baklava?) and bad weather you so obviously want. But I won’t. Why not? Why do I work so hard? 
Because I am your mot-her: I have to do what’s best for you. And sometimes, like root canals and 
colonoscopies, those things are unpleasant. Seasonal depression makes you appreciate spring. When 
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you say “bomb cyclone,” I say “building character.” We have to throw away last season’s leaves to 
make room for new couture. These are just the facts of life that make you stronger. 
Basically, you need to stop complaining. I’m just doing my job as best I can to keep this entire planet 
and all of you dumb, unappreciative kids alive, so if I hear one more negative word out of you, you’ll 
be snowed in your room for the next week. 
 
Love, 
Mother Nature 
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 “To the Condominium” 

a pastiche of The Office’s “Dinner Party” (Season 4, Episode 10) in the style of Virginia Woolf  
 

Well, there was nothing he could do about it, Jim supposed, reluctantly, annoyed at the lengths 
Michael had gone to for the mere sake of sharing a meal with them and frustrated at the success of 
his efforts; he was not excited about the premise of spending additional hours with his strange 
coworkers outside of the office. At the same time, he could not help but feel, deep down inside, a 
small sense of pleasure and satisfaction to know he and his girlfriend were so valued, and regarded 
so highly, by their boss; he had asked them to dinner not two, not three, but nine times—there was 
something to be said about feeling wanted.  
 
Upon hearing the plans being made, Dwight asked what time he should be arriving to join the 
dinner party. 
 
“Dwight, it’s couples only. And besides, I only have six wine glasses,” said Michael.  
 
“And, Andy and Angela will come,” he added, realizing there had only been four people mentioned; 
while Dwight, hurt, grappled with his feelings at being excluded and viewed as subordinate, to Jim 
but to others as well, time and time again. He wanted their approval. He wanted it so badly that he 
would go to great lengths, ridiculous lengths (some might say even peculiar lengths).     
 
They arrived at the condominium. Jim felt himself cringe inside as the door was opened; he had 
forgotten the unpleasant nature that radiated from Jan Levinson. She was demanding; she was rude; 
and, he suspected she was insane; he knew her only from the workplace, and he shuddered to think 
how these qualities could be exaggerated when outside of corporate’s close observation. He had not 
wanted this dinner to happen for many reasons. 
 
Their greetings were pleasant enough, Pam thought, and maybe less uncomfortable than she had 
expected. She idly wondered when they would begin eating as she handed over a bottle of wine—it 
had been her idea to bring a gift for the hostess; she thought, back through her past, fondly, 
wistfully, of her mother, who had always reminded her of the importance of manners, the need for 
social graces, a quality she knew to be missing from her hostess, who confused her to no end. This 
will be perfect for cooking with, Jan remarked—though the beef would take another four hours, at 
the latest, before it was entirely ready. “Four hours from now, or four hours from when you started 
at maybe five o’clock?” She found it rather difficult to hide her annoyance; it was inconsiderate, it 
was rude! for dinner was the most important part of this evening, as far as she was concerned, 
because after dinner they could leave, leave the eggshell white walls, the pop art styled self-portrait, 
the broken glass door, the twenty-four inch plasma screen television, the video camera left on its 
tripod in their bedroom, and the image of Jan swaying to a song sung by her former assistant, leave 
and return home, and yet they were stuck here; it was dinnertime, at a dinner party, and yet there 
was no dinner; there was just a game of charades as the beef broiled and stewed, bubbling away. 
 
But why will she still not admit it? Jan thought, frowning, checking on the food. She just knew that 
the rumor was true, that her boyfriend and Pam had been together at one time, they had dated, they 
had been intimate, and yet neither would confirm and give her the satisfaction of knowing, the 
feeling of vindication she craved. She was angry still, at the conversation they had had. 
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“You have no idea the physical toll three vasectomies have on a person.” Michael said, violently. 
(Why was he sharing this in front of his guests? Jim wondered as their argument continued, 
disregarding the party.) It had struck so suddenly—Dwight had arrived, to some of the group’s 
displeasure; he was an unusual man, they had not wanted him to join them; the argument with Jan 
started. He did not understand, it did not make sense the way they acted; he watched the exchange, 
becoming more uncomfortable and confused at how two people were together, obviously so 
unsuited for each other, Michael fun and childlike, Jan uptight and greedy, both miserable and 
lonely, both determined not to be, both failing. What was the purpose of this? Is this a functional 
relationship? It was impossible to say either way. 
 
I hate my life, she said, in a mutter to herself, retreating to the kitchen.  
 
Dinner was served. At last, it was almost over; with food on the table, leaving was soon and home 
felt near. The conversation stilled. Silence fell; a fork clinked on the wine glass. “That’s disgusting,” 
she said to Michael, “stop doing that.” This was it; he had had enough; he excused himself. He could 
not tolerate her comments, the constant insults and inconsiderate words grew to be overpowering. 
He was not going to be put down by her; why should he let her? He wanted to love her, he wanted 
to make it work, he wanted, so much, to have a family, and to have friends over for dinner; well, he 
thought, basking in the blue glow of the neon beer sign he had returned to its place on the wall, well, 
he at least had that. 
 


