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Handy Mnemonics The Five-Fingered Memory Machine 

By Kensy Cooperrider 

Before humans stored memories as zeroes and ones, we turned to digital devices of another kind — 

preserving knowledge on the surface of fingers and palms. Kensy Cooperrider leads us through a millennium 

of “hand mnemonics” and the variety of techniques practised by Buddhist monks, Latin linguists, and 

Renaissance musicians for remembering what might otherwise elude the mind. 
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Drawing on paper from Mogao Caves, reproduced in the fourth volume of Aurel Stein’s Serindia: Detailed 

Report of Explorations in Central Asia and Westernmost China (1921) — Source. 

No one knows who made the drawing. Likely the work of an eighth-century monk, perhaps a member of an 

esoteric Buddhist cult traveling the Silk Road, it long sat forgotten in a walled-off library in China’s Mogao 

Caves. When the library was uncovered in 1900, the drawing — lifted from a trove of religious manuscripts 

— had aged well. Its subject is timeless: a pair of human hands.1 

The hands are disembodied, perched on lotus petals, palms facing the viewer. Their fingers — vigorous and 

elegant — are annotated with Chinese characters: the lowest tier of characters, on the tips, names each digit; 

above that, a second row gives the five Buddhist elements: space, wind, fire, water, and earth; and a final tier, 

floating upwards as if on kite strings, lists the ten virtues — among them meditation, effort, charity, wisdom, 

and patience. The drawing illustrates a mnemonic system, a way of projecting knowledge onto the hands so it 

can be studied, memorized, and stashed in a pocket. 

Around the same time this mnemonic was made, another monk — in a Northumbrian monastery, halfway 

around the world — was developing a different system of manual knowledge. His name we do know: Bede. 

In 725, he published a treatise, The Reckoning of Time, in which — alongside discussions of shadows, 

moonlight, and the solstices — he laid out a method for determining when Easter would fall on any given 

year.2 This may sound like a trivial exercise, but, for Christians at the time, it could hardly have presented a 

more important or vexing problem. 

http://dsr.nii.ac.jp/toyobunko/viewer/index.html?pages=VIII-5-B2-9/V-4&pos=115&lang=en
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn1
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn2
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“Loquela digitorum” (finger reckoning) after Bede, from an early 9th-century manuscript — Source. 

https://bibliotheca-laureshamensis-digital.de/bav/bav_pal_lat_1449


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

6 

To find the date of Easter — which falls after the Northern Hemisphere’s spring equinox, on the Sunday 

immediately following the first full moon — one needs to reckon with planetary rhythms, which Bede 

mapped across his hands. The five fingers, he observed, contain fourteen joints, plus five nails — nineteen 

landmarks in all. This number tracks the metonic cycle: how many years it takes for the moon to return to the 

same phase on the same calendrical day. The joints of both hands taken together, minus the nails, gives you 

twenty-eight landmarks: the approximate length in years of a full solar cycle. In this way, Bede noted, the 

hands can “readily hold the cycles of both planets”.3 Beyond this basic set-up, he left the details obscure and 

didn’t bother to include an illustration. (The technique, Bede wrote, is “better conveyed by the utterance of a 

living voice than by the labor of an inscribing pen”.4) But his system — known as a computus digitorum, or 

simply computus — found an appreciative audience. It was widely circulated and adapted, and would remain 

a cornerstone of Christian learning for centuries. 

These two systems — perhaps the earliest examples of manual mnemonics — come down to us only in 

outline. And yet we have little trouble recognizing their appeal. They seem to spring from an impulse that 

transcends time and place, a deeply human drive to reach for props to help us reason and remember. “When 

thought overwhelms the mind”, the psychologist Barbara Tversky has written, “the mind puts it into the 

world”.5 In the case of hand mnemonics, we put those thoughts out into the world, in a sense, but also keep 

them within easy reach. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn5
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Woodcut illustrations from Anianus’ Compotus cum commento (ca. 1492), an adaptation of 

Bede’s computus system — Source. 

In the beginning, the hand was just a hand — or so we can imagine. It was a workaday organ, albeit a 

versatile one: a tool for grasping, holding, throwing, and hefting. Then, at some point, after millions of years, 

it took on other duties. It became an instrument of mental, not just menial, labor. As a species, our systems of 

understanding, belief, and myth had grown more elaborate, more cognitively overwhelming. And so we 

started to put those systems out into the world: to tally, track, and record by carving notches into bone, tying 

knots in string, spreading pigment on cave walls, and aligning rocks with celestial bodies. Hands abetted these 

early mental labors, of course, but they would later become more than mere accessories. Beginning roughly 

twelve hundred years ago, we started using the hand itself as a portable repository of knowledge, a place to 

store whatever tended to slip our mental grasp. The topography of the palm and fingers became invisibly 

inscribed with information of all kinds — tenets and dates, names and sounds. The hand proved versatile in a 

new way, as an all-purpose memory machine. 

The arts of memory are well known, but the role of the hand in these arts is often overlooked. In the twentieth 

century, beginning with the pioneering work of Frances Yates, Western scholars started to piece together a 

rich tradition of mnemonic practices that originated in antiquity and later took hold in Europe.6 The most 

celebrated of these is the “memory palace”. Using this technique, skilled practitioners can memorize vast 

collections of facts by nesting them in familiar places (or “loci”): the chambers of a building or along a well-

known route. (To make these places more memorable, a bizarre image is often added to each one, the more 

jarring the better.) It is an odd omission that hand mnemonics are rarely mentioned alongside memory 

palaces. Both techniques are powerful and broadly attested. Both are adaptable, able to accommodate 

whatever type of information one wants to remember. And both work by similar principles, pinning to-be-

remembered items to familiar locations. 

The two traditions do have important differences. Memory palaces exist solely in the imagination; hand 

mnemonics exist half in the mind and half in the flesh. Another difference lies in their intended use. Memory 

palaces are idiosyncratic in nature, tailored to the quirks of personal experience and association, and used for 

private purposes; they are very much the province of an individual. Hand mnemonics, by contrast, are the 

province of a community, a tool for collective understanding. They offer a way of fixing and transmitting a 

shared system of knowledge. They serve private purposes, certainly — such as contemplation, in the case of 

the Mogao mnemonic, or calculation, in the case of Bede’s computus. But they also have powerful social 

functions in teaching, ritual, and communication. 

https://collections.nlm.nih.gov/bookviewer?PID=nlm:nlmuid-9410697-bk
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn6
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Hand-colored woodcut, titled The Hand as the Mirror of Salvation, 1466 — Source. 

The richness of this overlooked tradition is glimpsed through its ubiquity. In medieval Europe, Christian hand 

mnemonics were commonplace. Several echo the Mogao system in appending key teachings to manual loci. 

A 1466 woodcut from Germany, titled The Hand as the Mirror of Salvation, assigns a different spiritual stage 

to each finger: God’s will to the thumb; examination to the index; repentance goes on the middle; confession 

is pinned to the ring; and the pinkie gets satisfaction.7 A 1491 devotional treatise, also from Germany, offers 

readers a “digital” table of contents: the book’s one hundred meditations are distributed across the 

hands.8 Another illustration in the same work populates the hands with miniature portraits of key Christian 

figures: apostles and saints gaze out from each of the twelve major divisions of the four fingers; Mary and 

Jesus share the thumb.9 

 

Ink and paint image from Stephan Fridolin’s Schatzbehalter der wahren Reichtumer des Heils (Treasury of 

the true riches of salvation), published in Nuremberg by Anton Koberger in 1491. Here the hands contain 

numbers that correspond to meditations in the book, creating a table of contents — Source. 

https://www.nga.gov/collection/art-object-page.3853.html
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn7
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn9
https://art.thewalters.org/detail/13698/schatzbehalter-der-wahren-reichtumer-des-heils/
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Ink and paint image from Stephan Fridolin’s Schatzbehalter der wahren Reichtumer des Heils (Treasury of 

the true riches of salvation), published in Nuremberg by Anton Koberger in 1491. Here the hands contain 

busts of apostles, saints, Mary, and Christ — Source. 

In different times and places, hands also furnished mnemonic maps of sound. The so-called “Guidonian hand” 

owes its name to the eleventh-century Italian music teacher and scholar, Guido d'Arezzo. Arranging the 

different pitches in a scale onto the joints, he developed this technique to help students learn “unheard melody 

most easily and correctly”.10 Oddly, Guido’s own writings never depict the hands explicitly, but history 

nonetheless credits him, and, for centuries after his death, the Guidonian hand was a mainstay of musical 

instruction. One scholar has described it as “fundamental conceptual equipment” for all musicians of the 

time.11 

https://art.thewalters.org/detail/13698/schatzbehalter-der-wahren-reichtumer-des-heils/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn10
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn11
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16th-century diagram from the manuscript of an unknown author depicting musical notes scored across a 

hand in the method attributed to Guido d'Arezzo — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:UCB_Music_Library_MS_1087.jpg
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Manuscript illustration of a “Guidonian hand”, ca. 1274. “Note how the solmization sequence ut-re-mi-fa-sol-

la appears both on the enclosing circle and on the hand itself” — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:The_Hand_of_Guido.jpg
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Other thinkers in Europe — perhaps inspired by Guido — developed systems for learning the sounds of 

language. In the 1400s, the writer John Holt devised a hand-based technique for remembering the declensions 

of Latin, and, in 1511, the German scholar Thomas Murner proposed a hand mnemonic for parsing German 

speech.12 These authors were a few centuries behind their counterparts in China, however, where the hand had 

long figured in phonology. As early as the thirteenth century, Chinese scholars were projecting syllable charts 

— often called “rime tables” — onto the palms and fingers. A version from the 1600s maps thirty-two key 

sounds across the fingers, sixteen to each hand.13 

 

Illustration of a “rime table”, from a 19th-century version of Sima Guang’s Qie yun zhi zhang tu (originally 

published ca. 1050) — Source. 

In Europe, a number of mnemonics, sprung from the rootstock of Bede’s system, used the hand to reckon 

time. A remarkable example comes from a 1582 volume of practical astronomy by Jehan Tabourot, a French 

polymath best known for his work on dance, who published under an anagrammatic pen name, Thoinot 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn12
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn13
https://nla.gov.au/nla.obj-49990910/view?partId=nla.obj-49992573#page/n11/mode/1up
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Arbeau. The volume is a slim sixty-one pages, but eleven of those pages include images of hands — 

presented in various configurations and layered over with different kinds of data. Among these is a mnemonic 

for keeping track of a notorious calendrical quirk: the alternation of long and short months. The image shows 

a left hand; the thumb, middle, and pinkie fingers are extended, while the index and ring fingers are curled 

back toward the palm. The system begins with March, pegged to the extended thumb (31 days); then proceeds 

rightward to April on the curled-in index finger (30 days); then to May on the extended middle finger (31 

days); and so on. It continues by traversing the five fingers twice, ending with January (31 days) on the thumb 

and February (28 days) on the index. 

 

 

 

 

Hands from Girolamo Marafioti’s 17th-century treatise on the art of memory, De Arte Reminiscentiae, 

demonstrating the use of loci — Source. 

 

https://www.digitale-sammlungen.de/en/view/bsb11291278?
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Illustration from Thoinot Arbeau’s 1582 volume of practical astronomy, demonstrating the use of a “hand 

calendar” — Source. 

https://gallica.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/bpt6k1519844c/f20.double
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One of the most ambitious of all hand mnemonics was not tailored for time or sound or any one type of 

information. It was presented by Girolamo Marafioti of Calabria in a 1602 treatise on the arts of 

memory.14 The system consists of a map of ninety-two manual loci — twenty-three on the front and back of 

each hand — each housing a different geometric symbol: a crescent moon, a chalice, a circle with horns, what 

looks like a lemon. To use the system, one simply assigns a to-be-remembered tidbit to each locus. One 

might, as Marafioti suggests, use it to remember a group of people arranged by status, age, or other 

characteristics. The system compresses the features of a memory palace — the use of familiar terrain and 

distinctive images, its customizability — into a handy pocket-sized device. 

A global survey of hand-mnemonics includes Jewish hand-calendars that resemble Bede’s computus15; the 

hand-based techniques with which mariners tracked moon and tide16; an elaborate manual system for 

remembering key moments in Dutch history; the mnemonic alphabet from 1579 in which different hand 

shapes represent different letters17; and a variegated vein of Chinese medical mnemonics.18 A truly 

comprehensive treatment would also scout the borderlands of this tradition. In some cases, the hand is 

mentally inscribed with information, but the primary function does not seem to be as a memory aid. Take, for 

example, alphabets used for communication with the deaf that relied on manual loci19; hand-charts studied by 

practitioners of chiromancy and the Kabbalah20; systems for converting the hand into a sundial; and bodily 

maps used for divination and exorcism. In the last case, for instance, a Chinese illustration from 1152 invites 

readers to press on various parts of the hand (called mu or “eyes”) to dispel different kinds of evil.21 

 

Hebrew mnemonic hand calendars for keeping track of Jewish holidays and prayer cycles. From left to right 

they date: 1690, 1691, and 1804 — Sources: left, center, right 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn14
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn15
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn16
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn17
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn18
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn19
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn20
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn21
https://www.lbi.org/media/images/1634659_ll-r-452-048_1.height-1030.jpg
http://www.bl.uk/manuscripts/Viewer.aspx?ref=or_10784_fs001r
https://www.bl.uk/manuscripts/Viewer.aspx?ref=or_9782_f014r
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An 1815 guide by H. Somerhausen for remembering significant epochs from Dutch history — Source. 

https://www.digitale-sammlungen.de/en/view/bsb11291278?
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Illustration from Thoinot Arbeau’s 1582 volume of practical astronomy, demonstrating how to convert the 

hands into a sundial — Source. 

Spending time amid this rich tradition, questions arise. First, what makes the hand so popular as a mnemonic 

prop? A large part of the answer, surely, involves portability. The hands are always, well, ready to hand. 

Another part is familiarity. Though popular wisdom stresses how well we know the back of our hand, the 

palm is hardly terra incognita. A further advantage stems from how hand mnemonics offer both visual and 

kinesthetic routes to memory: they are both seen and felt.22 A final part of the answer is that the human hand 

can be parsed and construed variously. Seen one way, we have a perfect housing for ten virtues; seen another, 

we have a fitting framework for twelve apostles, thirty-two syllables, or a hundred meditations. 

But why did hand mnemonics emerge when they did? What niche did they fill? The examples considered here 

suggest the tradition flourished in a period when literate and oral cultures coexisted, a time when some — the 

scholarly elites — were developing complex systems of knowledge in monasteries and universities, while 

others — the broader public — were trying to master those systems and use them in everyday life. Hand 

mnemonics may have been perfectly positioned to shuttle between these two cultures. They bridged the voice 

and the pen, offering, to the trained imagination, a kind of living inscription. 

The thorniness here is that it’s difficult to say with confidence when exactly hand mnemonics flourished. We 

could assume they got their start around 1200 years ago, based on the earliest surviving examples. But it’s 

quite plausible that similar techniques had been in use for centuries or longer. Perhaps no earlier evidence 

survives because hand mnemonics were so widely used, so mundane, that no one thought to mention them. 

Recall that Bede didn’t bother to illustrate his famed system. Neither did Guido. 

It's also hard to determine when and why hand mnemonics faded out — that is, if they have. Many continue to 

remember the alternation of long and short months by projecting them onto the knuckles, an update of 

Tabourot’s system.23 Japanese students, channeling Bede, sometimes employ a hand-calendar for determining 

the day of the week on which a given date will fall.24 In the US, hand-based maps — that is, configurations of 

the hand that resemble a particular geography — are used by residents of Michigan, West Virginia, Alaska, 

and other places.25 Hand mnemonics are still used to teach the “right-hand rule” in physics classrooms26 and 

remain especially popular in medicine, with more introduced all the time. Teams of doctors recently proposed 

manual systems for remembering the expected values of certain diagnostic tests, the anatomy of the brachial 

plexus and the lungs.27 We increasingly stash our thoughts in virtual realms, but we sometimes still reach for 

that primordial “digital” repository in our pockets. 

 

 

 

https://gallica.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/bpt6k1519844c/f65.item
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn22
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn23
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn24
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn25
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn26
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/handy-mnemonics#fn27
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• Mind in Motion: How Action Shapes Thought 

By Barbara Tversky 

In Mind in Motion, psychologist Barbara Tversky shows that spatial cognition isn't just a peripheral aspect of 

thought, but its very foundation, enabling us to draw meaning from our bodies and their actions in the world. 

Spatial thinking underlies creating and using maps, assembling furniture, devising football strategies, 

designing airports, understanding the flow of people, traffic, water, and ideas. Spatial thinking even underlies 

the structure and meaning of language: why we say we push ideas forward or tear them apart, why we're 

feeling up or have grown far apart. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• The Art of Memory 

By Frances Yates 

Before the invention of printing, a trained memory was of vital importance. Based on a technique of 

impressing “places” and “images” on the mind, the ancient Greeks created an elaborate memory system 

which in turn was inherited by the Romans and passed into the European tradition, to be revived, in occult 

form, during the Renaissance. Frances Yates sheds light on Dante’s Divine Comedy, the form of the 

Shakespearian theatre and the history of ancient architecture; The Art of Memory is an invaluable 

contribution to aesthetics and psychology, and to the history of philosophy, of science and of literature. 

More Info and Buy 
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Research News 

Engineers use electrolyte to create high-capacity batteries that operate in extreme temperatures 

Breakthrough could improve electric vehicle battery life 

July 26, 2022 

 

Engineers at the University of California San Diego supported by a grant from the U.S. National Science 

Foundation have developed a reliable lithium-ion battery that functions in extreme cold and heat. The team 

created an electrolyte that allows electrical currents to flow through the battery even in extreme conditions. 

The advance in battery technology could result in more efficient batteries that can better withstand harsh 

temperatures. 

"You need high temperature operation in areas where the ambient temperature can reach the triple digits and 

the roads get even hotter,” explained Zheng Chen, senior author of the study. “In electric vehicles, the battery 

packs are typically under the floor, close to these hot roads. Also, batteries warm up just from having a 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-use-electrolyte-create-high-capacity-batteries-operate-extreme-temperatures?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-3a7e7ca921719c22f3cacf0dde?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fucsdnews.ucsd.edu%2Fpressrelease%2Fthese-energy-packed-batteries-work-well-in-extreme-cold-and-heat%23%3A~%3Atext%3DThese%20Energy-Packed%20Batteries%20Work%20Well%20in%20Extreme%20Cold%20and%20Heat%2C-Study%20first%20author%26text%3DEngineers%20at%20the%20University%20of%2Cpacking%20a%20lot%20of%20energy&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fengineers-use-electrolyte-create-high-capacity-batteries-operate-extreme-temperatures%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2011924&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2011924&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-3a7e7ca921719c22f3cacf0dde?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.pnas.org%2Fdoi%2Fabs%2F10.1073%2Fpnas.2200392119%3Faf%3DR&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fengineers-use-electrolyte-create-high-capacity-batteries-operate-extreme-temperatures%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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current run through during operation. If the batteries cannot tolerate this warmup at high temperature, their 

performance will quickly degrade." 

When the team tested the batteries at temperatures ranging from -40 to 122 degrees Fahrenheit, the prototype 

retained almost 80% to more than 115% capacity. 

The team used a liquid solution of dibutyl ether mixed with a lithium salt to make the electrolyte. The 

electrolyte solution binds to lithium ions with a loose grip, allowing the electrolyte molecules to easily release 

lithium ions, making the battery operable in extreme temperatures. 

The team plans to optimize the technology to perform under more extreme conditions and extend the battery 

technology's lifecycle. 

Research areas 

Directorate for Engineering (ENG) 

Division of Electrical, Communications and Cyber Systems (ENG/ECCS) 

Division of Materials Research (MPS/DMR) 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-use-electrolyte-create-high-capacity-batteries-operate-extreme-

temperatures?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery  

 

  

https://beta.nsf.gov/eng
https://beta.nsf.gov/eng/eccs
https://beta.nsf.gov/mps/dmr
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-use-electrolyte-create-high-capacity-batteries-operate-extreme-temperatures?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-use-electrolyte-create-high-capacity-batteries-operate-extreme-temperatures?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Orientation Weekend 

August Kleinzahler 

 

 

 

At the Hotel Oblivion, Airport Drive 

  Mezzanine, Conference Center B 

     PowerPoint presentation no. 1 

Career Enhancement Strategy 

   Mary-Ray’s pink ice service trembles 

     In the aftershock of some astral seizure 

       So remote and faint 

         Only the weevil’s foreleg dares say 

            Yes, yes, yes, it’s true 

               Next up 

Team Building Exercises 

  Woof, woof 

     Burgundy carpet, big yellow dots 

        That new smell, glycol ethers 

           4-phenylcyclohexane in the latex backing 

Break: Free Coffee, Light Snacks, Get Acquainted 

  Uh, pardon me, Miss Carnoustie 

     Is that your panty line 

        Or a silken esker of longing 

           Have an hallucination, have a bagel 

              We had an issue under discussion here 

                Regarding the lighting, I believe 

                  That tenebrous strip beyond the chandelier’s orb 
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                     Hey, help me out here 

                       Not now, Peg, I’m teething 

                         Are we ready for the evening 

Thought Shower 

   Hold on, the jacaranda’s gone missing 

     Waiter, some more Vitamin Water, and hurry 

        Wow, here comes 

           Thirty-six thousand blasts of ink per second 

              In four, count ’em, four brilliant colors 

                And with no telltale digital trace 

                  I see a hand up 

                    Mr. Gomez, are we still on the same page? 

  

From issue no. 182 (Fall 2007) 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e4e8c952e1&e=d538c8f2e0 Visualising 

Bubbles (1500–1906) 
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How to Write a Blackwood Article 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

"In the name of the Prophet -- figs !!" 

Cry of the Turkish fig-peddler. 

I PRESUME everybody has heard of me. My name is the Signora Psyche Zenobia. This I know to be a 

fact. Nobody but my enemies ever calls me Suky Snobbs. I have been assured that Suky is but a vulgar 

corruption of Psyche, which is good Greek, and means "the soul" (that's me, I'm all soul) and 

sometimes "a butterfly," which latter meaning undoubtedly alludes to my appearance in my new 

crimson satin dress, with the sky-blue Arabian mantelet, and the trimmings of green agraffas, and the 

seven flounces of orange-colored auriculas. As for Snobbs -- any person who should look at me would 

be instantly aware that my name wasn't Snobbs. Miss Tabitha Turnip propagated that report through 

sheer envy. Tabitha Turnip indeed! Oh the little wretch! But what can we expect from a turnip? 

Wonder if she remembers the old adage about "blood out of a turnip," &c.? [Mem. put her in mind of 

it the first opportunity.] [Mem. again -- pull her nose.] Where was I? Ah! I have been assured that 

Snobbs is a mere corruption of Zenobia, and that Zenobia was a queen -- (So am I. Dr. Moneypenny 

always calls me the Queen of the Hearts) -- and that Zenobia, as well as Psyche, is good Greek, and that 

my father was "a Greek," and that consequently I have a right to our patronymic, which is Zenobia 

and not by any means Snobbs. Nobody but Tabitha Turnip calls me Suky Snobbs. I am the Signora 

Psyche Zenobia. 

As I said before, everybody has heard of me. I am that very Signora Psyche Zenobia, so justly 

celebrated as corresponding secretary to the "Philadelphia, Regular, Exchange, Tea, Total, Young, 

Belles, Lettres, Universal, Experimental, Bibliographical, Association, To, Civilize, Humanity." Dr. 

Moneypenny made the title for us, and says he chose it because it sounded big like an empty rum-

puncheon. (A vulgar man that sometimes -- but he's deep.) We all sign the initials of the society after 

our names, in the fashion of the R. S. A., Royal Society of Arts -- the S. D. U. K., Society for the 

Diffusion of Useful Knowledge, &c, &c. Dr. Moneypenny says that S. stands for stale, and that D. U. K. 

spells duck, (but it don't,) that S. D. U. K. stands for Stale Duck and not for Lord Brougham's society -- 

but then Dr. Moneypenny is such a queer man that I am never sure when he is telling me the truth. At 

any rate we always add to our names the initials P. R. E. T. T. Y. B. L. U. E. B. A. T. C. H. -- that is to 

say, Philadelphia, Regular, Exchange, Tea, Total, Young, Belles, Lettres, Universal, Experimental, 

Bibliographical, Association, To, Civilize, Humanity -- one letter for each word, which is a decided 

improvement upon Lord Brougham. Dr. Moneypenny will have it that our initials give our true 

character -- but for my life I can't see what he means. 

Notwithstanding the good offices of the Doctor, and the strenuous exertions of the association to get 

itself into notice, it met with no very great success until I joined it. The truth is, the members indulged 

in too flippant a tone of discussion. The papers read every Saturday evening were characterized less by 

depth than buffoonery. They were all whipped syllabub. There was no investigation of first causes, first 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
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principles. There was no investigation of any thing at all. There was no attention paid to that great 

point, the "fitness of things." In short there was no fine writing like this. It was all low -- very! No 

profundity, no reading, no metaphysics -- nothing which the learned call spirituality, and which the 

unlearned choose to stigmatize as cant. [Dr. M. says I ought to spell "cant" with a capital K -- but I 

know better.] 

When I joined the society it was my endeavor to introduce a better style of thinking and writing, and all 

the world knows how well I have succeeded. We get up as good papers now in the P. R. E. T. T. Y. B. L. 

U. E. B. A. T. C. H. as any to be found even in Blackwood. I say, Blackwood, because I have been 

assured that the finest writing, upon every subject, is to be discovered in the pages of that justly 

celebrated Magazine. We now take it for our model upon all themes, and are getting into rapid notice 

accordingly. And, after all, it's not so very difficult a matter to compose an article of the genuine 

Blackwood stamp, if one only goes properly about it. Of course I don't speak of the political articles. 

Everybody knows how they are managed, since Dr. Moneypenny explained it. Mr. Blackwood has a 

pair of tailor's-shears, and three apprentices who stand by him for orders. One hands him the "Times," 

another the "Examiner" and a third a "Culley's New Compendium of Slang-Whang." Mr. B. merely 

cuts out and intersperses. It is soon done -- nothing but "Examiner," "Slang-Whang," and "Times" -- 

then "Times," "Slang-Whang," and "Examiner" -- and then "Times," "Examiner," and "Slang-

Whang." 

But the chief merit of the Magazine lies in its miscellaneous articles; and the best of these come under 

the head of what Dr. Moneypenny calls the bizarreries (whatever that may mean) and what everybody 

else calls the intensities. This is a species of writing which I have long known how to appreciate, 

although it is only since my late visit to Mr. Blackwood (deputed by the society) that I have been made 

aware of the exact method of composition. This method is very simple, but not so much so as the 

politics. Upon my calling at Mr. B.'s, and making known to him the wishes of the society, he received 

me with great civility, took me into his study, and gave me a clear explanation of the whole process. 

"My dear madam," said he, evidently struck with my majestic appearance, for I had on the crimson 

satin, with the green agraffas, and orange-colored auriclas. "My dear madam," said he, "sit down. The 

matter stands thus: In the first place your writer of intensities must have very black ink, and a very big 

pen, with a very blunt nib. And, mark me, Miss Psyche Zenobia!" he continued, after a pause, with the 

most expressive energy and solemnity of manner, "mark me! -- that pen -- must -- never be mended! 

Herein, madam, lies the secret, the soul, of intensity. I assume upon myself to say, that no individual, of 

however great genius ever wrote with a good pen -- understand me, -- a good article. You may take, it 

for granted, that when manuscript can be read it is never worth reading. This is a leading principle in 

our faith, to which if you cannot readily assent, our conference is at an end." 

He paused. But, of course, as I had no wish to put an end to the conference, I assented to a proposition 

so very obvious, and one, too, of whose truth I had all along been sufficiently aware. He seemed pleased, 

and went on with his instructions. 

"It may appear invidious in me, Miss Psyche Zenobia, to refer you to any article, or set of articles, in 

the way of model or study, yet perhaps I may as well call your attention to a few cases. Let me see. 

There was 'The Dead Alive,' a capital thing! -- the record of a gentleman's sensations when entombed 
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before the breath was out of his body -- full of tastes, terror, sentiment, metaphysics, and erudition. 

You would have sworn that the writer had been born and brought up in a coffin. Then we had the 

'Confessions of an Opium-eater' -- fine, very fine! -- glorious imagination -- deep philosophy acute 

speculation -- plenty of fire and fury, and a good spicing of the decidedly unintelligible. That was a nice 

bit of flummery, and went down the throats of the people delightfully. They would have it that 

Coleridge wrote the paper -- but not so. It was composed by my pet baboon, Juniper, over a rummer of 

Hollands and water, 'hot, without sugar.'" [This I could scarcely have believed had it been anybody but 

Mr. Blackwood, who assured me of it.] "Then there was 'The Involuntary Experimentalist,' all about a 

gentleman who got baked in an oven, and came out alive and well, although certainly done to a turn. 

And then there was 'The Diary of a Late Physician,' where the merit lay in good rant, and indifferent 

Greek -- both of them taking things with the public. And then there was 'The Man in the Bell,' a paper 

by-the-by, Miss Zenobia, which I cannot sufficiently recommend to your attention. It is the history of a 

young person who goes to sleep under the clapper of a church bell, and is awakened by its tolling for a 

funeral. The sound drives him mad, and, accordingly, pulling out his tablets, he gives a record of his 

sensations. Sensations are the great things after all. Should you ever be drowned or hung, be sure and 

make a note of your sensations -- they will be worth to you ten guineas a sheet. If you wish to write 

forcibly, Miss Zenobia, pay minute attention to the sensations." 

"That I certainly will, Mr. Blackwood," said I. 

"Good!" he replied. "I see you are a pupil after my own heart. But I must put you au fait to the details 

necessary in composing what may be denominated a genuine Blackwood article of the sensation stamp -

- the kind which you will understand me to say I consider the best for all purposes. 

"The first thing requisite is to get yourself into such a scrape as no one ever got into before. The oven, 

for instance, -- that was a good hit. But if you have no oven or big bell, at hand, and if you cannot 

conveniently tumble out of a balloon, or be swallowed up in an earthquake, or get stuck fast in a 

chimney, you will have to be contented with simply imagining some similar misadventure. I should 

prefer, however, that you have the actual fact to bear you out. Nothing so well assists the fancy, as an 

experimental knowledge of the matter in hand. 'Truth is strange,' you know, 'stranger than fiction' -- 

besides being more to the purpose." 

Here I assured him I had an excellent pair of garters, and would go and hang myself forthwith. 

"Good!" he replied, "do so; -- although hanging is somewhat hacknied. Perhaps you might do better. 

Take a dose of Brandreth's pills, and then give us your sensations. However, my instructions will apply 

equally well to any variety of misadventure, and in your way home you may easily get knocked in the 

head, or run over by an omnibus, or bitten by a mad dog, or drowned in a gutter. But to proceed. 

"Having determined upon your subject, you must next consider the tone, or manner, of your narration. 

There is the tone didactic, the tone enthusiastic, the tone natural -- all common -- place enough. But 

then there is the tone laconic, or curt, which has lately come much into use. It consists in short 

sentences. Somehow thus: Can't be too brief. Can't be too snappish. Always a full stop. And never a 

paragraph. 
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"Then there is the tone elevated, diffusive, and interjectional. Some of our best novelists patronize this 

tone. The words must be all in a whirl, like a humming-top, and make a noise very similar, which 

answers remarkably well instead of meaning. This is the best of all possible styles where the writer is in 

too great a hurry to think. 

"The tone metaphysical is also a good one. If you know any big words this is your chance for them. 

Talk of the Ionic and Eleatic schools -- of Archytas, Gorgias, and Alcmaeon. Say something about 

objectivity and subjectivity. Be sure and abuse a man named Locke. Turn up your nose at things in 

general, and when you let slip any thing a little too absurd, you need not be at the trouble of scratching 

it out, but just add a footnote and say that you are indebted for the above profound observation to the 

'Kritik der reinem Vernunft,' or to the 'Metaphysithe Anfongsgrunde der Noturwissenchaft.' This 

would look erudite and -- and -- and frank. 

"There are various other tones of equal celebrity, but I shall mention only two more -- the tone 

transcendental and the tone heterogeneous. In the former the merit consists in seeing into the nature of 

affairs a very great deal farther than anybody else. This second sight is very efficient when properly 

managed. A little reading of the 'Dial' will carry you a great way. Eschew, in this case, big words; get 

them as small as possible, and write them upside down. Look over Channing's poems and quote what 

he says about a 'fat little man with a delusive show of Can.' Put in something about the Supernal 

Oneness. Don't say a syllable about the Infernal Twoness. Above all, study innuendo. Hint everything -- 

assert nothing. If you feel inclined to say 'bread and butter,' do not by any means say it outright. You 

may say any thing and every thing approaching to 'bread and butter.' You may hint at buck-wheat 

cake, or you may even go so far as to insinuate oat-meal porridge, but if bread and butter be your real 

meaning, be cautious, my dear Miss Psyche, not on any account to say 'bread and butter!' 

I assured him that I should never say it again as long as I lived. He kissed me and continued: 

"As for the tone heterogeneous, it is merely a judicious mixture, in equal proportions, of all the other 

tones in the world, and is consequently made up of every thing deep, great, odd, piquant, pertinent, and 

pretty. 

"Let us suppose now you have determined upon your incidents and tone. The most important portion -- 

in fact, the soul of the whole business, is yet to be attended to -- I allude to the filling up. It is not to be 

supposed that a lady, or gentleman either, has been leading the life of a book worm. And yet above all 

things it is necessary that your article have an air of erudition, or at least afford evidence of extensive 

general reading. Now I'll put you in the way of accomplishing this point. See here!" (pulling down some 

three or four ordinary-looking volumes, and opening them at random). "By casting your eye down 

almost any page of any book in the world, you will be able to perceive at once a host of little scraps of 

either learning or bel-espritism, which are the very thing for the spicing of a Blackwood article. You 

might as well note down a few while I read them to you. I shall make two divisions: first, Piquant Facts 

for the Manufacture of Similes, and, second, Piquant Expressions to be introduced as occasion may 

require. Write now!" -- and I wrote as he dictated. 

"PIQUANT FACTS FOR SIMILES. 'There were originally but three Muses -- Melete, Mneme, Aoede -

- meditation, memory, and singing.' You may make a good deal of that little fact if properly worked. 
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You see it is not generally known, and looks recherche. You must be careful and give the thing with a 

downright improviso air. 

"Again. 'The river Alpheus passed beneath the sea, and emerged without injury to the purity of its 

waters.' Rather stale that, to be sure, but, if properly dressed and dished up, will look quite as fresh as 

ever. 

"Here is something better. 'The Persian Iris appears to some persons to possess a sweet and very 

powerful perfume, while to others it is perfectly scentless.' Fine that, and very delicate! Turn it about a 

little, and it will do wonders. We'll have some thing else in the botanical line. There's nothing goes 

down so well, especially with the help of a little Latin. Write! 

"'The Epidendrum Flos Aeris, of Java, bears a very beautiful flower, and will live when pulled up by 

the roots. The natives suspend it by a cord from the ceiling, and enjoy its fragrance for years.' That's 

capital! That will do for the similes. Now for the Piquant Expressions. 

"PIQUANT EXPRESSIONS. 'The Venerable Chinese novel Ju-Kiao-Li.' Good! By introducing these 

few words with dexterity you will evince your intimate acquaintance with the language and literature of 

the Chinese. With the aid of this you may either get along without either Arabic, or Sanscrit, or 

Chickasaw. There is no passing muster, however, without Spanish, Italian, German, Latin, and Greek. 

I must look you out a little specimen of each. Any scrap will answer, because you must depend upon 

your own ingenuity to make it fit into your article. Now write! 

"'Aussi tendre que Zaire' -- as tender as Zaire-French. Alludes to the frequent repetition of the phrase, 

la tendre Zaire, in the French tragedy of that name. Properly introduced, will show not only your 

knowledge of the language, but your general reading and wit. You can say, for instance, that the 

chicken you were eating (write an article about being choked to death by a chicken-bone) was not 

altogether aussi tendre que Zaire. Write! 

'Van muerte tan escondida, Que no te sienta venir, Porque el plazer del morir, No mestorne a dar la 

vida.' 

"That's Spanish -- from Miguel de Cervantes. 'Come quickly, O death! but be sure and don't let me see 

you coming, lest the pleasure I shall feel at your appearance should unfortunately bring me back again 

to life.' This you may slip in quite a propos when you are struggling in the last agonies with the chicken-

bone. Write! 

'Il pover 'huomo che non se'n era accorto, Andava combattendo, e era morto.' 

That's Italian, you perceive -- from Ariosto. It means that a great hero, in the heat of combat, not 

perceiving that he had been fairly killed, continued to fight valiantly, dead as he was. The application of 

this to your own case is obvious -- for I trust, Miss Psyche, that you will not neglect to kick for at least 

an hour and a half after you have been choked to death by that chicken-bone. Please to write! 
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'Und sterb'ich doch, no sterb'ich denn 

Durch sie -- durch sie!' 

That's German -- from Schiller. 'And if I die, at least I die -- for thee -- for thee!' Here it is clear that 

you are apostrophizing the cause of your disaster, the chicken. Indeed what gentleman (or lady either) 

of sense, wouldn't die, I should like to know, for a well fattened capon of the right Molucca breed, 

stuffed with capers and mushrooms, and served up in a salad-bowl, with orange-jellies en mosaiques. 

Write! (You can get them that way at Tortoni's) -- Write, if you please! 

"Here is a nice little Latin phrase, and rare too, (one can't be too recherche or brief in one's Latin, it's 

getting so common -- ignoratio elenchi. He has committed an ignoratio elenchi -- that is to say, he has 

understood the words of your proposition, but not the idea. The man was a fool, you see. Some poor 

fellow whom you address while choking with that chicken-bone, and who therefore didn't precisely 

understand what you were talking about. Throw the ignoratio elenchi in his teeth, and, at once, you 

have him annihilated. If he dares to reply, you can tell him from Lucan (here it is) that speeches are 

mere anemonae verborum, anemone words. The anemone, with great brilliancy, has no smell. Or, if he 

begins to bluster, you may be down upon him with insomnia Jovis, reveries of Jupiter -- a phrase which 

Silius Italicus (see here!) applies to thoughts pompous and inflated. This will be sure and cut him to the 

heart. He can do nothing but roll over and die. Will you be kind enough to write? 

"In Greek we must have some thing pretty -- from Demosthenes, for example. ! 

[Anerh o pheugoen kai palin makesetai] There is a tolerably good translation of it in Hudibras 

'For he that flies may fight again, 

Which he can never do that's slain.' 

In a Blackwood article nothing makes so fine a show as your Greek. The very letters have an air of 

profundity about them. Only observe, madam, the astute look of that Epsilon! That Phi ought certainly 

to be a bishop! Was ever there a smarter fellow than that Omicron? Just twig that Tau! In short, there 

is nothing like Greek for a genuine sensation-paper. In the present case your application is the most 

obvious thing in the world. Rap out the sentence, with a huge oath, and by way of ultimatum at the 

good-for-nothing dunder-headed villain who couldn't understand your plain English in relation to the 

chicken-bone. He'll take the hint and be off, you may depend upon it." 

These were all the instructions Mr. B. could afford me upon the topic in question, but I felt they would 

be entirely sufficient. I was, at length, able to write a genuine Blackwood article, and determined to do 

it forthwith. In taking leave of me, Mr. B. made a proposition for the purchase of the paper when 

written; but as he could offer me only fifty guineas a sheet, I thought it better to let our society have it, 

than sacrifice it for so paltry a sum. Notwithstanding this niggardly spirit, however, the gentleman 

showed his consideration for me in all other respects, and indeed treated me with the greatest civility. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

33 

His parting words made a deep impression upon my heart, and I hope I shall always remember them 

with gratitude. 

"My dear Miss Zenobia," he said, while the tears stood in his eyes, "is there anything else I can do to 

promote the success of your laudable undertaking? Let me reflect! It is just possible that you may not 

be able, so soon as convenient, to -- to -- get yourself drowned, or -- choked with a chicken-bone, or -- or 

hung, -- or -- bitten by a -- but stay! Now I think me of it, there are a couple of very excellent bull-dogs 

in the yard -- fine fellows, I assure you -- savage, and all that -- indeed just the thing for your money -- 

they'll have you eaten up, auricula and all, in less than five minutes (here's my watch!) -- and then only 

think of the sensations! Here! I say -- Tom! -- Peter! -- Dick, you villain! -- let out those" -- but as I was 

really in a great hurry, and had not another moment to spare, I was reluctantly forced to expedite my 

departure, and accordingly took leave at once -- somewhat more abruptly, I admit, than strict courtesy 

would have otherwise allowed. 

It was my primary object upon quitting Mr. Blackwood, to get into some immediate difficulty, 

pursuant to his advice, and with this view I spent the greater part of the day in wandering about 

Edinburgh, seeking for desperate adventures -- adventures adequate to the intensity of my feelings, and 

adapted to the vast character of the article I intended to write. In this excursion I was attended by one 

negro -- servant, Pompey, and my little lap-dog Diana, whom I had brought with me from Philadelphia. 

It was not, however, until late in the afternoon that I fully succeeded in my arduous undertaking. An 

important event then happened of which the following Blackwood article, in the tone heterogeneous, is 

the substance and result. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/how-to-write-a-blackwood-article 
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STORIES FROM THE ATTIC 

WILLIAM GAY 

 

The following is from William Gay's short story collection, Stories from the Attic. Born in Tennessee in 

1939, William Gay began writing at fifteen and wrote his first novel at twenty-five, but didn't begin 

publishing until well into his fifties. He worked as a TV salesman, in local factories, did construction, hung 

sheetrock, and painted houses to support himself. His works include The Long Home, Provinces of 

Night, I Hate to See That Evening Sun Go Down, Wittgenstein's Lolita, and Twilight. His work has been 

adapted for the screen twice, That Evening Sun (2009) and Bloodworth (2010), with an adaptation of The 

Long Home forthcoming. He died in 2012. 
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RIDING OFF INTO THE SUNSET: STARRING GARY COOPER 

In the west the sun had gone as the last vestiges flared in chromatic red and orange and windrows of 

lavender clouds dulled to smoke gray. Somewhere westward night was already facing him, and he went 

on toward it as if he and the darkness had some appointment to keep. For some time he’d been aware 

of sounds, the equable cries of birds, a truck somewhere laboring through the gears. 

The next morning Bascom woke with light the color of haze heavy on his eyelids, heat bearing down on 

the flesh of his face and throat. His throat felt as if it had been cut with a rusty pocketknife and he had 

a thought to feel and see, but some old caution stayed his hand. Some things are better not known. He 

judged it better to enter into the day with caution, who knows what lay ahead? 

Or behind. He lay very still and tried to locate himself. Where he was, where he’d been. Jagged images 

of the night before came unsequenced and painful, little dayglow snippets of chaos. Like snapshots 

brought back from a demented backroads vacation. He’d been in a car, six or seven men sitting 

crammed tightly shoulder to shoulder. Had there been a woman? He seemed to remember perfume, 

soft drunken laughter. A siren, the systole and diastole of a cruiser’s lights. Riding through the actual 

woods down to a hollow, brush whipping the car, the breathless impact of a tree trunk. The protest of 

warped metal and a final shard of glass falling like an afterthought. 

Running through the woods. One picture of him frozen in air, limbs all outflung and his mouth an O of 

surprise and an outstretched vine or bramble or perhaps clothesline hooking him beneath the chin and 

his terrific momentum slinging him into the air. Later on, the cry of some beast he suspected was yet 

unrecognized by science, some horrible hybrid of loon and mountain cat. Oh Lord, he said aloud, then 

immediately wondered if there’d been anyone about to hear it and opened his eyes to see. 

The first thing he saw was the sun and he wrenched his face away in agony and saw a field of grass, a 

horizon of stems and clover blossoms like trees in miniature. A sky of a malefic bluegreen that seemed 

to be alive, pulsing and throbbing. He looked back into the ball of white pain that stood at midmorning. 

An enormous blue monolith seemed to rise above him, and it took him a few moments to realize that it 

was his left leg distended into the air, rising at a precipitous angle and tending out of sight into the 

malicious sky he wanted no part of. As if some celestial beast or outlaw aberrant angel had snatched 

him up by the left leg to hove him off, found him ungainly or not worth having and departed or simply 

paused to rest. 

Well now, Bascom said tentatively. 

After a time, he realized that the cuff of his jeans was caught on the top of the chain link fence and 

hung him here in dismissal. Well son of a bitch, he thought. Reckon I was chasin something or runnin 

from it. He remembered voices and gunfire and riders and their steeds that seemed to have been 

lithographed on the stormtossed heavens themselves. By inching forward, he was able to jiggle his leg. 

He looked as if he was climbing the fence with his buttocks, using them as a snake uses its ribs. In this 
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manner he was able to accumulate enough slack in the denim to wrench his leg free. He rolled 

backward and sat up in the grass with his legs folded under him and his face in his hands. 

Oh Lord, he said. A person ought not have to live like this. 

He looked about cautiously, like a player sweating over the last down card in a poker game. Who knew 

what he’d find? A dead body, a canvas bag of money stenciled First National Bank, a knife with blood 

crusted on its blade, a dead sheriff with a bloody and unserved warrant clutched in his fist. But there 

was just the fierce arsenical green of the field he was in, a distant treeline, birds moving above it like 

random or malignant spores on a glass slide. When he rose he noticed the white flaps of his pockets 

turned wrong side out and when he patted himself down he found he had no more than the nothing 

whatsoever he’d come into the world with. Just these ragged vestments of jeans and tee shirt. A right 

shoe. But he was of a philosophical turn of mind and this served him in good stead here. If you don’t 

know what you had you can’t miss it when it’s gone. 

He judged the road southward for he’d seen the sun glare off the tops of occasional cars and, as this 

was the only sign of civilization he’d seen, he followed the chainlink fence toward it through the 

stunned hot silence of the day. He was enormously thirsty and all he could think of was water. When 

the fence ended by the roadbed momentary indecision halted him. He looked left, he looked right. Right 

was touched by some vague familiarity, ephemeral as social memory and, never one for covering the 

same ground twice, he turned left and plodded along the shoulder of the road head down as if he were 

looking for something he’d lost among the brackery of dewberry vines and honeysuckle. 

Each footfall brought a shock of electricity to his brain. As if his feet completed some bygone telluric 

circuit when they touched the earth. He thought of white rats and other small laboratory animals 

whose job it was to close the electrical circuit painfully until they learned better. He began to feel 

watched by some celestial scientists that studied him from on high, watched one step after another. This 

is an exceedingly slow subject, why doesn’t he learn? But Bascom was of an optimistic nature and after 

he began to sweat he felt better, and he thought if he could find some water he might actually live. 

He saw the sign long before he could read the letters and beyond it the screen of a drive-in theater and 

the green of earth shaped in curved tiers where the rowed speaker posts stood like some esoteric crops. 

Centered in the back of the convoluted earth a white stucco building warped itself up out of the 

sundazed landscape. Past that a white frame house sat in the blue shade of the hills. 

A figure he judged female was moving purposefully along a row of speakers at some obscene chore, 

bending and straightening, stooping and rising up the rows going on like someone picking cotton. After 

a time she turned past the white building toward the house in the woods and vanished in the trees. 

He could read the sign now. FREE CAR THURSDAY, it said. He stopped and studied it bemusedly 

perhaps looking for amendments, fine print. There was none. He wondered what day it was. He spat a 

cottony mass onto the roadbed. Probably a catch to it, he said aloud. He went on. 
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He was soon upon the car itself. It was sitting aloft parked on a platform framed atop creosoted poles. 

A ramp of sawmill lumber led from the earth up to the platform. Bascom crossed and peered through 

the fence. A faded green Studebaker that looked as if it had been ridden hard and illy used. But free 

was free and a gift mouth not to be examined. It had presumably been driven up the steep ramp. 

He left the roadbed. He turned in where a narrow cherted drive branched off past a sign that said Star 

Vue Drive-In and crossed between the screen where it rose enormous on tall posts and an untenanted 

ticket booth and followed the curving drive to the stucco building. 

He walked all around the building. He was looking for a spigot, but he didn’t find one. He felt dry as 

gunpowder, weightless as dry leaves. He pushed open a door hinged to open either way like the batwing 

doors of a saloon. Hey in there, he called. No answer. Just the hum of machinery, the whir of an unseen 

fan blowing. Looking about he saw that he was in the concession stand, a cornucopia of boxed candy 

bars and gum, bagged potato chips, and the soda fountain with its gleaming chrome appurtenances. Its 

cunning pump levers like knobbed gearshifts. Compartmented paper cups you pulled free one by one, a 

sliding door under the counter that revealed miniature ice cubes in a stainless-steel bin. 

He’d learned how to work the dispenser and he’d finished a Coca-Cola and half an Orange Crush 

when the door opened and a redhaired woman stepped through it. She was looking back over her 

shoulder and didn’t see Bascom until she’d slammed into him. Shit, she said, and leapt away wildeyed, 

orange soda all down her front. 

What are you doing in here? Who are you? 

Bascom was picking up ice cubes and replacing them in the paper cup. He looked about for something 

to mop up the soda. 

I just come in off the road. I was needin a drink of water. 

I guess if you was broke you’d just walk in a bank and help yourself, she said. Just fill up your pockets 

and be gone. 

I been broke all my life and ain’t robbed no bank yet. 

Well, you’re young, she said. Give yourself time. No need in rushing into things. 

Bascom set the ice on the counter and studied her. She had bright green eyes and pale skin faintly 

freckled. A medusa-like head of red curls sprayed so heavily in place they seemed to have been glazed 

and fired in a kiln. He judged her somewhere in her forties, maybe forty-five. She was dressed heavily 

for the weather in warm men’s clothing and he could tell nothing about her body. 

Well? Do you want to see my teeth? 
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What? 

You’re looking me over like a horse at an auction barn. 

He looked away and said nothing. 

You just pushed the door open and walked in like you owned the place. We’re closed here. You can’t 

show movies in the daytime. 

I was just lookin for a faucet and couldn’t find one. I’ll get a drink and be on my way. 

On your way to where? 

I don’t know. Whatever’s down that road. 

Where’d you come from? 

He gave a one-armed gesture so meaningless it seemed to encompass the horizon, the world itself, 

nowhere at all. 

Haven’t you got folks? 

He finished off the orange drink and crunched the ice cubes in his teeth. He’d never seen ice cubes that 

cunning and small. As if they’d been served only half-grown. He’d always been perplexed by the origin 

of things and he wondered how they were formed. 

Everybody’s got folks or he wouldn’t be here, he said. But mine are all dead. I’m an orphan. I fell in 

with a bad bunch and got robbed. It is a rough bunch on the road these days. What about that car? 

What about it? 

Is it free like the sign says? 

We hold a drawing on Thursday night. A raffle. All week long the tickets are put into a box and one is 

drawn out. If the person who bought that ticket is here, he wins the car. 

It still seems fixed to me. You got to already have a car to win this car. 

No. We get a lot of walkers. It’s hard times. Lots of folks don’t have a car. 

Oh. Then it ain’t really free. 
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What? 

If you have to buy a ticket and come to the show. 

The car is free. You buy the ticket to see the movie and speaking of free, the drinks are not. They’re 

fifteen cents apiece. 

Like I told you I was robbed. They turned my pockets wrong side out. I reckon I owe you fifteen cents. 

He wadded the cup, wondering if there was some kind of chemical test she could do to detect residue of 

Coca-Cola amidst the Orange, a lie detector test. You got something I could do to work it off? 

I’d not charge a thirsty man for a cold drink. Even one who helped himself without asking. But there’s 

work here if you want to make a few dollars. 

He had given up on the Studebaker. No free car today. 

He went out dragging an enormous aluminum garbage can into the rowed speakers and stopped to 

survey the grounds. They were strewn with popcorn bags and Coke cups and cigarette packs and 

napkins. Windtossed paper that looked like debris from some huge storm. Every son of a bitch that 

passed in the night must of just raked out his car and drove off, he said. 

But it was light easy work and he went at it with a good heart, down the tiers picking up scrap 

bothhanded like a man picking cotton. Sweat soaked his shirt as he worked, but it was good to be in a 

day that seemed guided by purpose. He began to whistle some old lost song from his childhood. He’d 

police an area around the can then he’d move the garbage can and commence again. When the can was 

full, he dumped it into a steel mesh incinerator behind the concession stand and set it afire and went 

back to the field. Once when he was dumping the can into the mesh cylinder she came out to check on 

him. Well, she told him, you will work. I’ll say that for you. 

On the last tier next to the woods the findings were of a different nature. Beer cans, a few half-pint 

bottles. A thin tube of latex like a sea fluke left by the recession of a briny tide. Eros’s calling card, a 

semenstained container love had come in. I ain’t touchin that, he said aloud. He hunkered on the earth 

to think about it. He didn’t know what the protocol was here. He wondered what she did in this 

situation. Should he go ask her? How to phrase it? He couldn’t think of a delicate way to put it, and 

perhaps it had never happened before. As so often it was of no moment. At length he rose and caught it 

up on a length of a stick and carried it out to the garbage can, holding his arm stiffly extended and 

slightly to the side as if germs were blowing off it. 

When the last papers were burned, he sat for a time behind the concession stand in the shaded silence 

and just listened to the day. Every sound seemed separate and distinct, a thing to itself, and each 

seemed to possess significance beyond themselves, as if each sound stood for something. A truck passed 

on some distant unseen road. Doves called from the woods beyond the house, soft and sad as if they had 

some loss to mourn to him about. He looked up. The sky was cloudless and blue and bottomless and 
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within it birds shifted and spun in the wind’s keep like small dark kites that had come untethered. He 

rose to go inside and tell her he was finished. For the first time in weeks he felt at peace with himself. 

That night he was inside the dark booth watching as the projectionist showed a Gary Cooper western 

of one man backed to the wall and ultimately making his stand. To Bascom the projectionist tending his 

whirring machines was an alchemist laboring over his potions. As if he’d concocted this parable, 

decoded it from some collective unconscious. Never had Bascom seen rugged individualism so 

rewarded, yet so neatly thwarted. He watched as the projectionist switched between the reels, learned 

to watch for the white circle in the upper right hand corner of the frame that signaled the end of the 

reel: ever after he would imagine this appearing to him like a sign of a celestial guidance and he would 

know that whatever particular reel he was in was ending, and he would think, got to go, time to fold 

these cards, time to walk off down the road. Start another show. 

Long after the lights had come on and the last car gone, he was still transfixed by the play he’d seen. As 

if in some manner he’d acquired a friend in Gary Cooper, some stoic black and white familiar who’d 

stand beside him when the going got tough. 

How’d you like that part where his wife finally shoots that last outlaw? he asked. 

I’ve seen it too many times, the woman said. I always know what’s coming. I don’t even like movies 

anymore. The bad guy always gets shot, the good guy always gets the girl. It never shows what happens 

after that. 

Her name was Willodene Roth and he’d learned she was from Michigan. 

How’d you wind up way down here, he asked. 

My husband was looking for the ideal spot to drink himself to death, she said. He figured this was the 

perfect place. As it turned out, he was right. 

She was cleaning the grill. Bascom was sweeping up cigarette butts and trampled Coke cups. 

I don’t see how you’ve managed to run this place, he said. Sellin tickets and all. Cookin all night, these 

hamburgers and all. It’s run us both to death. 

I had a helper until a few nights ago, she said. She was at emptying the cash register, stowing the money 

in a white canvas bag. 

Why’d he quit? 

He didn’t quit. I fired him. 

How come? Looks like you’d need the help. 
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I didn’t need that kind of help, she said. He knew I was a widow and he thought that gave him a license 

to take advantage. 

Mmmm, Bascom said. At the back of his mind he’d been idly wondering where he was going to sleep 

tonight and guessed this told him where he wasn’t. 

He wound up sleeping on a sort of chaise lounge in the concession stand. From the house she brought 

blankets, a pillow. There’s a shower back there in the bathroom, she told him. I don’t want to get 

personal, but I believe you could stand one. I guess hygiene is different on the road. 

When she’d gone he examined the place at his leisure. There was a back room with a freezer. He 

opened it, cold air smoked out. Bags of frozen hamburgers, neat bundles of wieners corded in their 

plastic sarcophagus. He’d never seen such largesse. In the other room tiers of cartoned candy bars, 

each identical in the cellophane wrapper. So accessible all you had to do was tear off the paper. The 

Coke machine was inexhaustible as the lemonade spring told of in some old song. 

He ate three leftover hot dogs and a bag of potato chips and then he ate a candy bar and drank a cherry 

cola. He looked about. Well now, he said. He was enormously content, master of his domain, lord of all 

he surveyed. He’d been idly thinking about lovestarved widows and lonely mile-scarred drifters, but 

this no longer seemed applicable here. At length he made his bed, crawled into it and pulled up the 

covers. He lay for a time, marveling at the switchbacks and reversals life can take, the odd trips it can 

take you on. This very morning he’d awakened lost and penniless, even the next meal a dim prospect. 

Now he was sated and content, semiproprietor of a prosperous business. For a while he lay as he tried 

to concoct a plan to jerry-rig the drawing for the car. An accomplice perhaps, raising aloft the ticket 

Bascom had slipped him. That’s me, the accomplice cried, that’s my number. 

But the day had been too full and he was enormously weary. The icemaker made a comforting drone. 

His eyes closed. When he opened them halfdozing he imagined his head was resting on the bone of a 

saddle, the ceiling sprent with stars, and that from the dying campfire Coop watched him with bemused 

and tolerant eyes. Regret haunted him already for all that was lost to him as he went on, Coop 

shrugged sadly and rode off. 

__________________________________ 

From Stories from the Attic by William Gay. Used with permission of the publisher, Dzanc Books. 

Copyright © 2022 by William Gay. 

 

https://lithub.com/stories-from-the-attic/  

  

https://www.dzancbooks.org/our-books/stories-from-the-attic
https://lithub.com/stories-from-the-attic/
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Visualising Bubbles (1500–1906) 

 

 

Detail from an 18th-century Memento mori created by a guild in Stary Sącz, Poland – Source. 

We have entered the dog days of July in the Northern Hemisphere, with a heat wave bringing Europe to a 

rolling boil, and thoughts of sea, shade, or cooler climes to many people’s minds. Writing of a shadowed 

garden, Spanish poet Luis Cernuda (in Stephen Kessler’s translation) captures the lethargy of this weather and 

the pleasures of relief: how the summer atmosphere can feel “light, afloat; the world turning slowly, like a 

soap bubble, delicate, iridescent, unreal”. While soap froth has existed since at least the time of Mesopotamia, 

the fragility, iridescence, and impermanence that Cernuda describes started to bubble into the West’s visual 

imagination during the sixteenth century. Like the substance itself, which binds to all kinds of grime, soap 

bubbles make for sticky symbols, assuming disparate associations — from innocence to vanitas, physics to 

politics — in the artist’s eye. 

Despite a monkey who seemed to be huffing bubbles in the 1480s, and the reed-blowing youth of Pieter 

Bruegel the Elder’s Children’s Games (1560), the earliest explicit soap bubble in painting is often credited to 

a panel on the back of Cornelis Ketel’s Portrait of Adam Wachendorff (1574). The front shows the secretary 

Wachendorff performing scribal duties, holding a letter freshly sealed above his inkwell and pen. Yet the 

painting’s frame reminds him that his writing, like all else, will fade too soon. “Sermo Dei Æternus Caetera 

Omnia Caduca”, reads the text: the word of the lord is forever and all else transient. Unlike the speaker of 

Andrew Marvell’s famous seduction, Ketel does not choose “time’s winged chariot” to chafe at 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Memento_mori,_from_Poland.jpg
https://books.google.fi/books?id=CypSDwAAQBAJ&pg=PT235
https://blogs.bl.uk/digitisedmanuscripts/2012/04/monkeys-in-the-margins.html
https://daily.jstor.org/the-soap-bubble-trope/
https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/SK-A-4046
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Wachendorff’s back. Instead, he paints a bubble boy. Yet like the scribe himself, we are blinkered to this 

symbol of impermanence: the Rijksmuseum has not shared photographs of the verso, which shows a curly 

haired putto blowing suds. He is wreathed by Greek that reads: man is a bubble. 

 

Verso of Cornelis Ketel's Portrait of Adam Wachendorff, 1574 – Source 

https://www.paintingsbefore1800.com/PaintingsC/page56.html
https://www.paintingsbefore1800.com/PaintingsC/page56.html
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Ketel’s Portrait is an early example of using soap bubbles to represent vanitas — the transience of life and 

surety of death — while his putto plays the role of an allegorical figure associated with the emblem tradition 

of homo bulla. We find similar scenes in Netherlandish engravings and paintings, dating through the 

eighteenth century, by Raphael Sadeler (I), Jacques de Gheyn (II), Hendrick Goltzius, and Johannes de Groot 

(II). Across these images, lounging children blow bubbles while resting on skulls, as extinguished candle 

stubs and smoking urns create a cloudscape overhead. There is a kind of primordial equation here between 

life and enclosure. Like soap and water, the spirit cannot be separated from its etymological link 

to expiration. “Who first had the thought that the world is nothing but the soap bubble of an all-encompassing 

breath?”, asks the philosopher Peter Sloterdijk in Bubbles, while, during his Essay on Man, Alexander Pope 

imagines individuals as “bubbles on the sea of matter borne, / They rise, they break, and to that sea return”. 

Karel Dujardin’s 1663 Boy Blowing Smoke Bubbles seems to speak to the delicate membrane between our 

lives as distinct beings and what Freud — building on his correspondence with Romain Rolland — described 

as an oceanic pull: “a sensation of ‘eternity’, a feeling of something limitless, unbounded”. In the painting, a 

sashed youth blows bubbles while balancing on a clamshell amid dark and choppy waters. In place of a pearl, 

a giant surfactant orb rests beneath his left foot, the last piece of a necklace originating from the deeps. 

Spending time with this painting, we get the sense that it is “bubbles all the way down”, as it were — that the 

borders between soul, body, and world could, in an instant, pop. 

From the mid-eighteenth century, artists turned their back on vanitas toward a focus on technique, 

melancholy, physics, and politics. Greater attention to the material details of bubbles may have come from 

longer-lasting soap, marketed explicitly for blowing by merchants such as Andrew Pears in Soho. A painting 

by Jean-Baptiste-Siméon Chardin dampens allegory to highlight the luster of its bubble’s edgeless body: a 

curved plane that throws sparkling light. Chardin’s painting, claims the soap-bubble scholar Sabine 

Mödersheim, marks a shift in cultural narratives of childhood, when bubbles became “much more about 

personal melancholy, mourning one’s own childhood being gone rather than the general idea of vanitas and 

fleeting time.” 

https://www.cabinetmagazine.org/issues/9/coue_modersheim.php
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24575130
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/2428/2428-h/2428-h.htm
https://books.google.fi/books?id=WP-ADAAAQBAJ&pg=PA171
https://www.cabinetmagazine.org/issues/9/coue_modersheim.php
https://www.cabinetmagazine.org/issues/9/coue_modersheim.php
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Jean Baptiste Chardin, Les Bulles de Savon (Soap Bubbles), ca. 1734 – Source. 

If the bubble’s brief lifespan prompted considerations of vanitas and melancholy, its shape offered a vantage 

onto the laws of color, light, and space. Pelagio Palagi’s 1827 Newton’s Discovery of the Refraction of 

Light envisions the scientist finding revelation in the stuff of child’s play. As Isaac Disraeli recorded with pith 

in Curiosities of Literature: “Newton is indebted for many of his great discoveries… he observes boys 

blowing soap bubbles, and the properties of light display themselves!” In addition to the body-as-bubble, 

there seems to be a parallel between this soapy form and the stuff of thought — the bubble catching Newton’s 

eye in Palagi’s work is at once a demonstration of optical interference and a painterly technique for 

visualizing units of undiscovered knowledge, retrievable from the external world. An astounding 1883 

mezzotint by Alexandre-Blaise Desgoffe demonstrates the principles of interference up close, displaying a 

kaleidoscopic window mirrored in the soap bubble, which, in turn, becomes a window onto understanding the 

physical properties of light. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Soap_Bubbles_LACMA_M.79.251.jpg
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/16350/16350-h/16350-h.htm
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24138152
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Buy as a Print 

https://publicdomainreview.org/product/soap-bubble?utm_source=pdr&utm_medium=inpost&utm_campaign=prints&utm_content=pic
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Alexandre-Blaise Desgoffe, Soap Bubble, 1882 – Source. 

The nineteenth century is notable for its use of soap bubble pipes in a micro-genre of caricature, where the 

same joke gets made about varying political concerns. An 1803 hand-colored etching shows George III 

puffing bubbles, filled with a tiny Napoleon and the words “flat bottom boats”, “invasion”, and “little ships”. 

In short, the king is not concerned. Boney blows back in an anonymous 1813 print, where he sits surrounded 

by bubbles labeled with capitals and countries of conquest — the most recent being Rome, which his son, 

king of the city from birth, reaches toward. In the midst of making “Europe”, Napoleon’s basin spills to the 

floor, but he is not yet aware of its fall: a premonition of what the future holds. The trope merges with our 

modern sense of “economic bubble” in an illustration for Puck by Udo J. Keppler titled “Wall Street 

Bubbles:—Always the Same”, showing J. P. Morgan as a bull in both senses, blowing “inflated values” 

toward a desirous crowd: a commentary on the Panic of 1901. 

And then, of course, there are countless images primarily about the simple magic of soap bubbles — and they 

are indeed wondrous. A gang of enraptured boys tussle and bubble in an engraving from Claudine Bouzonnet-

Stella’s 1657 series about The Games and Pleasures of Childhood; a joyous mother produces perfectly 

rounded specimens for her son beneath a plum tree in a mid-eighteenth century woodblock print by Suzuki 

Harunobu; and various turn-of-the-twentieth-century photographs capture children completely absorbed in 

their task. As they fix upon the tiny fleeting world they have exhaled inside of soap film, we do something 

different: glance over a scene preserved by the capsule that is film stock. And this gets us to the hollow core 

of soap bubbles in visual art, no matter the medium. In depicting their fragility, representation robs bubbles of 

something essential to their form — the ability not to be. 

Text by Hunter Dukes 

 

 

SOURCE Various  

 

UNDERLYING WORK 

RIGHTS 
PD Worldwide  

 DIGITAL COPY RIGHTS Various  

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/fxw4nqxe/images?id=zjjdhg3z
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-games-and-pleasures-of-childhood-1657
https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/hunter-dukes
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/Various,%20see%20image%20links
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#pd-worldwide
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#digital-various
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DOWNLOAD 
Right click on image, or see source for high res 

versiosn 

 

Detail from Pieter Bruegel the Elder, Children's Games, 1560 – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Pieter_Bruegel_the_Elder_-_Children%E2%80%99s_Games_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
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Verso of Cornelis Ketel's Portrait of Adam Wachendorff, 1574 – Source 

https://www.paintingsbefore1800.com/PaintingsC/page56.html
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Raphael Sadeler (I), Allegory of Transitoriness, after Maarten de Vos, ca. 1590 – Source 

https://www.britishmuseum.org/collection/object/P_1937-0915-158
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Workshop of Hendrick Goltzius, Homo bulla (Man is a bubble), after Agostino Carracci, 1590 – Source 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-P-OB-10.228
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Workshop of Hendrick Goltzius, Homo bulla (Man is a bubble), 1594 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.367035
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Jacques de Gheyn (II), Allegory on Transience and Equality in Death, 1599 – Source 

https://www.britishmuseum.org/collection/object/P_1895-0915-1031
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Jan Harmensz. Muller (?), Bellenblazend kind (Bubble-blowing child), ca. 1600 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.345179
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Jacques de Gheyn II, Vanitas Still Life, 1603 – Source 

 

David Bailly, Self-Portrait with Vanitas Symbols, 1651 – Source 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/436485
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:David_Bailly_Vanitas1651.jpg
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Claudine Bouzonnet-Stella, “Les Bouteilles de Savon”, from from Les Jeux et Plaisirs de l'Enfance (1657) 

– Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Stella_-_Jeux_d%27enfants_08_-_Bouteilles_de_savon,_F17BOU005386.jpg
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Karel Dujardin, Boy Blowing Soap Bubbles, 1663 – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Karel_Dujardin_-_Boy_Blowing_Soap_Bubbles._Allegory_on_the_Transitoriness_and_the_Brevity_of_Life_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
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Jan van der Bruggen, Bellenblazende jongens (Bubble-blowing boys), after David Teniers (II), ca. 1670 

– Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.43278
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Matthys Naiveu, Boy and Girl Blowing Soap Bubbles, ca. 1675 – Source 

 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Matthys_Naiveu_-_Boy_and_Girl_Blowing_Soap_Bubbles_-_WGA16413.jpg
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Gilliam van der Gouwen, Gezeten putto die bellen blaast (Seated putto blowing bubbles), after Jan Hoogsaat, 

ca. 1700 – Source 

 

Anonymous, Bubble-blowing Boy, after Willem Wissing, ca. 1700 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.117985
http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.46894
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Pieter Schenk (I), Vanitas Still Life with Flower-Wreathed Skull, ca. 1700 – Source 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-P-OB-9319
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Sébastien Leclerc (I), Doorsnede van de Aarde met bellenblazende engel en fles met bubbels (Cross-section of 

Earth with bubble-blowing angel and a bubble bottle), 1706 – Source 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-P-OB-72.586
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Adriaen van der Werff (manner of), Bubble-blowing Girl with a Vanitas Still Life, ca. 1680–1775 – Source 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/SK-A-2347
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Jean Baptiste Chardin, Les Bulles de Savon (Soap Bubbles), ca. 1734 – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Soap_Bubbles_LACMA_M.79.251.jpg
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Johannes de Groot (II), Allegorie op de vergankelijkheid (Vanitas) (Allegory of impermanence, or, Vanity), 

after Johannes de Boekhorst, 1745 – Source 

 

Suzuki Harunobu, Blowing Soap Bubbles Under the Plum Blossom, ca. 1750 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.43929
https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/55590
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Anonymous (Dutch), A Boy Blowing Smoke Bubbles, ca. 1750 – Source 

https://sammlung.staedelmuseum.de/en/work/a-boy-blowing-soap-bubbles
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18th-century Memento mori created by a guild in Stary Sącz, Poland – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Memento_mori,_from_Poland.jpg
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Johann Georg Wille, Zeepbellen blazende jongen (Soap-bubble boy), after Caspar Netscher, 1761 – Source 

 

Charles Amédée Philippe Van Loo, Soap Bubbles, 1764 – Source 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-P-OB-56.145
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Charles_Am%C3%A9d%C3%A9e_Philippe_Van_Loo,_Soap_Bubbles,_1764,_NGA_32579.jpg
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Toyomasa Ishikawa, A youth is shown in a house making offerings before a figure of Ebisu, and outside 

seven boys are blowing soap bubbles. Ebisu-ko — The Festival of Ebisu (Provider of Daily Food), 1770 

– Source 

 

https://digitalcollections.nypl.org/items/5805f8f0-372e-0135-1708-75caed891ddf
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Abraham Delfos, Bellenblazende jongen (Bubble-blowing boy), after Caspar Netscher, ca. 1780 – Source 

 

James Gillray, The Bubbles of Opposition, 1788 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.183645
https://collections.britishart.yale.edu/catalog/tms:41793
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De Vinck, Information des journées du 5 et 6 octobre 1789 : le voila donc enfin ce secret plein d'horreur ! ! ! 

! (Information from the days of October 5 and 6, 1789: The horrible secret is finally here), 1790 – Source 

https://gallica.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/btv1b6944246w.r=Les%20Bulles%20de%20savon?rk=42918;4
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Anonymous, Bulles du 18e siècle, 1791 – Source 

https://gallica.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/btv1b69445517.r=Les%20Bulles%20de%20savon?rk=150215;2
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Abraham Delfos, Vanitas, 1796 – Source 

 

Jean Jacques de Boissieu, Soap Bubbles, 1799 – Source 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-T-1918-350
https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/343540
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Anthonie van den Bos, Bellenblazende putti (Bubble-blowing putti), after Jacob de Wit, ca. 1800 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.85905
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Lambertus Antonius Claessens, Bellenblazende jongen (Bubble-blowing boy), after David Teniers, ca. 1800 

– Source 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-P-1888-A-12460
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Playing at Bubbles, a hand-coloured etching published by Piercy Roberts, 1803 – Source 

https://www.britishmuseum.org/collection/object/P_1868-0808-7142
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James Gillray, The Theatrical Bubble, 1805 – Source 

 

Boney at Bayonne Blowing a Spanish Bubble, published by Thos. Tegg, 1808 – Source 

https://collections.britishart.yale.edu/catalog/tms:25386
https://www.loc.gov/item/2006681466/
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T. B., Sic transit gloria mundi (And thus passes the glory of the world), 1809 – Source 

https://www.britishmuseum.org/collection/object/P_1868-0808-7738
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Anonymous, Napoleon Blowing Bubbles, ca. 1813 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.388864
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Wijnand Esser, Napoleon als bellenblazer (Napoleon as bubble-blower), 1815 – Source 

 

Pelagio Palagi, Newton's Discovery of the Refraction of Light, 1827 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.432628
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Pelagio_Palagi_-_Newton%27s_Discovery_of_the_Refraction_of_Light_-_WGA16864.jpg
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Charles Philipon, Les Bulles de savon (Soap bubbles), 1831 – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Les_Bulles_de_savon_%28Charles_Philipon%29.jpg
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Halbot Knight Browne, Two Children Blowing Bubbles in the Company of a Skeleton, ca. 1850 – Source 

https://www.themorgan.org/drawings/item/366300
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Hermann Carl Eduard Biewend, Mathilde and Luise Biewend Blowing Soap-Bubbles, 1855. Gift of Phyllis 

Lambert, Montreal, 1988 – Source 

https://www.gallery.ca/collection/artwork/mathilde-and-luise-biewend-blowing-soap-bubbles-dr-pfunds-garden-st-georg
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Thomas Couture, Soap Bubbles, ca. 1859 – Source 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/436030
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Lithograph printed by J. H. Bufford titled The secession bubble. “It must burst”, ca. 1862 – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/pictures/item/2003689296/
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Title page from Francis Bond Head, Bubbles from the Brunnen of Nassau by an Old Man, 7th edition 

(London: John Murray, 1866) – Source 

http://access.bl.uk/item/viewer/ark:/81055/vdc_000000053ADE#?c=0&m=0&s=0&cv=10&xywh=-142%2C-116%2C2826%2C2215
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Édouard Manet, Les Bulles de savon (Soap bubbles), 1867 – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Boy_Blowing_Bubbles_Edouard_Manet.jpg
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Stereograph by M. M. Griswold, Blowing Bubbles, 1870 – Source 

https://www.getty.edu/art/collection/object/1070YC


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

97 

 

Trade card for Adin Cook, Dealer in Fancy and Staple Groceries, ca. 1850–1900 – Source 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/muohio_digital_collections/3093013347/
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Trade card for Geo A. Reynolds, Dealer in Boots, Shoes & Rubbers, ca. 1850–1900 – Source 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/muohio_digital_collections/3093772122/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

99 

 

Untitled Japanese drawing of maple leaves in a bubble, 1878 – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/resource/jpd.01179/
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Jacob Maris, Two Girls Blowing Bubbles, ca. 1880 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.9784
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Alexandre-Blaise Desgoffe, Soap Bubble, 1882 – Source 

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/fxw4nqxe/images?id=zjjdhg3z
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Cover art by Friedrich Graetz for an 1883 issue of Puck – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/pictures/item/2012645469/
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John Everett Millais, Bubbles, chromolithograph after J. E. Millais, 1886 – Source 

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/ffaxru5q
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Illustration from Roma White, Brownies and Roseleaves, 1892, reproduced in An Illustrated List of Christmas 

Books Published by A. D. Innes & Company, 1893 – Source 

http://access.bl.uk/item/viewer/ark:/81055/vdc_000000044B98#?cv=261&c=0&m=0&s=0&xywh=0%2C-322%2C2603%2C2659
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Micajah C. Henley's photograph of Earl and Harry Henley, who blows bubbles, ca. 1893. The Indiana Album 

(Henley Family Glass Negatives) – Source 

http://indianaalbum.pastperfectonline.com/photo/6BDE825F-D318-4144-939C-428948944404
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Art nouveau advertisement for Chiozza e Turchi soap makers, Pontelagoscuro, Italy, 1899 – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/pictures/item/2004675141/
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Taber Prang Art Co., Bubbles, ca. 1899 – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2012645700/
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Jony, Elf rent zeepbellen achterna (Elf runs after soap bubbles), ca. 1900 – Source 

http://hdl.handle.net/10934/RM0001.COLLECT.360993
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Udo J. Keppler, Wall Street Bubbles — Always the Same, 1901 – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2010651412/
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Cover art by Udo Keppler for a 1903 issue of Puck – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/pictures/resource/ppmsca.25767/
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Edward S. Curtis, Who Can Blow the Hardest?, ca. 1904 – Source 

https://www.loc.gov/item/2009633578/
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Photographs from Meredith Nugent, New Games and Amusements (New York: Doubleday, Page & Company, 

1905) – Source 

https://archive.org/details/newgamesamusemen00nuge/page/12/mode/1up?view=theater


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

113 

 

Annie W. Brigman, The Bubble, photograph on Japanese washi paper, ca. 1906 – Source 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/visualising-bubbles 

  

https://sammlungonline.mkg-hamburg.de/en/object/The-Bubble/P1988.H.223/dc00037269?s=bubble&h=0
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/visualising-bubbles
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VIRGINIA WOOLF, “A HAUNTED HOUSE” (1921) 

FROM THE COLLECTION HAUNTED TALES: CLASSIC STORIES OF GHOSTS AND THE 

SUPERNATURAL, EDITED BY LESLIE S. KLINGER AND LISA MORTON 

 

The following is a story from the collection Haunted Tales: Classic Stories of Ghosts and the Supernatural, 

edited by Leslie S. Klinger and Lisa Morton. 

 

Lisa Morton is a screenwriter, author, anthologist, and the editor of the acclaimed Ghosts: A Haunted 

History. She is a six-time winner of the Bram Stoker Award, a recipient of the Black Quill Award, and 

winner of the 2012 Grand Prize from the Halloween Book Festival. A lifelong Californian, she lives in 

North Hills, California, and can be found online at www.lisamorton.com. 
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Leslie S. Klinger is one of the world's foremost authorities on Sherlock Holmes. He is the editor of the 

three-volume The New Annotated Sherlock Holmes. The first two volumes, The Complete Short Stories, 

won the Edgar for Best Critical/Biographical work. He is also the editor of the hugely successful The New 

Annotated H. P. Lovecraft. Klinger is a member of the Baker Street Irregulars and lives in Malibu, 

California. 

Whatever hour you woke there was a door shutting. From room to room they went, hand in hand, lifting 

here, opening there, making sure—a ghostly couple. 

“Here we left it,” she said. And he added, “Oh, but here too!” “It’s upstairs,” she murmured. “And in the 

garden,” he whispered “Quietly,” they said, “or we shall wake them.” 

But it wasn’t that you woke us. Oh, no. “They’re looking for it; they’re drawing the curtain,” one might 

say, and so read on a page or two. 

“Now they’ve found it,” one would be certain, stopping the pencil on the margin. And then, tired of 

reading, one might rise and see for oneself, the house all empty, the doors standing open, only the wood 

pigeons bubbling with content and the hum of the threshing machine sounding from the farm. 

“What did I come in here for? What did I want to find?” My hands were empty. “Perhaps it’s upstairs 

then?” The apples were in the loft. And so down again, the garden still as ever, only the book had slipped 

into the grass. 

But they had found it in the drawing room. Not that one could ever see them. The window panes reflected 

apples, reflected roses; all the leaves were green in the glass. If they moved in the drawing room, the apple 

only turned its yellow side. 

Yet, the moment after, if the door was opened, spread about the floor, hung upon the walls, pendant from 

the ceiling—what? My hands were empty. The shadow of a thrush crossed the carpet; from the deepest 

wells of silence the wood pigeon drew its bubble of sound. 

“Safe, safe, safe,” the pulse of the house beat softly. “The treasure buried; the room…” the pulse stopped 

short. Oh, was that the buried treasure? 

A moment later the light had faded. Out in the garden then? But the trees spun darkness for a wandering 

beam of sun. So fine, so rare, coolly sunk beneath the surface the beam I sought always burnt behind the 

glass. 

Death was the glass; death was between us; coming to the woman first, hundreds of years ago, leaving the 

house, sealing all the windows; the rooms were darkened. He left it, left her, went North, went East, saw 

the stars turned in the Southern sky; sought the house, found it dropped beneath the Downs. “Safe, safe, 

safe,” the pulse of the house beat gladly. “The Treasure yours.” 
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The wind roars up the avenue. Trees stoop and bend this way and that. Moonbeams splash and spill wildly 

in the rain. But the beam of the lamp falls straight from the window. 

The candle burns stiff and still. Wandering through the house, opening the windows, whispering not to 

wake us, the ghostly couple seek their joy. 

“Here we slept,” she says. And he adds, “Kisses without number.” “Waking in the morning—” “Silver 

between the trees—” “Upstairs—” “In the garden—” “When summer came—” “In winter snowtime—” 

The doors go shutting far in the distance, gently knocking like the pulse of a heart. 

Nearer they come; cease at the doorway. The wind falls, the rain slides silver down the glass. Our eyes 

darken; we hear no steps beside us; we see no lady spread her ghostly cloak. His hands shield the lantern. 

“Look,” he breathes. “Sound asleep. Love upon their lips.” 

Stooping, holding their silver lamp above us, long they look and deeply. Long they pause. The wind drives 

straightly; the flame stoops slightly. Wild beams of moonlight cross both floor and wall, and, meeting, stain 

the faces bent; the faces pondering; the faces that search the sleepers and seek their hidden joy. 

“Safe, safe, safe,” the heart of the house beats proudly. “Long years—” he sighs. “Again you found me.” 

“Here,” she murmurs, “sleeping; in the garden reading; laughing, rolling apples in the loft. Here we left 

our treasure—” 

Stooping, their light lifts the lids upon my eyes. “Safe! safe! safe!” the pulse of the house beats wildly. 

Waking, I cry “Oh, is this your buried treasure? The light in the heart.” 

__________________________________ 

From Haunted Tales: Classic Stories of Ghosts and the Supernatural, edited by Leslie S. Klinger and Lisa 

Morton. Used with permission from the publisher, Pegasus Books. Copyright © 2022. 

 

https://lithub.com/virginia-woolf-a-haunted-house-1921/   

https://bookshop.org/books/haunted-tales-classic-stories-of-ghosts-and-the-supernatural/9781639361977
https://lithub.com/virginia-woolf-a-haunted-house-1921/
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King Pest 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

A Tale Containing an Allegory. 

The gods do bear and will allow in kings The things which they abhor in rascal routes. 

Buckhurst's Tragedy of Ferrex and Porrex. 

ABOUT twelve o'clock, one night in the month of October, and during the chivalrous reign of the third 

Edward, two seamen belonging to the crew of the "Free and Easy," a trading schooner plying between 

Sluys and the Thames, and then at anchor in that river, were much astonished to find themselves seated 

in the tap-room of an ale-house in the parish of St. Andrews, London -- which ale-house bore for sign 

the portraiture of a "Jolly Tar." 

The room, although ill-contrived, smoke-blackened, low-pitched, and in every other respect agreeing 

with the general character of such places at the period -- was, nevertheless, in the opinion of the 

grotesque groups scattered here and there within it, sufficiently well adapted to its purpose. 

Of these groups our two seamen formed, I think, the most interesting, if not the most conspicuous. 

The one who appeared to be the elder, and whom his companion addressed by the characteristic 

appellation of "Legs," was at the same time much the taller of the two. He might have measured six feet 

and a half, and an habitual stoop in the shoulders seemed to have been the necessary consequence of an 

altitude so enormous. -- Superfluities in height were, however, more than accounted for by deficiencies 

in other respects. He was exceedingly thin; and might, as his associates asserted, have answered, when 

drunk, for a pennant at the mast-head, or, when sober, have served for a jib-boom. But these jests, and 

others of a similar nature, had evidently produced, at no time, any effect upon the cachinnatory 

muscles of the tar. With high cheek-bones, a large hawk-nose, retreating chin, fallen under-jaw, and 

huge protruding white eyes, the expression of his countenance, although tinged with a species of dogged 

indifference to matters and things in general, was not the less utterly solemn and serious beyond all 

attempts at imitation or description. 

The younger seaman was, in all outward appearance, the converse of his companion. His stature could 

not have exceeded four feet. A pair of stumpy bow-legs supported his squat, unwieldy figure, while his 

unusually short and thick arms, with no ordinary fists at their extremities, swung off dangling from his 

sides like the fins of a sea-turtle. Small eyes, of no particular color, twinkled far back in his head. His 

nose remained buried in the mass of flesh which enveloped his round, full, and purple face; and his 

thick upper-lip rested upon the still thicker one beneath with an air of complacent self-satisfaction, 

much heightened by the owner's habit of licking them at intervals. He evidently regarded his tall 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
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shipmate with a feeling half-wondrous, half-quizzical; and stared up occasionally in his face as the red 

setting sun stares up at the crags of Ben Nevis. 

Various and eventful, however, had been the peregrinations of the worthy couple in and about the 

different tap-houses of the neighbourhood during the earlier hours of the night. Funds even the most 

ample, are not always everlasting: and it was with empty pockets our friends had ventured upon the 

present hostelrie. 

At the precise period, then, when this history properly commences, Legs, and his fellow Hugh 

Tarpaulin, sat, each with both elbows resting upon the large oaken table in the middle of the floor, and 

with a hand upon either cheek. They were eyeing, from behind a huge flagon of unpaid-for "humming-

stuff," the portentous words, "No Chalk," which to their indignation and astonishment were scored 

over the doorway by means of that very mineral whose presence they purported to deny. Not that the 

gift of decyphering written characters -- a gift among the commonalty of that day considered little less 

cabalistical than the art of inditing -- could, in strict justice, have been laid to the charge of either 

disciple of the sea; but there was, to say the truth, a certain twist in the formation of the letters -- an 

indescribable lee-lurch about the whole -- -which foreboded, in the opinion of both seamen, a long run 

of dirty weather; and determined them at once, in the allegorical words of Legs himself, to "pump ship, 

clew up all sail, and scud before the wind." 

Having accordingly disposed of what remained of the ale, and looped up the points of their short 

doublets, they finally made a bolt for the street. Although Tarpaulin rolled twice into the fire-place, 

mistaking it for the door, yet their escape was at length happily effected -- and half after twelve o'clock 

found our heroes ripe for mischief, and running for life down a dark alley in the direction of St. 

Andrew's Stair, hotly pursued by the landlady of the "Jolly Tar." 

At the epoch of this eventful tale, and periodically, for many years before and after, all England, but 

more especially the metropolis, resounded with the fearful cry of "Plague!" The city was in a great 

measure depopulated -- and in those horrible regions, in the vicinity of the Thames, where amid the 

dark, narrow, and filthy lanes and alleys, the Demon of Disease was supposed to have had his nativity, 

Awe, Terror, and Superstition were alone to be found stalking abroad. 

By authority of the king such districts were placed under ban, and all persons forbidden, under pain of 

death, to intrude upon their dismal solitude. Yet neither the mandate of the monarch, nor the huge 

barriers erected at the entrances of the streets, nor the prospect of that loathsome death which, with 

almost absolute certainty, overwhelmed the wretch whom no peril could deter from the adventure, 

prevented the unfurnished and untenanted dwellings from being stripped, by the hand of nightly 

rapine, of every article, such as iron, brass, or lead-work, which could in any manner be turned to a 

profitable account. 

Above all, it was usually found, upon the annual winter opening of the barriers, that locks, bolts, and 

secret cellars, had proved but slender protection to those rich stores of wines and liquors which, in 

consideration of the risk and trouble of removal, many of the numerous dealers having shops in the 

neighbourhood had consented to trust, during the period of exile, to so insufficient a security. 
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But there were very few of the terror-stricken people who attributed these doings to the agency of 

human hands. Pest-spirits, plague-goblins, and fever-demons, were the popular imps of mischief; and 

tales so blood-chilling were hourly told, that the whole mass of forbidden buildings was, at length, 

enveloped in terror as in a shroud, and the plunderer himself was often scared away by the horrors his 

own depreciations had created; leaving the entire vast circuit of prohibited district to gloom, silence, 

pestilence, and death. 

It was by one of the terrific barriers already mentioned, and which indicated the region beyond to be 

under the Pest-ban, that, in scrambling down an alley, Legs and the worthy Hugh Tarpaulin found 

their progress suddenly impeded. To return was out of the question, and no time was to be lost, as their 

pursuers were close upon their heels. With thorough-bred seamen to clamber up the roughly fashioned 

plank-work was a trifle; and, maddened with the twofold excitement of exercise and liquor, they leaped 

unhesitatingly down within the enclosure, and holding on their drunken course with shouts and 

yellings, were soon bewildered in its noisome and intricate recesses. 

Had they not, indeed, been intoxicated beyond moral sense, their reeling footsteps must have been 

palsied by the horrors of their situation. The air was cold and misty. The paving-stones, loosened from 

their beds, lay in wild disorder amid the tall, rank grass, which sprang up around the feet and ankles. 

Fallen houses choked up the streets. The most fetid and poisonous smells everywhere prevailed; -- and 

by the aid of that ghastly light which, even at midnight, never fails to emanate from a vapory and 

pestilential at atmosphere, might be discerned lying in the by-paths and alleys, or rotting in the 

windowless habitations, the carcass of many a nocturnal plunderer arrested by the hand of the plague 

in the very perpetration of his robbery. 

-- But it lay not in the power of images, or sensations, or impediments such as these, to stay the course 

of men who, naturally brave, and at that time especially, brimful of courage and of "humming-stuff!" 

would have reeled, as straight as their condition might have permitted, undauntedly into the very jaws 

of Death. Onward -- still onward stalked the grim Legs, making the desolate solemnity echo and re-

echo with yells like the terrific war-whoop of the Indian: and onward, still onward rolled the dumpy 

Tarpaulin, hanging on to the doublet of his more active companion, and far surpassing the latter's most 

strenuous exertions in the way of vocal music, by bull-roarings in basso, from the profundity of his 

stentorian lungs. 

They had now evidently reached the strong hold of the pestilence. Their way at every step or plunge 

grew more noisome and more horrible -- the paths more narrow and more intricate. Huge stones and 

beams falling momently from the decaying roofs above them, gave evidence, by their sullen and heavy 

descent, of the vast height of the surrounding houses; and while actual exertion became necessary to 

force a passage through frequent heaps of rubbish, it was by no means seldom that the hand fell upon a 

skeleton or rested upon a more fleshly corpse. 

Suddenly, as the seamen stumbled against the entrance of a tall and ghastly-looking building, a yell 

more than usually shrill from the throat of the excited Legs, was replied to from within, in a rapid 

succession of wild, laughter-like, and fiendish shrieks. Nothing daunted at sounds which, of such a 

nature, at such a time, and in such a place, might have curdled the very blood in hearts less irrevocably 
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on fire, the drunken couple rushed headlong against the door, burst it open, and staggered into the 

midst of things with a volley of curses. 

The room within which they found themselves proved to be the shop of an undertaker; but an open 

trap-door, in a corner of the floor near the entrance, looked down upon a long range of wine-cellars, 

whose depths the occasional sound of bursting bottles proclaimed to be well stored with their 

appropriate contents. In the middle of the room stood a table -- in the centre of which again arose a 

huge tub of what appeared to be punch. Bottles of various wines and cordials, together with jugs, 

pitchers, and flagons of every shape and quality, were scattered profusely upon the board. Around it, 

upon coffin-tressels, was seated a company of six. This company I will endeavor to delineate one by one. 

Fronting the entrance, and elevated a little above his companions, sat a personage who appeared to be 

the president of the table. His stature was gaunt and tall, and Legs was confounded to behold in him a 

figure more emaciated than himself. His face was as yellow as saffron -- but no feature excepting one 

alone, was sufficiently marked to merit a particular description. This one consisted in a forehead so 

unusually and hideously lofty, as to have the appearance of a bonnet or crown of flesh superadded upon 

the natural head. His mouth was puckered and dimpled into an expression of ghastly affability, and his 

eyes, as indeed the eyes of all at table, were glazed over with the fumes of intoxication. This gentleman 

was clothed from head to foot in a richly-embroidered black silk-velvet pall, wrapped negligently 

around his form after the fashion of a Spanish cloak. -- His head was stuck full of sable hearse-plumes, 

which he nodded to and fro with a jaunty and knowing air; and, in his right hand, he held a huge 

human thigh-bone, with which he appeared to have been just knocking down some member of the 

company for a song. 

Opposite him, and with her back to the door, was a lady of no whit the less extraordinary character. 

Although quite as tall as the person just described, she had no right to complain of his unnatural 

emaciation. She was evidently in the last stage of a dropsy; and her figure resembled nearly that of the 

huge puncheon of October beer which stood, with the head driven in, close by her side, in a corner of 

the chamber. Her face was exceedingly round, red, and full; and the same peculiarity, or rather want of 

peculiarity, attached itself to her countenance, which I before mentioned in the case of the president -- 

that is to say, only one feature of her face was sufficiently distinguished to need a separate 

characterization: indeed the acute Tarpaulin immediately observed that the same remark might have 

applied to each individual person of the party; every one of whom seemed to possess a monopoly of 

some particular portion of physiognomy. With the lady in question this portion proved to be the mouth. 

Commencing at the right ear, it swept with a terrific chasm to the left -- the short pendants which she 

wore in either auricle continually bobbing into the aperture. She made, however, every exertion to keep 

her mouth closed and look dignified, in a dress consisting of a newly starched and ironed shroud 

coming up close under her chin, with a crimpled ruffle of cambric muslin. 

At her right hand sat a diminutive young lady whom she appeared to patronise. This delicate little 

creature, in the trembling of her wasted fingers, in the livid hue of her lips, and in the slight hectic spot 

which tinged her otherwise leaden complexion, gave evident indications of a galloping consumption. An 

air of gave extreme haut ton, however, pervaded her whole appearance; she wore in a graceful and 

degage manner, a large and beautiful winding-sheet of the finest India lawn; her hair hung in ringlets 

over her neck; a soft smile played about her mouth; but her nose, extremely long, thin, sinuous, flexible 
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and pimpled, hung down far below her under lip, and in spite of the delicate manner in which she now 

and then moved it to one side or the other with her tongue, gave to her countenance a somewhat 

equivocal expression. 

Over against her, and upon the left of the dropsical lady, was seated a little puffy, wheezing, and gouty 

old man, whose cheeks reposed upon the shoulders of their owner, like two huge bladders of Oporto 

wine. With his arms folded, and with one bandaged leg deposited upon the table, he seemed to think 

himself entitled to some consideration. He evidently prided himself much upon every inch of his 

personal appearance, but took more especial delight in calling attention to his gaudy-colored surtout. 

This, to say the truth, must have cost him no little money, and was made to fit him exceedingly well -- 

being fashioned from one of the curiously embroidered silken covers appertaining to those glorious 

escutcheons which, in England and elsewhere, are customarily hung up, in some conspicuous place, 

upon the dwellings of departed aristocracy. 

Next to him, and at the right hand of the president, was a gentleman in long white hose and cotton 

drawers. His frame shook, in a ridiculous manner, with a fit of what Tarpaulin called "the horrors." 

His jaws, which had been newly shaved, were tightly tied up by a bandage of muslin; and his arms 

being fastened in a similar way at the wrists, I I prevented him from helping himself too freely to the 

liquors upon the table; a precaution rendered necessary, in the opinion of Legs, by the peculiarly 

sottish and wine-bibbing cast of his visage. A pair of prodigious ears, nevertheless, which it was no 

doubt found impossible to confine, towered away into the atmosphere of the apartment, and were 

occasionally pricked up in a spasm, at the sound of the drawing of a cork. 

Fronting him, sixthly and lastly, was situated a singularly stiff-looking personage, who, being afflicted 

with paralysis, must, to speak seriously, have felt very ill at ease in his unaccommodating habiliments. 

He was habited, somewhat uniquely, in a new and handsome mahogany coffin. Its top or head-piece 

pressed upon the skull of the wearer, and extended over it in the fashion of a hood, giving to the entire 

face an air of indescribable interest. Arm-holes had been cut in the sides, for the sake not more of 

elegance than of convenience; but the dress, nevertheless, prevented its proprietor from sitting as erect 

as his associates; and as he lay reclining against his tressel, at an angle of forty-five degrees, a pair of 

huge goggle eyes rolled up their awful whites towards the celling in absolute amazement at their own 

enormity. 

Before each of the party lay a portion of a skull, which was used as a drinking cup. Overhead was 

suspended a human skeleton, by means of a rope tied round one of the legs and fastened to a ring in the 

ceiling. The other limb, confined by no such fetter, stuck off from the body at right angles, causing the 

whole loose and rattling frame to dangle and twirl about at the caprice of every occasional puff of wind 

which found its way into the apartment. In the cranium of this hideous thing lay quantity of ignited 

charcoal, which threw a fitful but vivid light over the entire scene; while coffins, and other wares 

appertaining to the shop of an undertaker, were piled high up around the room, and against the 

windows, preventing any ray from escaping into the street. 

At sight of this extraordinary assembly, and of their still more extraordinary paraphernalia, our two 

seamen did not conduct themselves with that degree of decorum which might have been expected. Legs, 

leaning against the wall near which he happened to be standing, dropped his lower jaw still lower than 
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usual, and spread open his eyes to their fullest extent: while Hugh Tarpaulin, stooping down so as to 

bring his nose upon a level with the table, and spreading out a palm upon either knee, burst into a long, 

loud, and obstreperous roar of very ill-timed and immoderate laughter. 

Without, however, taking offence at behaviour so excessively rude, the tall president smiled very 

graciously upon the intruders -- nodded to them in a dignified manner with his head of sable plumes -- 

and, arising, took each by an arm, and led him to a seat which some others of the company had placed 

in the meantime for his accommodation. Legs to all this offered not the slightest resistance, but sat 

down as he was directed; while tile gallant Hugh, removing his coffin tressel from its station near the 

head of the table, to the vicinity of the little consumptive lady in the winding sheet, plumped down by 

her side in high glee, and pouring out a skull of red wine, quaffed it to their better acquaintance. But at 

this presumption the stiff gentleman in the coffin seemed exceedingly nettled; and serious consequences 

might have ensued, had not the president, rapping upon the table with his truncheon, diverted the 

attention of all present to the following speech: 

"It becomes our duty upon the present happy occasion" -- 

"Avast there!" interrupted Legs, looking very serious, "avast there a bit, I say, and tell us who the devil 

ye all are, and what business ye have here, rigged off like the foul fiends, and swilling the snug blue ruin 

stowed away for the winter by my honest shipmate, Will Wimble the undertaker!" 

At this unpardonable piece of ill-breeding, all the original company half started to their feet, and 

uttered the same rapid succession of wild fiendish shrieks which had before caught the attention of the 

seamen. The president, however, was the first to recover his composure, and at length, turning to Legs 

with great dignity, recommenced: 

"Most willingly will we gratify any reasonable curiosity on the part of guests so illustrious, unbidden 

though they be. Know then that in these dominions I am monarch, and here rule with undivided empire 

under the title of 'King Pest the First.' 

"This apartment, which you no doubt profanely suppose to be the shop of Will Wimble the undertaker 

-- a man whom we know not, and whose plebeian appellation has never before this night thwarted our 

royal ears -- this apartment, I say, is the Dais-Chamber of our Palace, devoted to the councils of our 

kingdom, and to other sacred and lofty purposes. 

"The noble lady who sits opposite is Queen Pest, our Serene Consort. The other exalted personages 

whom you behold are all of our family, and wear the insignia of the blood royal under the respective 

titles of 'His Grace the Arch Duke Pest-Iferous' -- 'His Grace the Duke Pest-Ilential' -- 'His Grace the 

Duke Tem-Pest' -- and 'Her Serene Highness the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest.' 

"As regards," continued he, "your demand of the business upon which we sit here in council, we might 

be pardoned for replying that it concerns, and concerns alone, our own private and regal interest, and 

is in no manner important to any other than ourself. But in consideration of those rights to which as 

guests and strangers you may feel yourselves entitled, we will furthermore explain that we are here this 
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night, prepared by deep research and accurate investigation, to examine, analyze, and thoroughly 

determine the indefinable spirit -- the incomprehensible qualities and nature -- of those inestimable 

treasures of the palate, the wines, ales, and liqueurs of this goodly metropolis: by so doing to advance 

not more our own designs than the true welfare of that unearthly sovereign whose reign is over us all, 

whose dominions are unlimited, and whose name is 'Death.' 

"Whose name is Davy Jones!" ejaculated Tarpaulin, helping the lady by his side to a skull of liqueur, 

and pouring out a second for himself. 

 

"Profane varlet!" said the president, now turning his attention to the worthy Hugh, "profane and 

execrable wretch! -- we have said, that in consideration of those rights which, even in thy filthy person, 

we feel no inclination to violate, we have condescended to make reply to thy rude and unseasonable 

inquiries. We nevertheless, for your unhallowed intrusion upon our councils, believe it our duty to 

mulct thee and thy companion in each a gallon of Black Strap -- having imbibed which to the 

prosperity of our kingdom -- at a single draught -- and upon your bended knees -- ye shall be forthwith 

free either to proceed upon your way, or remain and be admitted to the privileges of our table, 

according to your respective and individual pleasures." 

"It would be a matter of utter impossibility," replied Legs, whom the assumptions and dignity of King 

Pest the First had evidently inspired some feelings of respect, and who arose and steadied himself by 

the table as he spoke -- "It would, please your majesty, be a matter of utter impossibility to stow away 

in my hold even one-fourth part of the same liquor which your majesty has just mentioned. To say 

nothing of the stuffs placed on board in the forenoon by way of ballast, and not to mention the various 

ales and liqueurs shipped this evening at different sea-ports, I have, at present, a full cargo of 

'humming stuff' taken in and duly paid for at the sign of the 'Jolly Tar.' You will, therefore, please your 

majesty, be so good as to take the will for the deed -- for by no manner of means either can I or will I 

swallow another drop -- least of all a drop of that villainous bilge-water that answers to the hall of 

'Black Strap.'" 

"Belay that!" interrupted Tarpaulin, astonished not more at the length of his companion's speech than 

at the nature of his refusal -- "Belay that you tubber! -- and I say, Legs, none of your palaver! My hull 

is still light, although I confess you yourself seem to be a little top-heavy; and as for the matter of your 

share of the cargo, why rather than raise a squall I would find stowageroom for it myself, but" -- 

"This proceeding," interposed the president, "is by no means in accordance with the terms of the mulct 

or sentence, which is in its nature Median, and not to be altered or recalled. The conditions we have 

imposed must be fulfilled to the letter, and that without a moment's hesitation -- in failure of which 

fulfilment we decree that you do here be tied neck and heels together, and duly drowned as rebels in 

yon hogshead of October beer!" 

"A sentence! -- a sentence! -- a righteous and just sentence! -- a glorious decree! -- a most worthy and 

upright, and holy condemnation!" shouted the Pest family altogether. The king elevated his forehead 

into innumerable wrinkles; the gouty little old man puffed like a pair of bellows; the lady of the 
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winding sheet waved her nose to and fro; the gentleman in the cotton drawers pricked up his ears; she 

of the shroud gasped like a dying fish; and he of the coffin looked stiff and rolled up his eyes. 

"Ugh! ugh! ugh!" chuckled Tarpaulin without heeding the general excitation, "ugh! ugh! ugh! -- ugh! 

ugh! ugh! -- ugh! ugh! ugh! -- I was saying," said he, "I was saying when Mr. King Pest poked in his 

marlin-spike, that as for the matter of two or three gallons more or less of Black Strap, it was a trifle to 

a tight sea-boat like myself not overstowed -- but when it comes to drinking the health of the Devil 

(whom God assoilzie) and going down upon my marrow bones to his ill-favored majesty there, whom I 

know, as well as I know myself to be a sinner, to be nobody in the whole world, but Tim Hurlygurly the 

stage-player -- why! it's quite another guess sort of a thing, and utterly and altogether past my 

comprehension." 

He was not allowed to finish this speech in tranquillity. At the name Tim Hurlygurly the whole 

assembly leaped from their name seats. 

"Treason!" shouted his Majesty King Pest the First. 

"Treason!" said the little man with the gout. 

"Treason!" screamed the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest. 

"Treason!" muttered the gentleman with his jaws tied up. 

"Treason!" growled he of the coffin. 

 

"Treason! treason!" shrieked her majesty of the mouth; and, seizing by the hinder part of his breeches 

the unfortunate Tarpaulin, who had just commenced pouring out for himself a skull of liqueur, she 

lifted him high into the air, and let him fall without ceremony into the huge open puncheon of his 

beloved ale. Bobbing up and down, for a few seconds, like an apple in a bowl of toddy, he, at length, 

finally disappeared amid the whirlpool of foam which, in the already effervescent liquor, his struggles 

easily succeeded in creating. 

Not tamely, however, did the tall seaman behold the discomfiture of his companion. Jostling King Pest 

through the open trap, the valiant Legs slammed the door down upon him with an oath, and strode 

towards the centre of the room. Here tearing down the skeleton which swung over the table, he laid it 

about him with so much energy and good will, that, as the last glimpses of light died away within the 

apartment, he succeeded in knocking out the brains of the little gentleman with the gout. Rushing then 

with all his force against the fatal hogshead full of October ale and Hugh Tarpaulin, he rolled it over 

and over in an instant. Out burst a deluge of liquor so fierce -- so impetuous -- so overwhelming -- that 

the room was flooded from wall to wall -- the loaded table was overturned -- the tressels were thrown 

upon their backs -- the tub of punch into the fire-place -- and the ladies into hysterics.  
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Piles of death-furniture floundered about. Jugs, pitchers, and carboys mingled promiscuously in the 

melee, and wicker flagons encountered desperately with bottles of junk. The man with the horrors was 

drowned upon the spot-the little stiff gentleman floated off in his coffin -- and the victorious Legs, 

seizing by the waist the fat lady in the shroud, rushed out with her into the street, and made a bee-line 

for the "Free and Easy," followed under easy sail by the redoubtable Hugh Tarpaulin, who, having 

sneezed three or four times, panted and puffed after him with the Arch Duchess Ana-Pest. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/king-pest  
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The Power of the Bittersweet: Susan Cain on Longing as the Fulcrum of Creativity 

In search of the most transcendent solution to “the problem of being alive in a deeply flawed yet 

stubbornly beautiful world.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Oh, there must be a little bit of air, a little bit of happiness… to let the form be felt… but let the whole 

be sombre,” Van Gogh wrote to his brother as he exulted in the beauty of sorrow — not in that 

wallowing way some have of making an identity of their suffering, not in the way our culture has of 

fetishizing the tortured genius myth, but in the way of Whitman, who saw the plain equivalence 

between feeling deeply all of life’s hues and so touching its beauty more deeply, the contact we call art: 

Those who reach “sunny expanses and sky-reaching heights,” Whitman knew, are also apt “to dwell on 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/08/22/van-gogh-sorrow/
https://susancain.net/book/bittersweet/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

127 

the bare spots and darknesses.” He had “a theory that no artist or work of the very first class may be or 

can be without them”; his own life was living proof of that theory. Two millennia before him, Aristotle 

too had wondered why an undertone of melancholy seems to reverberate across the personalities of the 

most fertile minds, the greatest leaders, and the finest artists. 

Moonlight, Winter by Rockwell Kent. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

I too have wondered this while falling in love with the people I live with — Rachel Carson, with her 

uncommon grasp of the beauty inside the tragedy of transience; Rockwell Kent, who went to the 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/06/14/nature-depression/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-wilderness/
https://society6.com/product/moonlight-winter-by-rockwell-kent-1940_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/07/rachel-carson-the-edge-of-the-sea/
https://society6.com/product/moonlight-winter-by-rockwell-kent-1940_print?curator=brainpicker
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remotest wilderness to discover loneliness as a catalyst of creativity; Beethoven, who turned a lifetime 

of sorrow into universal joy; Lincoln, who made of his melancholy a source of poetry and power; and 

Emily Dickinson, who turned the interleaving of love and loss into an eternal garden of delight. 

I suspect that beneath it all is not an acceptance of but the longing for an acceptance of the elemental 

interplay between darkness and light, beauty and sorrow, mortality and meaning — the longing we 

transmute into meaning, that great act of creation. 

Virginia Woolf called this the “shock-receiving capacity” necessary for being an artist — the 

willingness to see the totality of life, in all its syncopations of grief and gladness, of beauty and brutality, 

and feel the shock of it all, and make of that shock something that shimmers with meaning. Susan 

Cain calls it “the bittersweet” — “a tendency to states of longing, poignancy, and sorrow; an acute 

awareness of passing time; and a curiously piercing joy at the beauty of the world.” Whitman and 

Woolf, Carson and Kent, Lincoln and Dickinson were all paragons of the bittersweet. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-wilderness/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/17/beethoven-ode-to-joy/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/17/beethoven-ode-to-joy/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/12/03/lincoln-melancholy-depression/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/28/emily-dickinson-grief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/09/09/virginia-woolf-cotton-wool-moments-of-being/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/10/23/susan-cain-molly-crabapple-rsa/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/10/23/susan-cain-molly-crabapple-rsa/
https://society6.com/product/the-dreaming-horses-by-franz-marc-1913_print?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

129 

The Dreaming Horses (1912) by Franz Marc, a classic bittersweet type. (Available as a print and 

as stationery cards.) 

First awakened to it by a curiosity about her own disproportionate love of music in a minor key, Cain 

realized that “the music was just a gateway to a deeper realm, where you notice that the world is sacred 

and mysterious, enchanted even” — a realm we can enter through music or a walk in an old-growth 

forest, through poetry or prayer. She began seeing echoes of this nebulous yet surprisingly common 

capacity for noticing in the lives of artists and thinkers she admired — Beethoven and Buckminster 

Fuller, Rumi and Alexander the Great, but none more exemplary than the creative patron saint of her 

life: Leonard Cohen. 

So she gave that flavor of the spirit a name, then set out to understand it by following a procession of 

researchers who study its kaleidoscopic facets across neurobiology, psychology, social science. 

In Bittersweet: How Sorrow and Longing Make Us Whole (public library), she writes: 

The bittersweet is… an authentic and elevating response to the problem of being alive in a deeply 

flawed yet stubbornly beautiful world. Most of all, bittersweetness shows us how to respond to pain: by 

acknowledging it, and attempting to turn it into art, the way the musicians do, or healing, or 

innovation, or anything else that nourishes the soul. If we don’t transform our sorrows and longings, 

we can end up inflicting them on others via abuse, domination, neglect. But if we realize that all 

humans know — or will know — loss and suffering, we can turn toward each other. 

There is in this notion an echo of Oscar Wilde’s stirring prison letter, in which he resolved to turn his 

suffering into transcendence; an echo of Beethoven’s resolve to “take fate by the throat” once he began 

losing his hearing; an echo of Marina Abramovič, who turned a harrowing childhood into raw material 

for art. 

At the heart of it all is an inspired inquiry into “transforming pain into creativity, transcendence, and 

love,” posed with sensitivity to the realities and varieties of pain we live with, not all of them easily 

mutable into a poem or a painting or a song. 

It is an act of quiet courage for Cain to reckon with these questions in a culture that so readily cosigns 

the verdict on matters of complexity with a bellicose X illiterate of nuance. For these are indeed 

complex, nuanced matters beyond easy binaries, murky even as a spectrum — where do the fertile 

blues of melancholy end and the deadening black of depression begin? The bittersweet — this 

enchanted loom of longing on which we weave the tapestry of meaning — exits in the liminal space 

between the spiritual, the physiological, and the psychological. It is an orientation of the soul laced with 

neurochemistry and chance. 

That is where Cain’s notion of longing as the litmus test for the bittersweet becomes useful — there is a 

subtlety in it that sets the spiritual apart from the clinical. Across languages and cultures, across epochs 

and sensibilities, we have always longed to name our longing. It is encoded in one of Sappho’s most 

ravishing surviving fragments and bellows from Beethoven’s “Ode to Joy” and radiates from 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/09/08/franz-marc/
https://society6.com/product/the-dreaming-horses-by-franz-marc-1913_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?curator=brainpicker
https://susancain.net/book/bittersweet/
https://www.worldcat.org/title/bittersweet-how-sorrow-and-longing-make-us-whole/oclc/1303788775&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/11/07/patti-smith-reads-oscar-wilde-de-profundis/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/19/beethoven-take-fate-by-the-throat/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/04/27/getting-there-marina-abramovic-interview/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/04/27/getting-there-marina-abramovic-interview/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/18/robert-burton-melancholy-body-mind/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/02/27/bloom-depression/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/10/the-mirror-of-enigmas-borges-bloy/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/09/29/sappho-i-simply-want-to-be-dead-constellation-chor/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/09/29/sappho-i-simply-want-to-be-dead-constellation-chor/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/17/beethoven-ode-to-joy/
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everything Nina Simone’s gum stands for. In a passage evocative of Woolf’s “shock-receiving 

capacity,” Cain writes: 

 

Art by Margaret C. Cook for Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/28/nina-simones-gum-warren-ellis/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/thoughts-silent-thoughts-of-time-and-space-and-death_framed-print?sku=s6-8967472p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

131 

C. S. Lewis called it the “inconsolable longing” for we know not what, or Sehnsucht, a German term 

based on the words das Sehnen (“the yearning”) and sucht (“an obsession or addiction”). Sehnsucht was 

the animating force of Lewis’s life and career. It was “that unnameable something, desire for which 

pierces us like a rapier at the smell of bonfire, the sound of wild ducks flying overhead, the title of The 

Well at the World’s End, the opening lines of ‘Kubla Khan,’ the morning cobwebs in late summer, or 

the noise of falling waves.” He’d felt it first as a young boy, when his brother brought him a toy garden 

in the form of an old biscuit tin filled with moss and flowers, and he was overcome by a joyous ache he 

couldn’t understand, though he would try for the rest of his life to put it into words, to find its source, 

to seek the company of kindred spirits who’d known the same wondrous “stabs of joy.” 

The bittersweet, Cain observes, is most palpable in “those out-of-time moments when you witness 

something so sublime” — something like, say, a shimmering red leaf twirling in midair without 

falling — “that it seems to come from a more perfect and beautiful world.” Capturing with 

extraordinary precision the twin realities between which some of us spend our lives interpolating, she 

writes: 

At their worst, bittersweet types despair that the perfect and beautiful world is forever out of reach. 

But at their best, they try to summon it into being. Bittersweetness is the hidden source of our moon 

shots, masterpieces, and love stories. It’s because of longing that we play moonlight sonatas and build 

rockets to Mars. It’s because of longing that Romeo loved Juliet, that Shakespeare wrote their story, 

that we still perform it centuries later. 

[…] 

When you went to your favorite concert and heard your favorite musician singing the body electric, 

that was [the bittersweet]; when you met your love and gazed at each other with shining eyes, that was 

it; when you kissed your five-year-old good night and she turned to you solemnly and said, “Thank you 

for loving me so much,” that was it: all of them facets of the same jewel. And yes, at eleven p.m. the 

concert will end, and you’ll have to find your car in a crowded parking lot; and your relationship won’t 

be perfect because no relationship is; and one day your daughter will fail eleventh grade and announce 

that she hates you. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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One of artist Rosalind Hobley’s haunting cyanotype portraits of flowers. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/30/rosalind-hobley-cyanotype-flowers/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/30/rosalind-hobley-cyanotype-flowers/
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In this sense, then, longing becomes not the craving for perfection — for the shimmer of glory, for the 

myth of closure, for the happily ever after — but a kind of tenderness for imperfection, for the 

recognition that the place between no more and not yet is the place where the chance-miracle of life 

lives itself through us, and that is a beautiful place. Cain writes: 

One of teenage artist Virginia Frances Sterrett’s century-old illustrations for French fairy tales. 

(Available as a print.) 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/27/virginia-frances-sterrett-old-french-fairy-tales/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-virginia-frances-sterrett-from-old-french-fairy-tales-19206508378_print?curator=brainpicker
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Longing is momentum in disguise: It’s active, not passive; touched with the creative, the tender, and 

the divine. We long for something, or someone. We reach for it, move toward it. The word longing 

derives from the Old English langian, meaning “to grow long,” and the German langen — to reach, to 

extend. The word yearning is linguistically associated with hunger and thirst, but also desire. In 

Hebrew, it comes from the same root as the word for passion. 

In a sentiment evocative of Rosanne Cash’s transcendent science-laced reflection on what it means to be 

an artist, lensed through Adrienne Rich and Marie Curie, Cain adds: 

The place you suffer, in other words, is the same place you care profoundly — care enough to act. 

Bittersweet is a beautiful read in its entirety. Complement it with poet and philosopher David Whyte 

on the deepest meaning of longing, then revisit Rilke — a classic bittersweet — on the relationship 

between solitude, longing, and creativity and Nick Cave — the monarch of the modern bittersweet — 

on hope, cynicism, and the salve for despair. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/05/susan-cain-

bittersweet/?mc_cid=394c234d6b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/05/02/rosanne-cash-adrienne-rich-marie-curie/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/05/02/rosanne-cash-adrienne-rich-marie-curie/
https://susancain.net/book/bittersweet/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/10/08/david-whyte-consolations-longing-silence/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/29/rilke-letters-to-a-young-poet-macy-barrows/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/29/rilke-letters-to-a-young-poet-macy-barrows/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/05/gabriel-marcel-nick-cave-hope-cynicism/
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VIA SOHO PRESS 

Smarter Than We Think: A Reading List on Animal Intelligence 

Ned Beauman Recommends Thom van Dooren, Temple Grandin, And More 

By Ned Beauman 

 

July 29, 2022 

This is a boom time for books about animal intelligence. It feels like every day I see a review of a book 

called something like Furry Mensa—the Remarkable Brains of All Those Little Guys Running Around 

Out There. No book in this genre is ever going to be truly bad, because animal intelligence is like art 

forgery or Stalin’s Russia, it’s just such an inherently rich and interesting subject that all the author 

must do is write down a series of facts about it and you’re guaranteed a pretty good time. However, 

having consulted a lot of these books while researching my new novel Venomous Lumpsucker, I can 

report that the ones that get the most press are not necessarily the best ones, in the same way that 

prairie dogs have the most complex language on earth but it’s still dolphins who get all the hype. 

* 

https://sohopress.com/books/venomous-lumpsucker/
https://lithub.com/author/ned-beauman/
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Jonathan Balcombe, What a Fish Knows: The Inner Lives of Our Underwater Cousins 

This book barely seems to have been reviewed anywhere, but it’s the one I recommend most often. And 

that’s not because I had any fervent interest in fish before I read it. But Balcombe has such an engaging 

style, and the density of incredible facts is so high, and there’s so little time wasted plodding through 

the basics (“Did you know there was once a German horse that they thought could do maths, but 

actually—it couldn’t do maths???!!!!”), that the result is an exceptional book. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780374537098
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James L. Gould and Carol Grant Gould, Animal Architects: Building and the Evolution of Intelligence 

Show, don’t tell. If you’re writing about how beavers are highly intelligent, I don’t just want to hear 

that they make very impressive dams; I want to know exactly how impressive those dams are, in very 

granular detail, the more the better, to the point that I can’t really follow it, even with the help of the 

accompanying diagrams, despite the fact that my brain is supposed to be about thirty times larger than 

a beaver’s. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780465028382
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Jean Donaldson, Culture Clash: A Revolutionary New Way of Understanding the Relationship Between 

Humans and Domestic Dogs 

You know how sometimes dog owners will say things like, “Yesterday my dog did something so clever I 

could hardly believe it?” Naska, my 3-year-old Havanese, has never in his entire life done anything to 

provoke that response. Nevertheless, I am interested in what, if anything, is going behind that 

handsome face, and this is one of the essential books on the subject. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781617811128
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781617811128
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Temple Grandin, Animals in Translation: Using the Mysteries of Autism to Decode Animal Behavior 

Temple Grandin is much famous in the US than she is here in the UK so it may be redundant for me to 

recommend this, but I will anyway, because it’s really good. I am fascinated by the moral dynamics of 

Grandin’s consulting work for the slaughterhouse industry: a person with a preternatural empathy for 

animals, deeply enmeshed in a hell-world of animal suffering. I don’t know what novelist could have 

come up with that, apart from maybe Graham Greene. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780156031448
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Thom van Dooren, Flight Ways: Life and Loss at the Edge of Extinction 

My novel Venomous Lumpsucker is about species extinction, and along with Elizabeth Kolbert’s work, 

this is some of the best writing I’ve read on the subject. Schopenhauer declared that, “Unlike man, 

animals live without knowing death,” but in his account of the nearly-extinct Hawaiian crow, Thom 

van Dooren argues that these creatures are perfectly capable of mourning. So if one dead crow is a 

tragedy to other crows, what is the end of their whole species? 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780231166195
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Nick Bostrom, Superintelligence: Paths, Dangers, Strategies 

Not all encounters with non-human intelligence are encounters with animals. We may or may not get to 

talk to aliens one day, but we will certainly talk to sentient computer programs—maybe pretty soon! 

Bostrom could have called this The Culture Clash, because he’s making a similar point to Jean 

Donaldson: It’s tempting to assume that unfamiliar minds work more or less like ours, but that 

assumption can lead us terribly astray. When it’s a dog, the worst-case scenario is that he chews up 

your shoes; when it’s an AI, the worst-case scenario is that it exterminates the human race. 

__________________________________ 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780198739838
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Venomous Lumpsucker by Ned Beauman is available from Soho Press. 

animal intelligenceanimalshuman-animal interactionnatural worldNed Beaumanreading listSoho 

PressVenomous Lumpsucker 

 

 

Ned Beauman 

Ned Beauman, who was named one of Granta’s Best of Young British Novelists in 2013, is the author 

of Boxer, Beetle (shortlisted for the Desmond Elliott Prize and winner of the Goldberg Prize for 

Outstanding Debut Fiction); The Teleportation Accident (longlisted for the Man Booker Prize and 

winner of the Somerset Maugham Award); Glow; and Madness Is Better than Defeat. Beauman has 

written for The New York Times, The Guardian, the London Review of Books, Esquire, and various other 

publications. He lives in London. 

https://lithub.com/smarter-than-we-think-a-reading-list-on-animal-intelligence/ 

https://bookshop.org/books/venomous-lumpsucker/9781641294126
https://lithub.com/tag/animal-intelligence/
https://lithub.com/tag/animals/
https://lithub.com/tag/human-animal-interaction/
https://lithub.com/tag/natural-world/
https://lithub.com/tag/ned-beauman/
https://lithub.com/tag/reading-list/
https://lithub.com/tag/soho-press/
https://lithub.com/tag/soho-press/
https://lithub.com/tag/venomous-lumpsucker/
https://lithub.com/author/ned-beauman/
https://lithub.com/smarter-than-we-think-a-reading-list-on-animal-intelligence/
https://lithub.com/author/ned-beauman/
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View image credit & caption 

Research News 

Engineers build a self-aware, self-training robot that can avoid obstacles and assess damage 

Advance could accelerate the path to self-reliant autonomous systems 

August 25, 2022 

 

Engineers at Columbia University working on a project enabled by the National Artificial 

Intelligence Institute in Dynamic Systems and three separate grants from the U.S. National Science 

Foundation have built a robot that learns from itself instead of its environment. 

The self-aware robot learned a model of its body – something humans do as infants – without 

intervention or assistance. The results demonstrated how the robot modeled its movements to 

prepare for motion, avoid impediments and assess damage to its body. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-build-self-aware-self-training-robot-can-avoid-obstacles-and-assess-damage?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-78a3efd6accf00b9a6f94fd330?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.engineering.columbia.edu%2Fnews%2Fhod-lipson-robot-self-awareness&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fengineers-build-self-aware-self-training-robot-can-avoid-obstacles-and-assess-damage%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1925157&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2112085&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2046910&HistoricalAwards=false


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 609  september  2022 

 

144 

"We humans clearly have a notion of self," explained first author of the study Boyuan Chen. "Close 

your eyes and try to imagine how your own body would move if you were to take some action, 

such as stretch your arms forward or take a step backward. Somewhere inside our brain we have a 

notion of self, a self-model that informs us what volume of our immediate surroundings we 

occupy, and how that volume changes as we move." 

The robot trained itself by watching its image captured by cameras as it responded to various 

commands, establishing a neural network that understands physical movement and mass. 

The scientists were careful to consider the constraints and risks of even limited machine self-

awareness through autonomy. 

Research areas 

Directorate for Engineering (ENG) 

Division of Chemical, Bioengineering, Environmental and Transport Systems (ENG/CBET) 

Division of Civil, Mechanical and Manufacturing Innovation (ENG/CMMI) 

Division of Electrical, Communications and Cyber Systems (ENG/ECCS) 

Directorate for Mathematical and Physical Sciences (MPS) 

Division of Materials Research (MPS/DMR) 

Directorate for Computer and Information Science and Engineering (CISE) 

Division of Information and Intelligent Systems (CISE/IIS) 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-build-self-aware-self-training-robot-can-avoid-obstacles-

and-assess-damage?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-78a3efd6accf00b9a6f94fd330?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.science.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1126%2Fscirobotics.abn1944%3Fadobe_mc%3DMCMID%253D81466075502109388031330683729966647175%7CMCORGID%253D242B6472541199F70A4C98A6%2540AdobeOrg%7CTS%253D1658768397%26_ga%3D2.149962676.32747243.1658768359-532514581.1624535232&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fengineers-build-self-aware-self-training-robot-can-avoid-obstacles-and-assess-damage%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/eng
https://beta.nsf.gov/eng/cbet
https://beta.nsf.gov/eng/cmmi
https://beta.nsf.gov/eng/eccs
https://beta.nsf.gov/mps
https://beta.nsf.gov/mps/dmr
https://beta.nsf.gov/cise
https://beta.nsf.gov/cise/iis
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-build-self-aware-self-training-robot-can-avoid-obstacles-and-assess-damage?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/engineers-build-self-aware-self-training-robot-can-avoid-obstacles-and-assess-damage?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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View image credit & caption 

Research News 

Day or night — your brain is always listening 

New research explores how the brain responds to music and speech during sleep 

August 25, 2022 

 

You're fast asleep. But your brain isn't taking the night off, according to new research funded by 

the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

Researchers studied activity in the human cerebral cortex in response to music and other sounds. 

They observed vigorous auditory responses in the sleeping brain, similar in many ways to 

responses in the wakeful state but differing in a key component. While the waking state is 

characterized by ongoing feedback signals in the brain as it attends to and interprets incoming 

sounds, researchers found that those signals are greatly reduced during sleep. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/day-or-night-your-brain-always-listening?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1756473&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-78a3efd6accf00b9a6f94fd330?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.uclahealth.org%2Fnews%2Feven-sleep-your-brains-neurons-are-humming-along-mozart-0&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fday-or-night-your-brain-always-listening%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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The findings suggest that these feedback brain signals are key to conscious sensory processing and 

could lead to a better understanding of how people process sensory information when they are 

unconscious.   

"The neuronal orchestra is never shut off from the environment when the person is deep asleep," 

said Itzhak Fried, a co-author of the study. "The neurons are like musicians playing Mozart, each 

one with great fidelity and volume. Only the conductor, the one who monitors performance and 

leads expectations, is missing." 

The researchers monitored the brain activity of epilepsy patients through implanted electrodes. 

The electrodes were placed to identify the areas in the brain where the patients' seizures were 

occurring before they underwent neurosurgery to cure their epilepsy. The patients who agreed to 

participate in the study had a nearby speaker that would play music and words and measured the 

response when the patients were awake and when they were asleep. 

Brain cells in the primary auditory cortex responded to the stimulation during sleep but higher 

brain regions showed subdued responses. 

"That's probably why we are still not conscious, although we are still processing the sensory 

information from the external world,” Fried said. “You're not completely shut from the 

environment in that sense.” The presence of auditory responses during sleep could also lead to 

ways to improve memory during sleep when the brain processes incoming and recent information, 

as shown in parallel studies also supported by NSF. 

Research areas 

Directorate for Social, Behavioral and Economic Sciences (SBE) 

Division of Behavioral and Cognitive Sciences (SBE/BCS) 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/day-or-night-your-brain-always-

listening?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-78a3efd6accf00b9a6f94fd330?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.nature.com%2Farticles%2Fs41593-022-01107-4.epdf%3Fsharing_token%3D0tiLC2cbOVOqB4zIIcwgjtRgN0jAjWel9jnR3ZoTv0OwlS0fsNfwVR--zjfC9IplsqyUt3WvJpOqRJhlm26IFbHKZJSI8vC2W4k59bpeBrCBNOCdAKHjZ9OZsyrHp5mez0BpY3-2JnLYKEJLUmehoegetx22ZhLIld6YglrkH-4%253D&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fday-or-night-your-brain-always-listening%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-78a3efd6accf00b9a6f94fd330?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.jneurosci.org%2Fcontent%2F41%2F46%2F9608&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fday-or-night-your-brain-always-listening%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/sbe
https://beta.nsf.gov/sbe/bcs
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/day-or-night-your-brain-always-listening?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/day-or-night-your-brain-always-listening?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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The Solstice, by W. S. Merwin  

 

 

 

  

They say the sun will come back 

at midnight 

after all 

my one love 

 

but we know how the minutes 

fly out into 

the dark trees 

and vanish 

 

like the great ‘ohias and the honey creepers 

and we know how the weeks 

walk into the 

shadows at midday 

 

at the thought of the months I reach for your hand 
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it is not something 

one is supposed 

to say 

 

we watch the red birds in the morning 

we hope for the quiet 

daytime together 

the year turns into air 

 

but we are together in the whole night 

with the sun still going away 

and the year 

coming back 

  

From issue no. 105 (Winter 1987) 

 

 

And to read more poems from The Paris Review, make sure to subscribe! In addition to four 

print issues per year, you’ll also receive complete digital access to our sixty-nine years’ 

worth of archives. 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7f5ad06f58&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=eb7e46dc62&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7be99f969b&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7f5ad06f58&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7f5ad06f58&e=d538c8f2e0
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Impressively green timber office building is built to last 

By Adam Williams 

 

Now that the project is complete, the PAE Living Building's energy performance will continue to be 

monitored over the next 12 months 

Jamie Goodwick/Portland Drone 

VIEW 8 IMAGES 

VIEW GALLERY - 8 IMAGES 

Designed to withstand severe earthquakes and to last for as long as 500 years, the PAE Living 

Building, by ZGF Architects, is an impressive example of resilient sustainable design. The office 

building has been constructed largely from timber and minimizes its grid-based energy use both 

passively and using technology like solar panels. 

The PAE Living Building is located in Portland, Oregon, on a former parking lot. Structurally, it 

consists of sustainably sourced glued laminated timber and cross-laminated timber, though there 

is some concrete too, and its overall design nods to the local architecture in the city. 

https://newatlas.com/author/adam-williams/
https://newatlas.com/architecture/pae-living-building-zgf/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=7f5526a583-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2022_08_26_08_05&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-7f5526a583-92970593#gallery:1
https://newatlas.com/zgf-architects-google-spruce-goose/57190/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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MORE STORIES 

AROUND THE HOME 

Quieter millo air blender uses magnets in place of a regular motor 

 

TINY HOUSES 

Seriously small tiny house offers off-grid freedom and ships worldwide 

 

The building measures 58,000 sq ft (almost 5,400 sq m), spread over five floors. The ground floor 

hosts retail space and a fitness center, with the upper floors given over to office space. There's 

also an open-air lounge area. As is typically the case with these modern engineered wood 

buildings, the interior decor throughout leans into the natural beauty of the timber and leaves 

surfaces largely uncovered. 

According to ZGF Architects, the PAE Living Building uses only one-fifth as much energy as a 

standard comparable office building. Its photovoltaic panel and battery system includes a 133-kW 

PV array on the roof and an offsite 215-kW PV array, as well as a two-way connection to the city's 

electrical grid. This allows the building to temporarily operate in a special low energy mode while 

completely disconnected from the grid (for example because of a blackout), and also run off-the-

grid for up to 100 days over the summer. 

 

The PAE Living Building's interior decor leaves the timber uncovered, highlighting the natural 

beauty of the wood 

Benjamin Benschneider 

All of the building's water needs are met using an onsite water capture and recycling system that 

includes cisterns holding 62,500 gallons (roughly 237,000 l) of rainwater and up to 8,500 gallons 

(32,000 l) of stormwater. The building also has a complex composting system that transforms 

https://newatlas.com/around-the-home/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_medium=recirculation&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_1
https://newatlas.com/around-the-home/millo-air-blender-magnets/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_medium=recirculation&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_1
https://newatlas.com/tiny-houses/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_medium=recirculation&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_2
https://newatlas.com/tiny-houses/freeland-serena/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_medium=recirculation&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_2
https://newatlas.com/tiny-houses/freeland-serena/?itm_source=ocelot&itm_medium=recirculation&itm_campaign=ocelot_e079a01&itm_content=recommendation_2
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human waste into liquid fertilizer and agriculture-grade compost onsite – ZGF Architects says this 

can serve as an income source for the building owners. Furthermore, over 50% of the main work 

areas are naturally illuminated using daylight and 70% of the building perimeter can be naturally 

ventilated with operable windows. 

We were curious about the longevity claims and its earthquake resistance, and reached out to the 

firm for more information. 

"The PAE Living Building is designed and constructed for both endurance and adaptability that will 

cater to multiple generations of users," explained a press representative. "One example is the 

building's design for maximum resilience in the event of a major earthquake (up to 8.0 on the 

Richter scale). After weighing various options, the team determined that it made both structural 

and financial sense to invest in a costlier 'stiff' frame that would bring the building up to Category 

IV standards – achieving the same level of seismic resilience required of hospitals and fire 

stations." 

 

The PAE Living Building's water needs are met using an onsite water capture and recycling system 

that includes cisterns to hold 62,500 gallons (roughly 237,000 l) of rainwater 

Lara Swimmer 

The PAE Living Building is so-named because one of its tenants is the engineering firm PAE and 

because it's slated to meet the Living Building green building standard. Over the next 12 months, 

its performance will be closely monitored and only then will it be officially certified, should it meet 

expectations. 

Source: ZGF Architects 

VIEW GALLERY - 8 IMAGES 

We recommend 

1. A randomized, open-label, phase III trial of encorafenib plus binimetinib versus 

vemurafenib or encorafenib in patients with BRAF V600-mutanat melanoma by Dummer 

et al 

Brought to you by Pfizer Medical Affairs 

2. Urban timber construction: Colored façades increase acceptance 

by Karlsruhe Institute of Technology, TechXplore.com, 2022 

https://living-future.org/lbc/
https://www.zgf.com/work/4194-pae-engineers-the-pae-living-building
https://newatlas.com/architecture/pae-living-building-zgf/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=7f5526a583-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2022_08_26_08_05&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-7f5526a583-92970593#gallery:1
https://ascopubs.org/doi/full/10.1200/JCO.21.02659?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Brought_to_you_by_Pfizer_Medical_Affairs_TrendMD_1
https://ascopubs.org/doi/full/10.1200/JCO.21.02659?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Brought_to_you_by_Pfizer_Medical_Affairs_TrendMD_1
https://ascopubs.org/doi/full/10.1200/JCO.21.02659?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Brought_to_you_by_Pfizer_Medical_Affairs_TrendMD_1
https://techxplore.com/news/2022-07-urban-timber-faades.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
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3. Shrinking the carbon footprint of timber construction 

by Lisa Ottenhaus et al., TechXplore.com, 2022 

1. A development cost comparison between a multi-storey mass timber and reinforced 

concrete building in South Africa 

S van der Westhuyzen et al., Journal of the South African Institution of Civil Engineering, 2022 

2. Glass Protected Timber Façades – New Sustainable Façade Typology 

Marcin Brzezicki, Technical Transactions, 2020 

3. Oz tech titans to build world's tallest 'hybrid timber' tower in Sydney 

TechXplore.com, 2020 
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Adam Williams 

Adam scours the globe from his home in Spain in order to bring the best of innovative architecture 

and sustainable design to the pages of New Atlas. Most of his spare time is spent dabbling in 

music, tinkering with old Macintosh computers and trying to keep his even older VW bus on the 

road. 
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