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What Comes After Oil Culture? 

Almost everything about our culture today is built on oil. Can we imagine a world built on a different energy 

infrastructure? 

 

 Getty 

By: Livia Gershon 

 As climate change looms larger and larger, it seems increasingly necessary to imagine a world beyond fossil 

fuels. But that’s not easy. The scholar Frederick Buell, writing in the Journal of American Studies, offers a 

brief but sweeping story of human relationships with energy, the conclusion of which is that almost 

everything about our culture today is built on oil. 

Buell begins his story with the energy stored in food, unleashed by the Neolithic revolution. With the 

domestication of plants and animals came storage and food preparation technologies, new forms of social 

relations, and the emergence of towns and cities. 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/livia-gershon/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/23259137?mag=what-comes-after-oil-culture
https://www.jstor.org/stable/23259137?mag=what-comes-after-oil-culture
https://daily.jstor.org/baking-vs-roasting/
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Others saw the coal mines, and the factories they powered, as the heart of a brutal class system that put 

workers through hell, while poisoning cities’ air and water. 

Much later, the coal-powered steam engine co-evolved with industrial capitalism, producing what Buell calls 

the first “truly exuberant” energy system. Some nineteenth century writers enthused over the new machines’ 

power to create “civilized and refined” lives of “unceasing progress.” Others saw the coal mines, and the 

factories they powered, as the heart of a brutal class system that put workers through hell, while poisoning 

cities’ air and water. 

And then came oil. Where coal’s plentiful energy came at the cost of grueling, dangerous work, early oil 

culture was even more exuberant. Speculators could strike it rich with minimal investment or work. As 

described by muckraking journalist Ida Tarbell, it was a culture of “men of imagination who dared to risk all 

they had on the adventure of seeking oil.” 

That frontier adventurism soon gave way to what Buell calls “oil-electric-coal capitalism.” John Rockefeller 

monopolized the oil industry, eliminating the bold speculators but transforming daily life for consumers. The 

grime of coal-powered cities cleared as oil took over. Cars eliminated the animal waste that had covered the 

streets. Electric light and power transformed homes and factories. New metaphors were born too: people 

“operated on all cylinders,” found performances “electrifying,” and, sometimes “burned out.” 

Oil also powered the deadly machines that fought the two world wars—and more wars after that. Ten days 

after the armistice that ended World War I, Britain’s Lord Curzon declared: “The Allied cause had floated to 

victory upon a wave of oil.” In the years after World War II, petroleum increasingly became the material basis 

of a new prosperity, turning into plastics, pharmaceuticals, and pesticides. With this came the dark side—the 

fear of nuclear war, Silent Spring, and, eventually, climate change. 

Weekly Newsletter   Get your fix of JSTOR Daily’s best stories in your inbox each Thursday.   
Subscribe

 

You may unsubscribe at any time by clicking on the provided link on any marketing message. 

By the time Buell was writing, in 2012, a new cultural regime had begun, one blending exuberance and 

catastrophe, or so he argues. Robotics, nanotechnology, and the internet promised rapid advances for human 

culture, while post-apocalyptic fiction captured the potential for all of it to go horribly wrong. 

This history raises the question of what a post-oil culture would look like. Will climate disaster, or intentional 

self-restraint, create new scarcity, rolling back the material progress of the twentieth century? Will dangerous, 

highly technical power sources like nuclear plants elevate technocratic authorities? Could distributed 

renewable energy systems and microgrids promote new kinds of localism and democracy? The history of 

energy cultures suggests that the implications of following any of these paths will be more complicated than 

we can predict. 

https://daily.jstor.org/what-comes-after-oil-culture/ 

https://daily.jstor.org/what-comes-after-oil-culture/
https://daily.jstor.org/what-comes-after-oil-culture/
https://daily.jstor.org/a-history-of-human-waste-as-fertilizer/
https://www.rachelcarson.org/SilentSpring.aspx
https://daily.jstor.org/why-are-dystopian-films-on-the-rise-again/
https://daily.jstor.org/what-comes-after-oil-culture/
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Legend 

  

Helena Mesa 

 

  

During the war, women hid messages 

   inside white flowers 

tucked in their hair. They crossed 

   enemy lines, slipped the blossoms 

into soldiers’ fists. What might 

   have been a child’s crown 

for her communion, an offering 

   at a grave, might win the war. 

The ovule, the style, the stigma— 

   what seemed to unfurl overnight 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuyjjy-ilzgdjkh-o/
https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuyjjy-ilzgdjkh-b/
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took weeks, even years. 

   Dream your hand plucks the bloom, 

its widest petals like porcelain, 

   and a halo of bees skims your arms. 

Upon waking, walk to the docks, 

   the bloom heavy behind your ear, 

and breathe in its sweet persistence, 

   its scent of sea salt and gutted fish. 

 Copyright © 2019 by Helena Mesa. Originally published in Poem-a-Day on December 9, 

2019, by the Academy of American Poets. 

 

 

 

About this Poem 

  

“When reading about José Martí, I stumbled across a quick detail—a side note, really—about 

women hiding messages in flowers and carrying those secret messages across enemy lines 

during the Cuban War of Independence. Though brief and marginal, the legend struck me. I 

heard my mother’s voice asserting her love of the mariposa (a white garland-lily), and in my 

imagining of the unsubstantiated story I hear notes of rebellion, of resistance, of beauty, of 

risk—all of which resonate with me as I read the daily news reports.” 

—Helena Mesa 

 

 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuyjjy-ilzgdjkh-q/
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Helena Mesa is the author of Horse Dance 

Underwater (Cleveland State University Poetry 

Center, 2009) and a co-editor for Mentor & Muse: 

Essays from Poets to Poets (Southern Illinois 

University Press, 2010). She teaches at Albion 

College and lives in Ann Arbor, Michigan. 

 

  

 

 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuyjjy-ilzgdjkh-o/  
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anucha sirivisansuwan/Moment/Getty Images 

Fossil fuel companies responsible for more than half of ocean acidification, study says 

By AJ Dellinger 

Our oceans are in rough shape, and there is plenty of blame for that to go around. Usually, when we think of 

the damage done to the bodies of water that cover the majority of the planet, we think of piles of trash and 

discarded plastic floating aimlessly across the expanse. But a new study published this week has revealed the 

true source of the degradation of our oceans: fossil fuel companies. 

According to research published in the journal Environmental Research Letters, just a handful of companies 

— 88, to be exact — are responsible for more than half of the ocean acidification that has occurred over the 

last century. From 1880 to 2015, the time frame during which human-related carbon emissions started to tick 

up, that small group of corporations were responsible for about 55 percent of ocean acidification. From 1965 

to 2015, a time frame during which many companies started to understand the reality of climate change but 

continued to operate in the same harmful ways, those companies accounted for 51 percent of the ocean's 

increasing acidity. 

PUBLICIDAD 

inRead invented by Teads 

https://www.mic.com/profile/aj-dellinger-17944492
https://iopscience.iop.org/article/10.1088/1748-9326/ab5abc
https://iopscience.iop.org/article/10.1088/1748-9326/ab5abc
https://hp.teads.com/?utm_source=inread&utm_medium=credits&utm_campaign=invented%20by%20teads
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Unsurprisingly, Big Oil firms are among those most culpable. According to the study, 48 of the 88 biggest 

contributors to the ocean's decline are "investor-owned fossil fuel companies." Almost all of the companies 

listed are either involved in the extraction, refining and combustion of fossil fuels or are in the business of 

manufacturing materials like cement, according to the study. That means firms like BP, Chevron, Royal 

Dutch Shell and perhaps most notably ExxonMobile — a company that was taken to court over its failure to 

disclose information the company had regarding the effects and costs of climate change, though it was not 

found guilty of securities fraud relating to that knowledge. 

That is perhaps one of the biggest points made by the study: not just that fossil fuel companies are largely 

responsible for the alkalinity of the oceans dropping (and therefore acidity increasing), but that they knew 

better while they were doing it. A series of reports published by Inside Climate News in 2015 found that 

ExxonMobile independently performed research dating as far back as the 1970s and found that carbon 

emission levels were having a dramatic effect on the climate. Likewise, a report published earlier this year 

dug up a coal industry report published in 1966 that noted the continuous burning of fossil fuels is likely to 

lead to the temperature of earth rising. Despite this knowledge, these companies continued to operate in ways 

that contributed to the very problem that they identified. They continued to drill and mine for fossil fuels — 

seemingly knowing full well the effect they would have on the planet. The result, as shown by the study, is 

the ongoing deterioration of the health of our oceans — a problem that these few companies were willing to 

massively contribute to in order to keep their stock prices high. 

 

Daniel Osterkamp/Moment/Getty Images 

https://www.npr.org/2019/12/10/780317799/exxon-wins-new-york-climate-change-case
https://insideclimatenews.org/content/Exxon-The-Road-Not-Taken
https://www.scientificamerican.com/article/exxon-knew-about-climate-change-almost-40-years-ago/
https://www.huffpost.com/entry/coal-industry-climate-change_n_5dd6bbebe4b0e29d7280984f
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Ocean acidification is one of the most notable results of these companies continuing their pursuit of fossil 

fuels. While we often think about air quality in regards to carbon emissions, the oceans feel the effect as well. 

When there are excess levels of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere, the oceans absorb it, which affects the 

chemical makeup of the massive bodies of water. The result is a drop in alkalinity (pH) levels, which in turn 

makes the ocean water more acidic. And we definitely know the oceans are becoming more acidic. According 

to CoastAdapt, an Australian-based government backed climate organization, oceans have absorbed 

between one-third and half of all carbon dioxide emitted into the atmosphere since 1850. The result has been a 

26 percent increase in the acidity of the ocean, and it is occurring at a rate about 10 times faster than at any 

point in the last 55 million years. 

While things like rising sea levels and warming waters are effects of climate change felt by the ocean that we 

largely can't see, ocean acidification is much easier to notice because it does noticeable damage to ecosystems 

that humans interact with. Coral reefs, for instance, are being destroyed by the change in the ocean water's 

chemical construction. Acidification destroys calcium carbonate, a chemical compound that coral requires to 

build up its hard exterior. Without that building block, coral reefs can't build themselves up. Even worse, 

though, is the fact that the acidity has become so bad that it is actually killing off existing reefs. Over the 

course of 2016 and 2017, the Great Barrier Reef was devastated by these changes to the ocean, possibly to the 

point of no return. A recent study found that there has been an 89 percent decline in the amount of new 

coral forming in the reef, suggesting that it is likely dying off before our very eyes. As the coral disappears, 

the effects on the ocean's ecosystem — and in turn, on humans — could be devastating. It is estimated that 

about 25 percent of fish species spend at least part of their lifecycle in reefs. They also serve as a layer 

of protection against surging sea levels in coastal areas. Notably, coral reefs also provide safe environments 

for plankton that help to produce the oxygen that we breathe — as much as 50 percent of it, in fact. 

As the oceans continue to become more acidic, it is likely that we will continue to see the erosion of life both 

in sea and on land. Whether we are fully aware of it or not, humans are reliant on having a healthy, 

functioning ecosystem operating within the ocean. Yet our carbon emissions have thrown the waters entirely 

out of whack. It certainly can't hurt for individuals to try to limit their consumption of fossil fuels and other 

products that are the result of oil — things like single-use plastics, for instance. But it shouldn't be forgotten 

that even with all of the consumption of these products that we are responsible for, the majority of the burden 

still lies with the companies that have chosen to continue extract, refine and peddle fossil fuels despite being 

armed with knowledge well in advance that doing so would damage the planet. No harm will come from 

reducing your own reliance on fossil fuels and related products — but more good will come from holding the 

real culprits responsible for their actions. 

 

https://www.mic.com/p/fossil-fuel-companies-responsible-for-more-than-half-of-ocean-acidification-study-

says-19445404  

https://coastadapt.com.au/ocean-acidification-and-its-effects
https://www.scientificamerican.com/article/corals-are-dissolving-away1/
https://gizmodo.com/a-nightmare-is-unfolding-in-the-great-barrier-reef-1767702006
https://www.cbsnews.com/news/great-barrier-reef-dying-climate-change-caused-decrease-in-new-coral-study-says/
https://www.cbsnews.com/news/great-barrier-reef-dying-climate-change-caused-decrease-in-new-coral-study-says/
https://www.weforum.org/agenda/2018/04/what-happens-if-all-the-coral-reefs-die
https://reefresilience.org/climate-and-ocean-change/sea-level-rise/
https://www.noaa.gov/education/resource-collections/marine-life-education-resources/coral-reef-ecosystems
https://www.noaa.gov/education/resource-collections/marine-life-education-resources/coral-reef-ecosystems
https://www.washingtonpost.com/lifestyle/kidspost/where-does-the-oxygen-we-breathe-come-from/2019/05/17/1e2bde6c-75ab-11e9-bd25-c989555e7766_story.html
https://www.surfrider.org/coastal-blog/entry/the-link-between-fossil-fuels-single-use-plastics-and-climate-change
https://www.mic.com/p/fossil-fuel-companies-responsible-for-more-than-half-of-ocean-acidification-study-says-19445404
https://www.mic.com/p/fossil-fuel-companies-responsible-for-more-than-half-of-ocean-acidification-study-says-19445404
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Christmas Trees 

by Robert Frost 

 

A self-described "circular letter" Frost sent to friends for Christmas in 1920. It's about quintessential New 

England sensibilities when a city man helps a Vermonter see the value of his trees and his friends. 

 

 

The city had withdrawn into itself 

And left at last the country to the country; 

When between whirls of snow not come to lie 

And whirls of foliage not yet laid, there drove 

A stranger to our yard, who looked the city, 

https://americanliterature.com/author/robert-frost
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Yet did in country fashion in that there 

He sat and waited till he drew us out 

A-buttoning coats to ask him who he was. 

He proved to be the city come again 

To look for something it had left behind 

And could not do without and keep its Christmas. 

He asked if I would sell my Christmas trees; 

My woods—the young fir balsams like a place 

Where houses all are churches and have spires. 

I hadn’t thought of them as Christmas Trees. 

I doubt if I was tempted for a moment 

To sell them off their feet to go in cars 

And leave the slope behind the house all bare, 

Where the sun shines now no warmer than the moon. 

I’d hate to have them know it if I was. 

Yet more I’d hate to hold my trees except 

As others hold theirs or refuse for them, 

Beyond the time of profitable growth, 

The trial by market everything must come to. 

I dallied so much with the thought of selling. 

Then whether from mistaken courtesy 
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And fear of seeming short of speech, or whether 

From hope of hearing good of what was mine, 

I said, “There aren’t enough to be worth while.” 

“I could soon tell how many they would cut, 

You let me look them over.” 

 

“You could look. 

But don’t expect I’m going to let you have them.” 

Pasture they spring in, some in clumps too close 

That lop each other of boughs, but not a few 

Quite solitary and having equal boughs 

All round and round. The latter he nodded “Yes” to, 

Or paused to say beneath some lovelier one, 

With a buyer’s moderation, “That would do.” 

I thought so too, but wasn’t there to say so. 

We climbed the pasture on the south, crossed over, 

And came down on the north. 

He said, “A thousand.” 

 

“A thousand Christmas trees!—at what apiece?” 
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He felt some need of softening that to me: 

“A thousand trees would come to thirty dollars.” 

 

Then I was certain I had never meant 

To let him have them. Never show surprise! 

But thirty dollars seemed so small beside 

The extent of pasture I should strip, three cents 

(For that was all they figured out apiece), 

Three cents so small beside the dollar friends 

I should be writing to within the hour 

Would pay in cities for good trees like those, 

Regular vestry-trees whole Sunday Schools 

Could hang enough on to pick off enough. 

A thousand Christmas trees I didn’t know I had! 

Worth three cents more to give away than sell, 

As may be shown by a simple calculation. 

Too bad I couldn’t lay one in a letter. 

I can’t help wishing I could send you one, 

In wishing you herewith a Merry Christmas.  

 

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day 

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
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Shutterstock 

Extreme weather news may not change climate change skeptics’ minds 

By Ryan Weber 

The year 2018 brought particularly devastating natural disasters, including hurricanes, droughts, floods and 

fires — just the kinds of extreme weather events scientists predict will be exacerbated by climate change. 

Amid this destruction, some people see an opportunity to finally quash climate change skepticism. After all, it 

seems hard to deny the realities of climate change — and object to policies fighting it — while its effects 

visibly wreck communities, maybe even your own. 

News outlets have hesitated to connect natural disasters and climate change, though these connections are 

increasing, thanks to calls from experts combined with more precise data about the effects of climate change. 

Media voices like The Guardian advocate for more coverage of the weather events “when people can see and 

feel climate change.” Harvard’s Nieman Foundation dubbed 2019 “The Year of the Climate Reporter.” Even 

conservative talk radio host Rush Limbaugh worried that media predictions about Hurricane Florence were 

attempts to “heighten belief in climate change.” 

https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/cloudy-tornado-ans-extreme-weather-1117168013
https://reliefweb.int/report/world/counting-cost-year-climate-breakdown
https://www.nap.edu/catalog/21852/attribution-of-extreme-weather-events-in-the-context-of-climate-change
https://www.nbcnews.com/news/us-news/climate-experts-now-cite-global-warming-during-extreme-weather-disasters-n895976
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-018-05849-9
https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2017/dec/07/climate-change-media-coverage-media-matters
https://www.niemanlab.org/2019/01/the-year-of-the-climate-reporter/
https://www.newsweek.com/rush-limbaugh-says-hurricane-florence-forecast-trying-heighten-belief-climate-1117416
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But a recent study from Ohio State University communications scholars found that news stories connecting 

climate change to natural disasters actually backfire among skeptics. As someone who also studies scientific 

communication, I find these results fascinating. It’s easy to assume that presenting factual information will 

automatically change people’s minds, but messages can have complex, frustrating persuasive effects. 

 

 

 

Shutterstock 

Investigating how skeptics hear the news 

Social scientists have an unclear understanding of how climate change news affects public opinion, as not 

enough research has specifically explored that question. To explore the question, researchers from Ohio State 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=WFIpOQEAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=sra
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=ffk3cpwAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=sra
https://doi.org/10.1080/17524032.2018.1546202
https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/tons-homes-totally-destroyed-flooded-submerged-1209714427
https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/tons-homes-totally-destroyed-flooded-submerged-1209714427
https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/tons-homes-totally-destroyed-flooded-submerged-1209714427
https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/tons-homes-totally-destroyed-flooded-submerged-1209714427


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

17 

recruited 1,504 volunteers. They divided them into groups who read news stories about natural disasters — 

fires, hurricanes or blizzards – that either emphasized or omitted the role of climate change. 

Cleverly, the researchers recruited participants from geographic areas most likely to experience the disasters 

they read about; for instance, participants in hurricane-prone areas read the news articles about hurricanes. 

Further, the researchers ran the study in fall 2017, during hurricane and wildfire season, when these sorts of 

disasters are presumably top of mind. 

After reading, participants answered 11 questions meant to measure their resistance to the article, including 

“Sometimes I wanted to ‘argue back’ against what I read” and “I found myself looking for flaws in the way 

information was presented.” 

It turned out that climate change skeptics — whether politically conservative or liberal — showed more 

resistance to the stories that mentioned climate change. Climate change themes also made skeptics more 

likely to downplay the severity of the disasters. At the same time, the same articles made people who accept 

climate change perceive the hazards as more severe. 

The study findings suggest that reporting the relationship between climate change and hazardous weather may 

actually increase the skepticism of skeptics, even in the face of blatant contrary evidence. Psychologists call 

this the boomerang effect, because the message ultimately sends people in the opposite direction. 

Who’s hearing the message matters 

The boomerang effects seen in this latest study are less surprising than you might think. Researchers have 

tried a variety of strategies, including emphasizing scientific consensus around climate change and describing 

the negative health impacts of climate change on people near and far, only to find that skeptics often end up 

more entrenched after reading attempts to persuade them. 

Messages can work when they use place to increase people’s concern and willingness to act on climate 

change, but individual studies show inconsistent results. One new study gave Bay Area participants maps 

showing the increased flood risk in their zip code due to projected sea level rise. The maps made no 

difference in people’s concern about the effects of climate change on future generations, developing countries 

or the Bay Area. But the maps did make people who accept climate change less concerned that it would 

personally harm them. These participants may have replaced their abstract, apocalyptic assumptions about 

climate change threats with the more tangible predictions, causing them to feel less vulnerable. 

Another study, also involving Californians, generated slightly more success for place-based climate change 

news, but only among participants who were already concerned about climate change. Study participants read 

news articles explaining that climate change would increase droughts either globally or in California. The 

global message made people more likely to want policy changes, while the local messages made people more 

likely to say they would change their personal behavior. 

Place-based appeals often have some positive effect on people’s willingness to act on climate change and 

environmental issues. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Boomerang_effect_(psychology)
https://doi.org/10.1080/17524032.2018.1548369
https://doi.org/10.1177/0093650211416646
https://linkinghub.elsevier.com/retrieve/pii/S0959378018304655
https://journals.ametsoc.org/doi/10.1175/WCAS-D-16-0119.1
https://climatecommunication.yale.edu/about/projects/global-warmings-six-americas/
https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/13549839.2017.1385002?journalCode=cloe20
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But most studies about local messaging suggest that you cannot persuade everyone with the same message. A 

complex relationship of factors — including previous beliefs on climate change, political affiliation, and 

attachment to place and gender — can all play a role. 

And psychologists offer compelling reasons why persuasive attempts sometimes backfire. Messages about the 

local impact of climate change might actually replace people’s abstract, altruistic values with utilitarian 

concerns. In the case of skeptics resisting news about climate-driven disasters, the researchers from Ohio 

State suggest that these people are engaged in motivated reasoning, a cognitive bias where people force new 

and threatening information to conform to their pre-existing knowledge. 

More news may not convince 

Resistance to news about climate change disasters might be frustrating, but even the media often ignore the 

role of climate change in disasters, according to an analysis by the nonprofit consumer advocacy 

organization Public Citizen. They found only 7 percent of American news stories about hurricanes mentioned 

climate change in 2018. Percentages increase for stories about wildfires (27.8 percent of stories), extreme heat 

(34 percent of stories) and drought (35 percent of stories). But an overwhelming amount of extreme weather 

news coverage never mentions climate change. 

Some omissions are particularly striking. Liberal research organization Media Matters found only one 

mention of climate change in 127 broadcast news stories during two weeks of extreme heat in 2018. Only 

about 4 percent of stories about Hurricane Irma and Harvey mentioned climate change, according to 

an academic analysis that included The Houston Chronicle and the Tampa Bay Times. 

Despite these low numbers, U.S. climate change coverage related to extreme weather and disasters actually 

rose in 2018, according to the report from Public Citizen. This increase aligns with a trend of news slowly 

improving its climate reporting. For instance, U.S. print media has dropped some of the skepticism from its 

climate change reporting, both in terms of outright skepticism of the basic science and a subtler version that 

involved creating a false balance by including voices which both affirm and deny the reality of climate 

change. 

Even if the media continues to increase and improve its climate change coverage, it might not change 

skeptics’ minds. Of course, the media has a responsibility to report the news accurately, regardless of how 

some people process it. But those hoping that climate change news will convert skeptics might end up 

disappointed. 

Given this resistance to news, other approaches, such as avoiding fear-inducing and guilt-based 

messaging, creating targeted messages about free-market solutions, or deploying a kind of “jiu jitsu” 

persuasion that aligns with pre-existing attitudes, may prove more effective at influencing skeptics. In the 

meantime, social scientists will continue to investigate ways to combat the stubborn boomerang effect, even 

as the consequences of climate change intensify all around us. 

This article was originally published on The Conversation by Ryan Weber. Read the original article here. 

https://www.mic.com/p/extreme-weather-news-may-not-change-climate-change-skeptics-minds-19381390  

https://www.nature.com/articles/nclimate2760
https://www.psychologytoday.com/us/basics/motivated-reasoning
https://www.citizen.org/wp-content/uploads/public-citizen-carbon-omission-extreme-weather-2018.pdf
https://www.mediamatters.org/cbs/major-broadcast-tv-networks-mentioned-climate-change-just-once-during-two-weeks-heat-wave?redirect_source=/blog/2018/07/12/Major-broadcast-TV-networks-mentioned-climate-change-just-once-during-two-weeks-of-heat-wa/220651
http://lifescienceglobal.com/pms/index.php/IJCC/article/view/5215
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/10.1177/0963662515612276
https://linkinghub.elsevier.com/retrieve/pii/S0959378016305209
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/10.1177/0013916515574085
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/10.1177/0013916515574085
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/10.1177/1075547017715473
https://psycnet.apa.org/fulltext/2017-29745-009.html
https://psycnet.apa.org/fulltext/2017-29745-009.html
https://theconversation.com/us
https://theconversation.com/profiles/ryan-weber-688172
https://theconversation.com/profiles/sunny-shin-879696
https://theconversation.com/extreme-weather-news-may-not-change-climate-change-skeptics-minds-112650
https://www.mic.com/p/extreme-weather-news-may-not-change-climate-change-skeptics-minds-19381390
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A December Day in Dixie 

by Kate Chopin 

 

 

The train was an hour and a half late. I failed to hear any complaints on that score from the few passengers 

who disembarked with me at Cypress Junction at 6:30 a.m. and confronted an icy blast that would better have 

stayed where it came from. But there was Emile Sautier’s saloon just across the tracks, flaunting an alluring 

sign that offered to hungry wayfarers ham and eggs, fried chicken, oysters and delicious coffee at any hour. 

Emile’s young wife was as fat and dirty as a little pig that has slept over time in an untidy sty. Possibly she 

had slept under the stove; the night must have been cold. She told us Emile had come home “boozy” the night 

before from town. She told it before his very face and he never said a word – only went ahead pouring coal-

oil on the fire that wouldn’t burn. She wore over her calico dress a heavy cloth jacket with huge pearl buttons 

https://americanliterature.com/author/kate-chopin
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and enormous puffed sleeves, and a tattered black-white “nubia” twined about her head and shoulders as if 

she were contemplating a morning walk. It is impossible for me to know what her intentions were. She stood 

in the doorway with her little dirty, fat, ring-bedecked hands against the frame, seeming to guard the approach 

to an adjacent apartment in which there was a cooking stove, a bed and other articles of domestic 

convenience. 

“Yas, he come home boozy, Emile, he don’ care, him; dat’s nuttin to him w’at happen’.” 

In his indifference to fate, the youth had lost an eye, a summer or two ago, and now he was saving no coal-oil 

for the lamps. 

We were clamoring for coffee. Any one of us was willing to forego the fried chicken, that was huddled 

outside under a slanting, icy board; or the oysters, that had never got off the train; or the ham that was 

grunting beneath the house; or the eggs, which were possibly out where the chicken was; but we did want 

coffee. 

Emile made us plenty of it, black as ink, since no one cared for the condensed milk which he offered with the 

sugar. 

We could hear the chattering of a cherub in the next room where the bed and cook stove were. And when the 

piggish little mother went in to dress it, what delicious prattle of 'Cadian French! what gurgling and 

suppressed laughter! One of my companions – there were three of us, two Natchitoches men and myself – one 

of them related an extraordinary experience which the infant had endured a month or two before. He had 

fallen into an old unused cistern a great distance from the house. In falling through the arms by some 

protecting limbs, and thus insecurely sustained he had called and wailed for two hours before help came. 

“Yas,” said his mother who had come back into the room, “’is face was black like de stove w’en we fine ‘im. 

An’ de cistern was all fill’ up wid lizard’ an’ snake’. It was one big snake all curl’ up on de udder en’ de 

branch, lookin’ at ‘im de whole time.” His little swarthy, rosy moon-face beamed cheerfully at us from over 

his mother’s shoulder, and his black eyes glittered like a squirrel’s. I wondered how he had lived through 

those two hours of suffering and terror. But the little children’s world is so unreal, that no doubt it is often 

difficult for them to distinguish between the life of the imagination and of reality. 

The earth was covered with two inches of snow, as white, as dazzling, as soft as northern snow and a hundred 

times more beautiful. Snow upon and beneath the moss-draped branches of the forests; snow along the 

bayou’s edges, powdering the low, pointed, thick palmetto growths; white snow and the fields and fields of 

white cotton bursting from dry bolls. The Natchitoches train sped leisurely through the white, still country, 

and I longed for some companion to sit beside me who would feel the marvelous and strange beauty of the 

scene as I did. My neighbor was a gentlemen of too practical a turn. 

“Oh! the cotton and the snow!” I almost screamed as the first vision of a white cotton field appeared. 

“Yes, the lazy rascals; won’t pick a lock of it; cotton at 4 cts, what’s the use they say.” 

“What’s the use,” I agreed. How cold and inky black the negroes looked, standing in the white patches. 
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“Cotton’s in the fields all along here and down through the bayou Natchez country.” 

“Oh! it isn’t earthly – it’s Fairyland!” 

“Don’t know what the planters are going to do, unless they turn half the land into pasture and start raising 

cattle. What you going to do with that Cane river plantation of yours?” 

“God knows. I wonder if it looks like this. Do you think they’ve picked the cotton – Do you think one could 

ever forget-“ 

Well some kind soul should have warned us not to go into Natchitoches town. The people were all stark mad. 

The snow had gone to their heads. 

“Keep them curtains shut tight,” said the driver of the rumbling old hack. “They don’t know what they about; 

they jus’ as lief pelt you to death as not.” 

The horses plunged in their break neck speed; the driver swore deep under his breath; pim! pam! the missles 

rained against the protecting curtains; the shrieks and yells outside were demoniac, blood curdling. – There 

was no court that day – the judges and lawyers were rolling in the snow with the boys and girls. There was no 

school that day; the professors at the Normal – those from the North-states, were showing off and getting the 

worst of it. The nuns up on the hill and their little charges were like march hares. Barred doors were no 

protection if an unguarded window had been forgotten. The sanctity of home and person was a myth to be 

demolished with pelting, melting, showering, suffocating snow. 

But the next day the sun came out and the snow all went away, except where bits of it lay here and there in 

protected roof angles. The magnolia leaves gleamed and seemed to smile in the sunshine. Hardy rose-vines 

clinging to old stuccoed pillars plumed themselves and bristled their leaves with satisfaction. And the violets 

peeped out to see if it was all over. 

“Ah! this is a southern day,” I uttered with deep gratification as I leisurely crossed the bridge afoot. A warm, 

gentle breeze was stirring. On the opposite side, a dear old lady was standing in her dear old doorway waiting 

for me. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
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Being depressed in the 'world's happiest country' 

 

 

Finland regularly tops global rankings as the happiest nation on the planet, but this brings a unique set of 

challenges for young people struggling with depression. 

 

By Maddy Savage 

Basking in the sunshine outside a coffee shop decked out with minimalist Nordic furniture and colourful 

textiles, Tuukka Saarni is something of a poster boy for Finland’s position atop the UN’s happiness rankings, 

for the second year in a row. 

“I’m pretty happy right now,” says the 19-year-old, who recently finished high school and is about to start a 

job in a grocery store after a few months searching for work. 

In fact, he rates his happiness levels as 10 out of 10, saying neither he nor anyone in his friendship group has 

experienced depression. 

“Our lives are going really well,” he says. “It’s a great mixture of things. We have good weather – sometimes 

at least – good education and good healthcare.” 

A national culture that supports spending time alone as well as with friends is also something he values, 

alongside Finland’s ample nature and low unemployment levels. “There’s a lot of jobs...if one is ready to 

apply and search for a job, then I think everyone can get a job,” he argues. 

https://worldhappiness.report/ed/2019/
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It is these kind of markers – alongside high levels of trust and security and low rates of inequality – that 

explain Finland’s sometimes controversial top position in global happiness rankings. 

The small, northerly nation, with a population of just 5.5 million people, has historically been stereotyped as 

having a melancholic mentality linked to its long, dark winters – it isn’t a place where you regularly see 

outpourings of joy or other positive emotions. Yet, like its Scandinavian neighbours, Finland ticks the bulk of 

the boxes that typically influence subjective well-being around the world. 

Story continues below 

 

With strong welfare systems and low inequality rates, Finland is home to many adolescents like Tuukka who 

thrive happily with no depressive symptoms. (Credit: Maddy Savage) 

‘More complex world’ 

But many experts argue that this image of Finland as a happy nation glosses over ongoing challenges when it 

comes to mental health – especially when it comes to young people. Some believe it may even be making it 

harder for Finns to recognise and acknowledge depressive symptoms and seek treatment. 

Suicide rates in Finland are half what they were in the 1990s and have reduced across all age groups – a shift 

which has been linked to a nationwide suicide prevention campaign when things were at their worst, 

alongside improved treatment for depression. 

http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20180617-why-the-finns-dont-want-to-be-happy
http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20180617-why-the-finns-dont-want-to-be-happy
http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20180617-why-the-finns-dont-want-to-be-happy
https://www.bbc.com/news/world-43414145
http://spkonferens2017.se/wp-content/uploads/2017/09/Finland-suicide-prevention_Isomets%C3%A4_130917.pdf
https://thl.fi/en/web/thlfi-en/-/the-darkest-years-made-finland-the-top-country-in-suicide-prevention
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But they remain well above the European average. One third of all deaths among 15- to 24-year-olds are 

caused by suicide. According to a 2018 report, In the Shadow of Happiness, authored by the Nordic Council 

of Ministers and the Happiness Research Institute in Copenhagen, some 16% of Finnish women aged 18 to 23 

and 11% of young men define themselves as “struggling” or “suffering” in life. This level is only worse in the 

age bracket of 80 or above. 

Suicide rates in Finland are half what they were in 1990s…but they remain well above the European average 

The last in-depth nationwide study of depression in Finland was in 2011, but not-for-profit organisation Mieli 

(Mental Health Finland) estimates that around 20% of under 30s have experienced depressive symptoms in 

the last year. 

“It is prevalent,” says Juho Mertanen, a psychologist for the organisation. “And there are signs it might be 

rising, although this rise is not as extreme as some of the media here have made out.” 

A 2017 report for the Nordic Centre for Welfare and Social Issues highlighted close links between substance 

abuse and ill health, noting that Finns drink more than their Nordic neighbours. There has also been an 

increase in drug use in the 25 to 34 age group. And while nationwide unemployment rates are low, they are 

significantly higher among young people. Some 12.5% of 15- to 19-year-olds were jobless at the end of 

2018, the highest proportion in the Nordics and above the EU average of 11.5%. 

 

Despite Finland’s high ranking in world happiness surveys, its substance abuse, adolescent depression and 

suicide rates are well beyond the European average (Credit: Maddy Savage) 

https://yle.fi/uutiset/osasto/news/eurostat_falling_suicide_rate_in_finland_nears_european_average/10324113
http://norden.diva-portal.org/smash/get/diva2:1236906/FULLTEXT02.pdf
https://nordicwelfare.org/wp-content/uploads/2017/10/finland_webb-1.pdf
https://appsso.eurostat.ec.europa.eu/nui/show.do?dataset=yth_empl_100&lang=en


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

25 

Mertanen agrees that the job market in Finland is playing a role when it comes to mental health issues among 

young people because “there is a lot of uncertainty nowadays”. While Finland is a financially stable country 

by international standards, inequality is rising, he adds.  

He also points out that Finland is exposed to global trends in digitalisation and embracing the gig economy, 

which are beginning to play a role in discussions about mental health among young people across the western 

world. “The world is becoming more complex...The economy is changing – there are less stable careers that 

you can kind of just get into and then work [your] way through and then retire,” says Mertanen. 

 

Social media, he argues, may also be having an impact on the mental health of young people in Finland and 

elsewhere. While he is quick to point out that long-term, large-scale research looking at the impact of the likes 

of Instagram and Facebook remains limited, he explains that “the depressed mind is prone to comparison” and 

social media offers an easy way for some to “start comparing [their] own worst moments with the best 

moments of someone else's life”. 

While Finland is a financially stable country by international standards, inequality is rising 

Mertanen says it is even possible that Finland’s image as a place where people are expected to be satisfied 

with life might be exacerbating the negative impact of these global trends on young Finns, who don’t feel 

their experiences match the stereotype. 

“I would say the happiness research and the social media... I can see it's feeding into the kind of black-and-

white world view of the depressed mind,” he argues.  

http://www.oecd.org/els/health-systems/Children-and-Young-People-Mental-Health-in-the-Digital-Age.pdf
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‘Everything was fine, but…’ 

It’s a view shared by plenty of young Finns who have experienced depression themselves. 

“You almost feel like you don't have the right to be depressed when you're living in a country like Finland 

where the living standard is so high,” explains Kirsi-Marja Moberg, now 34, who was first diagnosed with 

depression as a teenager and struggled with the illness throughout her twenties. 

 

 

 

https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190807-why-finland-leads-the-world-in-flexible-work
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According to experts, Finland’s stereotype of being the happiest country in the world may have negative 

impacts on adolescents struggling with depression (Credit: Maddy Savage) 

“You feel really like you should be just enjoying yourself and all the possibilities that you have when you're 

still young. And also the society can really give you this kind of image.” 

 

 

 

“In Finland... you feel that everything should be alright, even though it's not,” agrees Jonne Juntura, a 27-

year-old junior doctor who was depressed for six months during his university studies. 

https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190831-the-paradox-of-working-in-the-worlds-most-equal-countries
https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190831-the-paradox-of-working-in-the-worlds-most-equal-countries
https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190831-the-paradox-of-working-in-the-worlds-most-equal-countries
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He points out that while difficult personal and societal events are often linked to depression – for example, 

break-ups or a recession – it is an illness that can affect people regardless of their standard of living. 

Even though we’re the happiest country in the world according to the statistics, it doesn’t tell the whole story 

– Jonne Juntura 

“Even though we're the happiest country in the world according to the statistics, it doesn't tell the whole story. 

Because depression is a disease and it doesn't always relate to circumstances.” 

“The moment I personally fell ill, everything was fine with my life. I was really enjoying my school. I loved 

my hobbies. I was in a relationship. So there was nothing dramatically wrong with my life. But still, I fell ill,” 

he explains. 

A social stigma? 

Most mental health experts agree that taboos around depression and anxiety have started to break down in 

Finland, especially since the nationwide anti-suicide push. This has contributed to more people seeking 

treatment, which makes it tricky to compare depression rates through the years and across age groups. 

But many young Finns who have experienced depression, including Kirsi-Marja Moberg, believe there is still 

a stigma attached to anyone “identified as a depressed person”. 

“It depends what kind of social circles you are in or also, maybe, where you live in Finland, how freely people 

talk about these things...the taboo is definitely still there,” she argues. 

Despite mental health stereotypes being broken down, young adults like Kirsi-Maria and Jonne still feel the 

heavy presence of taboos surrounding depression (Credit: Maddy Savage) 

Meanwhile in a culture where privacy is valued, overt displays of emotions are rare and even small talk 

is typically kept to a minimum, acknowledging and discussing depression can remain a challenge for some 

Finns with the illness. 

“It's not just a stereotype,” says Jonne Juntura of the Finns’ reputation for limited communication. 

Now treating his own patients with depression, he argues that young men in Finland can find it especially 

hard to verbalise what they are going through. 

“Mental health problems are still associated with being weak, and in the masculine culture, some people see it 

as a hard thing to say they are feeling that bad.” 

Getting treatment 

When it comes to getting help for depression, municipal authorities are responsible for mental health services, 

which are heavily subsidised by taxes. This means that, as in other Nordic countries with strong welfare 

http://www.bbc.com/travel/story/20181016-how-the-finnish-survive-without-small-talk
https://mieli.fi/en/home/mental-health/seeking-help-mental-health-problems/mental-health-services
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systems, those experiencing mental health problems should not, in theory, struggle to get help or suffer 

financially.  

 

However, in recent years there have been ongoing political debates about long waiting lists in larger cities, 

access to treatment for patients in more remote areas, and managing care for teenagers as they transition into 

adulthood. 

Access to mental health treatments, especially in rural areas, is a growing issue in Finland with patients often 

waiting weeks or months for appointments (Credit: Maddy Savage) 

“It's really difficult to get help quickly …[it] might take weeks or even months. And in a crisis situation, that's 

too long,” says Emmi Kuosmanen, who works with teenagers at a high school in Helsinki. “I think the need 

has increased...But the health services haven't caught up.” 

Mental Health Finland psychologist Juho Mertanen agrees that early intervention is crucial to recovery, 

especially among young people experiencing depressive symptoms for the first time. 

“With mental health, usually if you don't get help early on, then there's a lot of time to kind of ‘dig a hole 

deeper’, in a way,” he says. 

Early intervention is crucial to recovery, especially among young people experiencing depressive symptoms 

for the first time 

https://yle.fi/uutiset/osasto/news/more_than_100000_youth_face_mental_health_disorders_long_queues_for_care/10885605
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One tool that has gained increasing popularity in recent years is the online platform Mental Health Hub, 

which was set up by professor Grigori Joffe and Dr Matti Holi at Helsinki University Central hospital as a 

response to fragmented mental health services and to address the need for treatment across the sparsely-

populated largely rural nation. Now used by all health districts, it provides information on where to go for 

treatment, self-help tools and even video therapy sessions for people with mild to moderate depression. There 

is also a national crisis hotline run by Mental Health Finland.  

 

Meanwhile, a nationwide public petition calling for every person who seeks help for a mental health issue to 

be guaranteed a short psychotherapeutic intervention within as little as a month has attracted more than 

50,000 signatures, the minimum needed for an initiative to be debated in parliament. Finland’s Minister of 

Family Affairs and Social Services Krista Kiuru backs the initiative and it is set to be discussed by politicians 

later this year. The annual cost of this so-called ‘Therapy Guarantee’ initiative is estimated at €35 million a 

year (around $36m), however campaigners argue that it could save 10 times as much by helping to reduce 

sickness or unemployment benefits. 

https://www.theguardian.com/healthcare-network/2017/apr/05/what-uk-learn-finland-approach-mental-health-nhs
https://www.mielenterveystalo.fi/en/Pages/default.aspx
https://mieli.fi/en/home/mental-health/seeking-help-mental-health-problems/mental-health-services
https://mieli.fi/en/home/mental-health/seeking-help-mental-health-problems/mental-health-services
https://mieli.fi/en/home/mental-health/suicide/suicidal-thoughts
https://yle.fi/uutiset/osasto/news/mental_health_therapy_guarantee_initiative_reaches_50k_target/10887143
https://yle.fi/uutiset/osasto/news/mental_health_therapy_guarantee_initiative_reaches_50k_target/10887143


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

31 

 

Projects like Mental Health Hub and the national crisis hotline have been gaining traction as the societal push 

for mental health resource access grows (Credit: Maddy Savage) 

Global awareness 

Junior doctor Jonne Juntura says he is confident that despite Finland’s current challenges when it comes to 

tackling depression among young people, services will continue to improve. 

He hopes that – alongside greater investment in early intervention – a broader national conversation will also 

evolve as a result of expanding global awareness about depression. The United Nations’ recent inclusion of 

mental health as a sustainable development goal is one example of a sea-change in attitudes in recent years, 

according to Juntura. 

“People are slowly starting to understand how big of an issue mental health is, and how many resources [are 

needed] individually and when it comes to society,” he argues. “There is still a lot to be done...But I do feel 

really optimistic.” 

https://www.who.int/mental_health/SDGs/en/
https://www.who.int/mental_health/SDGs/en/
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https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190924-being-depressed-in-the-worlds-happiest-country?xtor=ES-

213-[BBC%20Features%20Newsletter]-2019October4-[Worklife%7c+Image] 

  

https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190924-being-depressed-in-the-worlds-happiest-country?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2019October4-%5bWorklife%7c+Image%5d
https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190924-being-depressed-in-the-worlds-happiest-country?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2019October4-%5bWorklife%7c+Image%5d
https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20190821-why-so-many-young-swedes-live-alone
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Walk slow, age fast: Healthspan linked to walking speed 

By Rich Haridy 

 

A study suggests slow gait at the age of 45 may be a sign of accelerated aging 

andreaobzerova/Depositphotos 

VIEW 1 IMAGES 

Gait speed, or the pace at which a person walks, has long been effectively used as a biomarker for 

neurological and physiological health in older subjects. A fascinating new study is for the first time 

suggesting that gait speed may also be an effective measure of biological aging for someone in their 40s. 

“Doctors know that slow walkers in their seventies and eighties tend to die sooner than fast walkers their 

same age,” explains senior author Terrie Moffitt. “But this study covered the period from the preschool years 

to midlife, and found that a slow walk is a problem sign decades before old age.” 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/61715251/stock-photo-couple-walking-away-on-the.html
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The data used in the research comes from the influential longitudinal study known as the Dunedin 

Multidisciplinary Health and Development Study. This study has been closely following a single cohort of 

subjects since birth in the early 1970s. All 904 subjects, currently aged 45, were measured for gait speed. 

The researchers were testing two hypotheses, whether middle-age gait speed could reflect early signs of 

accelerated biological aging, and whether slow middle-age gait speed could be linked to poor neurocognitive 

functioning in childhood. 

The study revealed a distinct correlation between slower gait speed and physical and biological indicators of 

accelerated aging. The slowest quintile of walkers at age 45 displayed structural brain changes, such as lower 

total brain volume and lower mean cortical thickness. This suggests gait speed is not only a marker of decline 

for geriatric subjects but can also signify accelerated biological aging for middle-aged subjects. 

The study also uncovered a correlation between neurocognitive testing at the age of three and gait speed at the 

age of 45. This association was strong enough to be able to use cognitive scores from testing in childhood to 

accurately predict a person’s walking speed 40 years later. 

The study data is not without its limitations. Unfortunately, the Dunedin study has no brain imaging or gait 

speed data from the subjects at younger ages. This means there is no clear longitudinal data tracking changes 

in gait speed from adolescence to adulthood. It is also unclear exactly what causal mechanism could be 

linking childhood neurocognitive functioning and midlife gait speed. 

From a clinical perspective the research suggests gait speed may be a useful indicator of health concerns in 

middle-aged adults, and this isn’t the only study to use gait as a novel diagnostic tool. Recent research 

revealed gait analysis can identify different types of dementia in the early stages of cognitive decline, and 

even detect glaucoma before symptoms of visual deterioration appear. 

The new study was published in the journal JAMA Network Open. 

Source: Duke Today 
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The bodyguard 

José Ramón Alonso October 23, 2019 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jralonso/
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Ladybugs are beautiful beetles and many present what is called an aposematic coloration, bright and striking 

colors that warn: do not eat me, I am dangerous. When they are disturbed, they defend themselves with legs 

and jaws, expel a poison and their brightly colored elytra with black dots are a warning to anyone who tries to 

attack them: remember these colors and don’t try again. This is not an obstacle for Dinocampus coccinellae, a 

green-eyed parasitic wasp looking for an adult female ladybug, rarely a male or a juvenile. 

 

This wasp lays an egg with its ovipositor in the soft tissues of the lower abdomen of the beetle. After 5-7 days 

the egg hatches and a first larva with large jaws emerges. The first thing that the wasp larva does is to 

eliminate other eggs or larvae that may be in the same animal. It does not want competition and as they say in 

Fortnite, “only one can survive”. Then it begins to feed on the fat and gonads of the ladybug. Over the course 

of 18-27 days, the wasp larva grows within the ladybug and goes through four larval stages in its 

development. When ready to emerge from the interior, the wasp paralyzes the ladybug and begins to tunnel 

outward. Once out, the wasp larva prepares a silk cocoon between the beetle’s legs. A solitary wasp cocoon is 

extremely vulnerable and will be eaten by any predator but the wasp has sought a formidable ally: the 

ladybug, who assumes a new role, after being a cradle and food, becomes a bodyguard 1. The ladybug 

surrounds the cocoon with its legs and its body and if any predator approaches the cocoon it will move its legs 

and face the attacker who in most cases will run away. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2019/10/23/the-bodyguard/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6322-1
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After 6-9 days the wasp emerges from the cocoon and begins its independent life. In some cases there is a 

happy ending for everyone; about a quarter of the ladybugs manage to go on living and come out of paralysis 

once the cocoon is empty. The rest die. But the process is, as in these cases, fascinating. 

There was a question in this process that was temporalization. The ladybug doesn’t become a zombie until 

several weeks pass after the wasp has laid the egg. Nolwenn Dheilly and her group thought that maybe the 

wasp larva or ladybug made some toxic protein that built up over time until it caused the beetle to become 

paralyzed. They began to look for some suspicious gene activity that could give rise to a molecule with these 

characteristics and for it they analyze the transcriptome, sequencing the transcripts of RNA both in the 

ladybug and in the larva of the wasp. I explain it briefly: we have been sequencing for years, reading DNA 

and knowing the genes of a species. But many genes are not expressed or only expressed in some cells or at 

specific times, so it is also very interesting to know which DNA genes are transcribed into messenger RNA 

because it will give us a significant idea about the activity that is taking place. The set of all those messenger 

RNA transcripts is the transcriptome and when they analyzed it the researchers found, to their surprise, that 

the brains of the parasitized ladybugs were plagued with an unknown viral RNA, which was not present in 

healthy ladybugs. It was called the Dinocampus coccinellae paralysis virus, or DCPV 2. 

DCPV 

https://mappingignorance.org/2019/10/23/the-bodyguard/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6322-2
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The virus is stored in the oviduct of female parasitoids and transmitted to the host when the mother wasp lays 

its egg in the abdomen of its victim. At the same time the wasp injects the egg, a cocktail of chemicals and the 

virus into the ladybug. There is evidence that it is the virus that immobilizes the ladybug, protecting the wasp 

larva (and virus copies!) from intruders and predators. 

Similar iflaviruses have been found in insects of economic interest such as the honeybee and the silkworm. 

However, in these cases the viruses are very pathogenic and cause the collapse of the colony, but that does not 

happen in the case of the parasite. In fact, no potential pathogenicity has been seen in the adults of D. 

coccinellae and it will be necessary to determine whether it is a case of parasitism, commensalism or 

mutualism. What has been verified is that the DCPV replicate in the cerebral ganglia of the parasitized 

ladybugs. There is therefore a neurotropism, they move specifically towards the nervous tissue and develop 

there. Curiously, a neurotropism associated with symptoms of paralysis has been found in other picorna-like 

viruses such as polio, the virus of lethal paralysis of aphids and the virus of chronic paralysis of bees. 

A ladybug devours about 5500 aphids in a year, so any parasite that affects the survival, development and 

reproduction of ladybugs is a potential threat to agriculture. In the UK the infestation of the best-known 

ladybug, the seven-point Coccinella septempunctata, by D. coccinellae increased significantly during the 

1990s, from 20% of adult animals to more than 70% which had a serious economic impact on English farmers 

because a significant proportion of ladybugs die and aphids benefit from it. That is why it is important to 

know more about these relationships between species. 

The virus and the wasp have common interests: turning the ladybug into a bodyguard that will protect the 

maturation of the wasp and more wasps means more viruses. In the end we thought that the wasp was the one 

that manipulated the puppet but it seems that inside there is a puppeteer, the virus, which maybe is the one 

running the show. 
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Reaping wind at sea could become $1 trillion industry: IEA 

in Closing Bell Story / Energy News / Renewable Energy   by— Oil & Gas 360 

Reuters 

 

Offshore wind could become a cornerstone of the world’s power supply as steep cost reductions and 

improved technology unleash the potential of the green energy source, said the International Energy Agency 

(IEA) on Friday. 

 

FILE PHOTO: General view of the Walney Extension offshore wind farm operated by Orsted off the coast of 

Blackpool, Britain September 5, 2018. REUTERS/Phil Noble/File Photo 

Renewables replacing fossil fuel is crucial to meet a globally-agreed goal of limiting temperature rise to 

below 2 degrees Celsius this century and the expansion of offshore wind could avoid 5-7 billion tonnes of 

CO2 emissions from the power sector globally, said the IEA. 

https://www.oilandgas360.com/reaping-wind-at-sea-could-become-1-trillion-industry-iea/
https://www.oilandgas360.com/category/closing-bell-story/
https://www.oilandgas360.com/category/energy_feed/
https://www.oilandgas360.com/category/renewable-energy/
https://www.oilandgas360.com/author/enercom/
https://www.reuters.com/article/us-windpower-iea/reaping-wind-at-sea-could-become-1-trillion-industry-iea-idUSKBN1X40HZ
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Power generated from wind turbines at sea only accounts for 0.3% of global electricity generation today, said 

the IEA in what it called “the most comprehensive” study of offshore wind to date. 

“(But) the potential is huge,” IEA executive director Fatih Birol told Reuters in the capital of Denmark – the 

country where the first offshore turbines were installed in 1991 and which last year produced 15% of its 

electricity from offshore wind. 

Based on current and proposed policies, capacity is set to increase 15-fold over the next two decades, turning 

it into a $1-trillion business, according to the IEA. 

He likened offshore wind to two other game-changers in the energy system: the shale revolution and the rise 

of solar PV and said that offshore wind had the potential to deliver similar steep cost reductions. 

Birol said he expected the average generation cost for global offshore wind to halve to $60 per megawatt hour 

already in five years, Birol said. This reduction would be driven especially by bigger turbines, some 

measuring almost as high as the Eiffel tower, and lower financing costs. 

In Europe, offshore wind will soon beat new natural gas-fired capacity on cost and be on a par with solar 

photovoltaics (PV) and onshore wind while in China, it is set to become competitive with new coal-fired 

capacity around 2030, according to the IEA. 

However, Birol cautioned that large investments into onshore grid infrastructure and real political action were 

needed. 

“If the governments are serious about their climate policies and climate neutrality they have to have dedicated 

policies in order to foster green technologies like offshore wind”. 

While the green transition is increasingly taking over the global political agenda, there is a growing 

disconnect between climate ambitions and real-life emissions trends as energy-related CO2 emissions reached 

a historic high last year. 

The UK today has the biggest capacity but by around 2025, China is likely to have the largest offshore wind 

fleet. The industry is also growing in markets like the United States, Taiwan and Japan. 

Denmark’s Orsted (ORSTED.CO) is the world’s biggest developer of offshore wind, while Siemens Gamesa 

(SGREN.MC) and MHI Vestas, a joint venture between Vestas (VWS.CO) and Mitsubishi Heavy Industries 

(7011.T), are the largest makers of wind turbines employed at sea. 

 

https://www.oilandgas360.com/reaping-wind-at-sea-could-become-1-trillion-industry-iea/ 
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Aldous Huxley on the Transcendent Power of Music and Why It Sings to Our Souls 

“After silence that which comes nearest to expressing the inexpressible is music.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Without music life would be a mistake,” Nietzsche proclaimed in 1889. But although a great many beloved 

writers have extolled the power of music with varying degrees of Nietzsche’s bombast, no one has captured 

its singular enchantment more beautifully than Aldous Huxley (July, 26 1894–November 22, 1963). In his 

mid-thirties — just before the publication of Brave New World catapulted him into literary celebrity and a 

quarter century before his insightful writings about art and artists and his transcendent experience with 

hallucinogenic drugs — Huxley came to contemplate the mysterious transcendence at the heart of this most 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/18/nietzsche-on-music/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/15/writers-on-music/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/28/aldous-huxley-art-artists-sincerity-obvious/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/25/aldous-huxley-moksha-drugs/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/25/aldous-huxley-moksha-drugs/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000EF7YR/braipick-20
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spiritually resonant of the arts. His meditations were eventually published as the 1931 treasure Music at Night 

and Other Essays (public library). 

 

In a magnificent essay titled “The Rest Is Silence” — which inspired the title of Alex Ross’s modern 

masterwork The Rest Is Noise — Huxley writes: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000EF7YR/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000EF7YR/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/music-at-night-other-essays/oclc/2637756&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0312427719/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000EF7YR/braipick-20
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From pure sensation to the intuition of beauty, from pleasure and pain to love and the mystical ecstasy and 

death — all the things that are fundamental, all the things that, to the human spirit, are most profoundly 

significant, can only be experienced, not expressed. The rest is always and everywhere silence. 

After silence that which comes nearest to expressing the inexpressible is music. 

In a parenthetical observation that calls to mind Susan Sontag on the aesthetics of silence, Huxley adds: 

Silence is an integral part of all good music. Compared with Beethoven’s or Mozart’s, the ceaseless torrent of 

Wagner’s music is very poor in silence. Perhaps that is one of the reasons why it seems so much less 

significant than theirs. It “says” less because it is always speaking. 

Huxley considers music’s singular capacity for expressing the inexpressible: 

In a different mode, or another plane of being, music is the equivalent of some of man’s most significant and 

most inexpressible experiences. By mysterious analogy it evokes in the mind of the listener, sometimes the 

phantom of these experiences, sometimes even the experiences themselves in their full force of life — it is a 

question of intensity; the phantom is dim, the reality, near and burning. Music may call up either; it is chance 

or providence which decides. The intermittences of the heart are subject to no known law. 

More than merely echoing our experience, Huxley argues, music enlarges it: 

Listening to expressive music, we have, not of course the artist’s original experience (which is quite beyond 

us, for grapes do not grow on thistles), but the best experience in its kind of which our nature is capable — a 

better and completer experience than in fact we ever had before listening to the music. 

But the most complete experience of all, the only one superior to music, is silence: 

When the inexpressible had to be expressed, Shakespeare laid down his pen and called for music. And if the 

music should also fail? Well, there was always silence to fall back on. For always, always and everywhere, 

the rest is silence. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/06/the-aesthetic-of-silence-susan-sontag/
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One of Arthur Rackham’s rare 1917 illustrations for the fairy tales of the Brothers Grimm 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/arthur-rackham-brothers-grimm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/arthur-rackham-brothers-grimm/
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In a different piece from the same collection, the uncommonly breathtaking title essay “Music at Night,” 

Huxley revisits the subject of humanity’s most powerful medium of expression: 

Moonless, this June night is all the more alive with stars. Its darkness is perfumed with faint gusts from the 

blossoming lime trees, with the smell of wetted earth and the invisible greenness of the vines. There is 

silence; but a silence that breathes with the soft breathing of the sea and, in the thin shrill noise of a cricket, 

insistently, incessantly harps on the fact of its own deep perfection. Far away, the passage of a train is like a 

long caress, moving gently, with an inexorable gentleness, across the warm living body of the night. 

[…] 

Suddenly, by some miraculously appropriate confidence (for I had selected the record in the dark, without 

knowing what music the machine would play), suddenly the introduction to the Benedictus in 

Beethoven’s Missa Solemnis begins to trace patterns on the moonless sky. 

Huxley exhales: 

The Benedictus. Blessed and blessing, this music is in some sort the equivalent of the night, of the deep and 

living darkness, into which, now in a single jet, now in a fine interweaving of melodies, now in pulsing and 

almost solid clots of harmonious sound, it pours itself, stanchlessly pours itself, like time, like the rising and 

falling, falling trajectories of a life. It is the equivalent of the night in another mode of being, as an essence is 

the equivalent of the flowers, from which it is distilled. 

“Blessedness is within us all,” Patti Smith wrote in her beautiful elegy for her soul mate, and it is the 

revelation of this blessedness that Huxley celebrates as music’s highest power: 

There is, at least there sometimes seems to be, a certain blessedness lying at the heart of things, a mysterious 

blessedness, of whose existence occasional accidents or providences (for me, this night is one of them) make 

us obscurely, or it may be intensely, but always fleetingly, alas, always only for a few brief moments aware. 

In the Benedictus Beethoven gives expression to this awareness of blessedness. His music is the equivalent of 

this Mediterranean night, or rather of the blessedness at the heart of the night, of the blessedness as it would 

be if it could be sifted clear of irrelevance and accident, refined and separated out into its quintessential 

purity. 

I think immediately of Saul Bellow’s spectacular Nobel Prize acceptance speech, in which he asserted: “Only 

art penetrates … the seeming realities of this world. There is another reality, the genuine one, which we lose 

sight of. This other reality is always sending us hints, which without art, we can’t receive.” For Huxley, no art 

swings open the gates of reception more powerfully than music — but the language in which it communicates 

to us that hidden, genuine reality is untranslatable into our ordinary language: 

Music “says” things about the world, but in specifically musical terms. Any attempt to reproduce these 

musical statements “in our own words” is necessarily doomed to failure. We cannot isolate the truth contained 

in a piece of music; for it is a beauty-truth and inseparable from its partner. The best we can do is to indicate 

in the most general terms the nature of the musical beauty-truth under consideration and to refer curious truth-

seekers to the original. Thus, the introduction to the Benedictus in the Missa Solemnis is a statement about the 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/05/31/patti-smith-the-coral-sea-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/10/saul-bellow-nobel-prize-acceptance-speech/
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blessedness that is at the heart of things. But this is about as far as “our words” will take us. If we were to start 

describing in our “own words” exactly what Beethoven felt about this blessedness, how he conceived it, what 

he thought its nature to be, we should very soon find ourselves writing lyrical nonsense… Only music, and 

only Beethoven’s music, and only this particular music of Beethoven, can tell us with any precision what 

Beethoven’s conception of the blessedness at the heart of things actually was. If we want to know, we must 

listen — on a still June night, by preference, with the breathing of the invisible sea for background to the 

music and the scent of lime trees drifting through the darkness, like some exquisite soft harmony apprehended 

by another sense. 

Although Music at Night and Other Essays belongs in the sad cemetery of life-giving books that have 

perished out of print, used copies are still findable and very much worth finding. Complement this particular 

portion with Henry Beston’s exquisite love letter to nighttime, then revisit Huxley on the two types of truth 

artists must reconcile, how we become who we are, and his little-known children’s book, then revisit other 

notable reflections on the power of music. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/05/aldous-huxley-music-at-

night/?mc_cid=89037c895e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000EF7YR/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/out-of-print/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/04/henry-beston-night-outermost-house/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/28/aldous-huxley-art-artists-sincerity-obvious/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/28/aldous-huxley-art-artists-sincerity-obvious/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/22/aldous-huxley-who-are-we-divine-within/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/26/aldous-huxley-crows-of-pearblossom-cooney-blackall/
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https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/05/aldous-huxley-music-at-night/?mc_cid=89037c895e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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VIA GRAND CENTRAL PUBLISHING 

The Reporter Who Went Undercover at an Asylum 

Nellie Bly Committed Herself to the Infamous Blackwell Island Asylum Just to Get the Story 

By Susannah Cahalan 

 

When the US government started tracking the incidence of mental illness, it broke it down into two broad 

categories of “idiocy” and “insanity.” By 1880, the census had expanded to include seven categories of 

mental disease (mania, melancholia, monomania, paresis, dementia, epilepsy, and dipsomania), but in the first 

half of the 19th century most doctors believed that craziness was one-size-fits-all, something called unitary 

psychosis. If you acted crazy, you were crazy. 

Almost anything could make you a ward of the state. “Compulsive epilepsy, metabolic disorders, syphilis, 

personality due to epidemic encephalitis, moral adverse conditions such as: loss of friends, business troubles, 

mental strain, religious excitement, sunstroke, and overheat,” read one intake log from California’s Patton 

State Hospital archive. One reason for commitment at Patton State in the 19th century was excessive 

masturbation. Another was for being “kicked in the head by a mule.” Other hospital records show that some 

poor souls were committed for “habitual consumption of peppermint candy” or “excessive use of tobacco.” 

Unmoored after a child died? You could be institutionalized. Use a foul word or two? In a cell you go. Miss a 

menstrual cycle and you could be committed. These kinds of convenient diagnoses, the sort given to citizens 

who don’t conform, have littered the annals of psychiatry. Hysteria was lobbed at women who dared defy 

https://www.grandcentralpublishing.com/titles/susannah-cahalan/the-great-pretender/9781538715260/
https://lithub.com/author/susannahcahalan/
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social mores. In England, militant suffragettes, in particular, were diagnosed with “insurgent hysteria.” A 

19th-century Louisiana physician outlined two “conditions” unique to the slaves he studied: dysaesthesia 

aethiopica, or pathological laziness; and drapetomania, the (evidently inexplicable) desire to escape bondage. 

Treatments for both included whippings. These were not, in any medical or scientific sense, real illnesses or 

disorders—they were pseudoscience, purely societal strictures posing as medicine. 

Throw a rock into a crowd in the late 1800s, and there’s a good chance you’d hit someone who had spent 

some time in an asylum. 

And, for those who did end up committed, odds weren’t great that they would make it out intact. Once 

declared insane, you could permanently lose custody of your children, property, and rights to inheritance. 

Many would remain locked away for a long time, if not the rest of their lives. Those who pushed back often 

were beaten or “treated” with bleeding, leeching, enemas, and induced bouts of intense vomiting (which were 

key parts of general medicine’s arsenal of care at the time). A substantial portion of people admitted to 

psychiatric hospitals in this period died within months, even weeks, of being admitted—though there is no 

definitive proof whether this is because they really suffered from misdiagnosed life-threatening medical 

conditions or whether the hospitals’ conditions themselves led to an early end, or if it was a combination of 

the two. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

The malleability of the era’s definitions of insanity meant that any man of a certain means and pedigree could 

just pay off a doctor or two and dispatch whomever he wanted gone, a disobedient wife, for example, or an 

inconvenient relative. This understandably bred a widespread anxiety over false diagnoses. Newspapers 

stoked this fear by publishing a litany of articles about people sidelined into mental hospitals who weren’t 

truly sick. 

the whiskey-soaked attendant welcomed her to the women’s asylum: “An insane place, where you’ll never get 

out of.” 

There was Lady Rosina, an outspoken British writer whose feminist views estranged her from her famous 

husband, writer Sir Edward Bulwer-Lytton (creator of the most clichéd opening line of all time: “It was a dark 

and stormy night”). Sir Bulwer-Lytton didn’t have time for such a mouthy wife, especially with his seat in 

Parliament in jeopardy, so he tried to lock her up to shut her up. Thanks to her own celebrity and the pressure 

that the press put on her husband, she emerged three weeks later and wrote about her experience in 1880’s A 

Blighted Life. “Never was a more criminal or despotic Law passed than that which now enables a Husband to 

lock up his Wife in a Madhouse on the certificate of two medical men, who often in haste, frequently for a 

bribe, certify to madness where none exists.” 

Elizabeth Packard continued Lady Rosina’s fight in America. Packard butted heads with her Presbyterian 

minister husband, Theophilus, about her interest in spiritualism. Her religious interests made Packard a direct 

threat to her husband’s stature in the community, so to save his own reputation he recruited a doctor to 

denounce her as “slightly insane” and commit her to Jacksonville Insane Asylum, where she lived for three 

years. When Packard was released into her husband’s care, she managed to escape the room he had locked her 

in by dropping a note out of the window. This note reached her friend, who arranged for a group of men to 
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request a writ of habeas corpus on her behalf, giving Packard the opportunity to defend her sanity in court. A 

jury deliberated for only seven minutes before concluding that, despite what her husband and doctors said, 

Packard was sane. 

She published the book The Prisoners’ Hidden Life, which also featured the experiences of other women 

unloaded into hospitals by their loved ones. Thanks to her work, the state of Illinois passed a “Bill for the 

Protection of Personal Liberty,” which guaranteed that all who were accused of insanity would be able to 

defend themselves in front of a jury—since doctors, it was recognized, could be bought and sold. (There were 

negatives to Packard’s reforms, as jurors could be grossly ignorant about matters related to mental illness.) 

After Bly successfully made enough of a scene at the boardinghouse for the police to be summoned, she was 

escorted to Manhattan’s Essex Market Police Court, where she faced the judge who would decide whether or 

not she should be locked up. Lucky for her, or rather for the New York World, the judge accepted the events 

of the morning at face value. 

“Poor child,” mused Judge Duffy, “she is well dressed, and a lady . . . I would stake everything on her being a 

good girl.” Though she’d worn her most ragged clothes and acted as insane as she could, her genteel looks 

and manners made it hard for him to take the next step. The judge understood that Blackwell Island was far 

from a place of refuge, and he hesitated to send someone he felt was too well bred to suffer the indignities 

there. “I don’t know what to do with the poor child,” the judge said. “She must be taken care of.” 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

“Send her to the Island,” suggested one of the officers. 

The judge called in an “insanity expert,” a colloquial term from the era to describe the doctors who chose to 

work with the insane. These specialists, also called alienists and medical psychologists, or mocked as 

“bughouse doctors,” “quacks,” or “mad doctors,” mainly spent their careers confined, like their charges, to 

asylums. (Psychiatrist would become the preferred term in the early 20th century.) 

The insanity expert asked Bly to say “ah” so he could see her tongue. He shined a light into her eyes, felt her 

pulse, and listened to the beating of her heart. Bly held her breath. “I had not the least idea of how the heart of 

an insane person beat,” she later wrote. Apparently her vital signs spoke for her: On whatever quantitative 

grounds he found to set her apart from the sane, the expert took her to the insane ward at Bellevue. There she 

was examined by a second doctor who deemed her “positively demented” and shipped her off to Blackwell 

Island. 

The vast majority of the mentally ill lived with their families, but this, too, sounds more idyllic than the 

reality. 

When Bly stepped off the boat and onto the shore, the whiskey-soaked attendant welcomed her to the 

women’s asylum: “An insane place, where you’ll never get out of.” 

The word asylum comes from an ancient Greek word meaning “safe from being seized” (by, say, a Homeric 

warrior). Among the Romans, the word evolved to its current meaning—“a place of refuge” or “a place safe 

from violence.” The first asylums built specifically to house the mentally ill emerged in the Byzantine Empire 
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around ad 500, and by the turn of the new millennium many towns in Europe, the Middle East, and the 

Mediterranean had one. As forward thinking as that seems, hospitals as we know them today are a modern 

concept. In the early days, there weren’t many differences among jails, poorhouses, and hospitals, and these 

“asylums” were known for their brutal treatment of their charges. 

The vast majority of the mentally ill lived with their families, but this, too, sounds more idyllic than the 

reality. In 18th-century Ireland, mentally ill family members were held in holes five feet beneath their cottage 

floors, a space not big enough for most to stand up, with a barrier over the hole to deter escape. (“There he 

generally dies.”) The rest of Europe around that time was no more progressive. In Germany, a teenager 

suffering from some unnamed psychological affliction was chained up in a pigpen for so long that he lost the 

use of his legs; in England, the mentally ill were staked to the ground in workhouses; in one Swiss city, a fifth 

of the mentally ill were under constant restraint at home. 

Europe’s oldest psychiatric hospital, Bethlem Royal Hospital (nicknamed “Bedlam”), started as a priory in 

London in 1247 and was a hospital in the medieval sense: a charitable institution for the needy. Bethlem 

began catering exclusively to the insane about a century later; their idea of a cure was to chain people in place 

and whip and starve them to punish the disease out of their systems. One person, confined to Bethlem for 14 

years, was held by a “stout iron ring” around his neck with a heavy chain that was attached to the wall, 

allowing him to move only a foot. The belief then was that the insane were no better than animals and should 

be treated even worse because, unlike livestock, they were useless. 

In the mid-1800s, American activist Dorothea Dix deployed her sizable inheritance to devote herself to these 

issues with a fierceness of purpose that hasn’t been matched since. She traveled more than 30,000 miles 

across America in three years to reveal the brutalities wrought upon the mentally ill, describing “the saddest 

picture of human suffering and degradation,” a woman tearing off her own skin, a man forced to live in an 

animal stall, a woman confined to a below- ground cage with no access to light, and people chained in place 

for years. Clearly, the American system hadn’t improved much on Europe’s old “familial” treatments. Dix, a 

tireless advocate, called upon the Massachusetts legislature to take on the “sacred cause” of caring for the 

mentally unwell during a time when women were unwelcome in politics. Her efforts helped found 32 new 

therapeutic asylums on the philosophy of moral treatment. Dorothea Dix died in 1887, the same year that our 

brave Nellie Bly went undercover on Blackwell Island, in essence continuing Dix’s legacy by exposing how 

little had truly changed. 

Blackwell Island was supposed to have been different. Built as a “beacon for all the world,” it was located on 

147 acres in the middle of the East River and was meant to embody the theory of moral treatment that Dix had 

championed. Its central tenets came from French physician Philippe Pinel, who is credited with breaking his 

charges free of their chains (literally) and instating a more humanistic approach to treating madness—though 

his legacy, historians suggest, comes more from myth than reality. “The mentally sick, far from being guilty 

people deserving of punishment, are sick people whose miserable state deserves all the consideration that is 

due to suffering humanity,” Pinel said. 

“Who would not rather be a murderer and take the chance for life than be declared insane, without hope of 

escape?” Bly wrote. 

Connecticut physician Eli Todd introduced moral treatment Stateside and outlined the new necessities: peace 

and quiet, healthy diet, and daily routines. These new “retreats” replaced the old “madhouses” or 
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“lunatickhouses” and moved to soothing surroundings away from the stresses of the city. In some cases, 

asylums expanded into mini-cities, where hospital superintendents, doctors, and nurses lived alongside 

patients. They tended farms together, cooked in the kitchen together, even made their own furniture and ran 

their own railroads. The idea was that orderly routines and daily toil created purpose and purpose created 

meaning, which led to recovery. The doctor-patient relationship was key. People were treated as people, and 

the sick could be cured. 

That was the intention, anyway. Blackwell Island may have been founded on these ideals in 1839, but by 

Nellie’s era it had thoroughly earned its notoriety as one of the deadliest asylums in the country. After Charles 

Dickens visited in 1842, he immediately wanted off the island and its “lounging, listless, madhouse air.” 

(Dickens later tried to commit his wife, Catherine, to an asylum so that he could pursue an affair with a 

younger actress—a downright monstrous act considering what he knew of these places.) Blackwell’s asylum 

housed numbers that far exceeded its capacity. In one instance, six women were confined to a room meant for 

one. Reports detailed “the onward flow of misery,” including a woman made to give birth in a solitary cell 

alone in a straitjacket, and another woman who died after mistaking rat poison for pudding. 

The inhabitants Bly encountered on Blackwell Island looked lost and hopeless; some walked in circles, 

talking to themselves; others repeatedly insisted that they were sane but no one listened. Bly, meanwhile, 

dropped all pretense of insanity once she made it inside the hospital: “I talked and acted just as I do in 

ordinary life. Yet strange to say, the more sanely I talked and acted, the crazier I was thought to be,” she 

wrote. Any worry—which would soon turn to hope—that she might be exposed as a fake evaporated the 

minute the nurses plunged her into an ice bath and scrubbed her until her goosefleshed skin turned blue, 

pouring three buckets of water over her in succession. She was so caught by surprise that she felt she was 

drowning (a similar sensation, I imagine, to waterboarding). “For once I did look insane,” she said. “Unable 

to control myself at the absurd picture I presented, I burst into roars of laughter.” 

The first day, she quickly learned what it was like to be discarded by humanity. Whatever ladylike manner 

had caught the judge’s eye was meaningless here, where she was just another in a series of worthless paupers. 

Patients—even those with open syphilitic sores—were made to wash in the same filthy bathtub until it 

became thick and dirty enough with human waste and dead vermin that the  nurses finally changed it. The 

food was so rotten that even butter turned rancid. The meat, when offered, was so tough the women chomped 

down on one end and pulled at the other with both hands to rip it into digestible pieces. Bly had too much 

decorum to discuss this in her article, but even using the toilets was a traumatic experience. They were long 

troughs filled with water that were supposed to be drained at regular intervals—but, like everything else on 

this godforsaken island, what was supposed to happen rarely did. 

Bly listened to the stories from her sisters on Hall 6. Louise Schanz, a German immigrant, had landed in this 

hell simply because she couldn’t speak English. “Compare this with a criminal, who is given every chance to 

prove his innocence. Who would not rather be a murderer and take the chance for life than be declared insane, 

without hope of escape?” Bly wrote. 

Another patient told Bly about a young girl who had been beaten so badly by the nurses for refusing a bath 

that she died the next morning. One of the “treatments” used on the island was “the crib,” a terrifying 

contraption in which a woman was forced to lie down in a cage so confining that it prevented any 

movement—like a tomb. 
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Within a few days, Bly had gathered more than enough evidence for her exposé, but now she began to worry 

that she would never be free. “A human rat trap,” she called it. “It is easy to get in, but once there it is 

impossible to get out.” This was not much of an exaggeration. According to an 1874 report, people spent on 

average ten to thirty years on Blackwell Island. 

By this point, Bly was proclaiming her sanity to anyone who would listen, but the “more I endeavored to 

assure them of my sanity the more they doubted it.” 

“What are you doctors here for?” she asked one. 

“To take care of the patients and test their sanity,” the doctor replied. “Try every test on me,” she said, “and 

tell me am I sane or insane?”  But no matter how much she begged to be reevaluated, the answer remained the 

same: “They would not heed me, for they thought I raved.” Thankfully, after ten days with no word from Bly, 

her editor sent a lawyer to spring her from the rat trap. Safely back in Manhattan, Bly filed a two-part 

illustrated exposé—the first called “Behind Asylum Bars,” and the second “Inside a Madhouse”—published 

in the New York World in 1887. The article was syndicated across the country, horrifying the public and 

forcing politicians to do something about it. The Manhattan DA convened a grand jury to investigate and Bly 

testified, leading jurors on a tour of the island, which had been rapidly scrubbed into shape. But there was 

only so much Blackwell Island could cover up. In the end, thanks to this young reporter’s courage, the 

Department of Public Charities and Corrections agreed to a nearly 60 percent increase in the annual budget 

for care of the inmates. 

——————————————— 
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Excerpted from The Great Pretender: The Undercover Mission That Changed Our Understanding of 

Madness. Copyright © 2019 by Susannah Cahalan, LLC. Reprinted with permission of Grand Central 

Publishing. All rights reserved. 

asylumBedlamBlackwell IslandFeatureGrand Central Publishinghistory of mental illnesslunatic 

asylummadhousemadnessmental illnessnegligenceNellie Blypsychiatric carepsychiatric hospitalRoosevelt 

Islandterrible conditionsThe Great Pretenderwomen 
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Susannah Cahalan is the award-winning, New York Times bestselling author of Brain on Fire: My Month of 

Madness, a memoir about her struggle with a rare autoimmune disease of the brain. She writes for the New 

York Post. Her work has also been featured in The New York Times, Scientific American Magazine, 

Glamour, Psychology Today, and other publications. She lives in Brooklyn. 
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Legend 

by Jean Senac 

Issue no. 96 (Summer 1985) 

First you saw the sun 

with its five fingers, 

all the blue of the sea 

and the pleasure of tents. You saw 

dazzling idleness (sleep and joy), 

the leisure of words, and confidence. 

You saw 

the thistle —but on such a vast horizon! 

And never death 

in these sheets: 

just a youthful body, 

the nib of a pen. 

You saw combat, denial, 

but never in this wound the rolling of dunes, 

God like a discarded crumb, man 

in his undertakings, always set against his excrement. 

“you saw the song, 

the ejaculation, 

the rose. 

But oh, solitude, 

they didn’t see 

your steely sea urchin 

caught within my lines. 

—Algiers, 6 May 1970. 

 

Translated from the French by Mark Polizzotti. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 Four more poems by Jean Senac, published in Issue 96, Summer 1985? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ed27c05888&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ed27c05888&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=94326ae480&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ed27c05888&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ed27c05888&e=d538c8f2e0
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Spin chains on surfaces, a thriving field of research 

Detection of spin waves in a ferromagnetic chain. 

A collection of local magnetic moments arranged in a linear fashion that interact via some spin-spin coupling 

is generally known as a spin chain. This seemingly simple object is one of the most complex and rich physical 

systems that have been studied since the advent of quantum mechanics without a decline in interest ever 

since. From the emulation of one-dimensional (1D) quantum phases to the potential realization of Majorana 

edge states, spin chains are unique systems to study. 
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As early as 1928, Werner Heisenberg explained ferromagnetism using Pauli’s exclusion principle and the 

interaction between spins that bears his name. Subsequently, antiferromagnetism was addressed in spin chains 

by the seminal works of Bethe and Hulthén. 

In recent times the interest in spin chains continues. The 2016 Nobel Prize explicitly mentioned spin chains 

through the work of Haldane that revolutionized the understanding of condensed-matter physics by finding 

new phases of matter associated with a certain set of the two interactions defining the spin-chain parameters. 

Additionally, the study of spin chains has been instrumental in ushering the far-reaching concepts of topology 

in condensed matter. 

The simplicity of spin chains as compared to three-dimensional systems brings in new phenomena proper to 

lower dimensions. One of them is the absence of long-range order. A related consequence is that phase 

transitions in 1D systems take place only at zero kelvin. Furthermore, correlations are enhanced at 1D. As a 

consequence, many-body physics is ubiquitous in 1D systems. 

While the initial interest in spin chains was primarily from a theoretical viewpoint, various ways exist to 

create physical realizations of spin chains in either solids, trapped atoms, or molecules. Particularly, the 

development of the scanning tunneling microscope (STM) has furthered permitted to create spin chains on 

solid surfaces with atomic precision. And a great deal of progress in the experimental investigation of the 

physics of spin chains has been achieved through the development of quantum simulators based on atomic 

traps. 

Now, a team of researchers reviews 1 the current state of research on spin correlations and dynamics of atomic 

spin chains as studied by the STM. They show an overview of entanglement, correlation, and decoherence – 

properties inherent to spin chains – in different contexts. 

Complementary to other techniques such as atom traps or molecular crystals, the STM manipulation of atoms 

on surfaces offers an extremely controlled way of creating structures with tailored properties. The substrate is 

the main constraint in these systems, which, on the one hand, gives to environmental perturbations on the 

properties of the spin chain. On the other hand, the use of substrates makes it possible to eventually 

encapsulate and create devices, giving us ideas on how to create a useful technology out of the quantum 

properties of entangled spins. 

The studies reviewed focus on the connection between spin chains and very promising technological 

possibilities. Namely, using spin instead of charge in solid-state devices (spintronics); information 

transmission with high fidelity (quantum communication); decoupling the spins to have access to qubits and 

operations on qubits within the quantum coherence time with the STM (quantum computing); spins on 

surfaces used to get experimentally the solutions to model Hamiltonians that represent the behavior of matter 

on the very-low-temperature scale (quantum simulations); atomic spins can be used as extremely precise and 

sensitive sensors (quantum sensors). 

Recent advances have enabled researchers to measure lifetimes and coherence times of spins on surfaces with 

unprecedented accuracy. We are gathering new insight into the dynamics of superposition states and 

interactions at play. New phases of matter can now be explored, particularly the newly discovered topological 

phases. Spin-chain research is a thriving field right now. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2019/11/07/spin-chains-on-surfaces-a-thriving-field-of-research/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6353-1
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Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may have been copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced 

research paper. 
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written by 

DIPC 

 

Donostia International Physics Center (DIPC) is a singular research center born in 2000 devoted to research at 

the cutting edge in the fields of Condensed Matter Physics and Materials Science. Since its conception DIPC 

has stood for the promotion of excellence in research, which demands a flexible space where creativity is 

stimulated by diversity of perspectives. Its dynamic research community integrates local host scientists and a 

constant flow of international visiting researchers. 

 Website:http://dipc.ehu.es/ Twitter:@DIPCehu 
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An old Aztec tradition could help feed the megacities of the future 

By James Holloway 

 

Traditional chinampas photographed in 1912 

Karl Weule 

By 2050, the UN thinks there will be nearly 10 billion people on planet Earth, with 68 percent living in urban 

areas. Both numbers pose serious questions as to how we'll feed the growing, urbanizing population. New 

research explores whether traditional farming techniques could hold one answer to feeding the cities of the 

future: traditions that date back to the Aztec civilization. 

It's all to do with chinampas. These raised fields built on artificial islands sound almost too good to be true. 

Often fed by a network of canals and dykes, they apparently afford "extremely high" productivity in exchange 

for relatively modest irrigation needs, thanks in part to the capillary action of the plant roots. 

https://newatlas.com/author/james-holloway/
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Chinampas.jpg
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Other benefits to farming include "better drainage, soil aeration, moisture retention during the dry season, and 

higher and longer-term soil fertility than in conventional outdoor production," according to a press release 

accompanying the research. More far-reaching benefits are thought to include regulation of water levels and 

microclimate as well as boosts to biodiversity and carbon storage. 

The word chinampa derives from the Nahuatl language, previously known as Aztec. Specifically it comes 

from the word chinamitl, which means hedge close to the reed. 

 

Farmers working a modern-day chinampa 

Emmanuel Eslava 

The research, which draws on a number of existing studies, has been done by Postdoctoral Research 

Associate Roland Ebel who explores the fields of agroecology and horticulture at the Sustainable Food 

Systems Program at Montana State University. Much of the information reviewed had only previously been 

available in Spanish. 

Ebel spent 11 years in Mexico studying Mesoamerican farming. The study is the result of a 2018 talk he gave 

to the American Society of Horticultural Sciences in Washington DC in 2018, where it became clear to him 

that chinampas weren't well known in the scientific community. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chinampa#/media/File:Sembrad%C3%ADo_en_chinampa.JPG
https://newatlas.com/good-thinking/aztec-chinampas-food-supply/#gallery:1
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He argues that chinampas are one of the most productive intensive agricultural systems ever devised, scoring 

high on sustainability to boot. Their artificial canals play a significant role. Not only can the earth dug be used 

to build the raised islands and fields, but they also contribute to the fertility of the chinampa system. With the 

right crop rotations, chinampas can result in seven harvests a year. 

And they're still in use today – notably in the case of Xochimilco, a suburban region in the southern valley of 

Mexico City. Chinampa systems in the region date back to the Aztec period between 1325 and 1521, though 

the land used decreased markedly in the 20th century as the population of the city exploded. Crops grown 

vary from ornamental flowers to legumes, tomato, pepper, lettuce and radish. 

 

Cattle grazing on a dried chinampa field 

EmyPheebs 

They're also used to raise animals – mainly chickens but also ducks, pigs, sheep and even cattle, which are 

sometimes allowed to roam free-range, or kept in enclosures between areas of cropland. But benefits go 

beyond agriculture, with today's examples raising more money through tourism than through food production 

thanks to an increasing interest in indigenous tradition. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Gran_Ganado_Chinampas_Xochimilco.JPG
https://newatlas.com/good-thinking/aztec-chinampas-food-supply/#gallery:5
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Xochimilco tourist boats take visitors to see traditional chinampas 

ProtoplasmaKid 

With a population of more than 21 million people, the Mexican capital is already massive. But Ebel thinks 

that chinampas are a viable choice for many of today's growing cities – specifically those with a nearby 

freshwater lake. 

Today there are thought to be several examples of small farms applying chinampa systems across Latin 

America, while related raised field approaches are being tried as far afield as Indonesia and Bangladesh. In 

the latter case, it's hoped farming on artificial floating islands held afloat by second-hand plastic containers 

could contribute to food supply in the face of the climate crisis. Meanwhile, a number of floating garden 

schemes are appearing in Europe and North America, though Ebel notes these tend to be for recreation rather 

than horticulture or farming. 

Not all attempts to implement chinampas have been successful, though. In Mexico, attempts to replicate the 

Xochimilco template in the states of Veracruz and Tabasco struggled, in part due to incorrect dredging which 

brought infertile clay to the surface. Ebel explains that the Veracruz experiment failed outright because the 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Trajinera_en_canal_Nativitas.jpg
https://newatlas.com/good-thinking/aztec-chinampas-food-supply/#gallery:4
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scheme's managers overlooked the need to involve local farmers. The efforts at Tabasco were partly salvaged 

by local initiatives seeking to avoid similar mistakes. 

Though these examples can't be said to have failed due to failings with chinampas themselves, the outlook for 

these traditional techniques is bleak. The 20th century trend of housing replacing chinampas in Xochimilco 

looks set to continue, with most chinampas on course to disappear by 2057. 

"While most strategists emphasize high-tech solutions such as complex vertical farms, I think it is worthwhile 

to learn from the achievements of our ancestors," Ebel argues in the release. "A restored use of chinampas 

would allow intensive production of fresh vegetables close to Mexico City, avoiding transport needs and 

avoiding negative consequences on produce quality and greenhouse gas emissions," he adds. 

Whether large-scale chinampas are truly a viable or desirable option across the world is perhaps open to 

question. There are surely questions as to the environmental impact of such a dramatic change in land use. 

But Ebel maintains they're an option that should be explored.

 

One of Xochimilco's remaining chinampas 

https://newatlas.com/good-thinking/aztec-chinampas-food-supply/#gallery:2
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Jflo23 

"There are many big cities in the world which are close to freshwater reservoirs, where similar production 

systems could work," he tells New Atlas. "There are numerous (traditional and modern) versions of 

chinampas developed in different parts of the world, commonly resumed under the label 'raised fields.' 

Wherever they are feasible, chinampa-like systems can contribute to local, urban food production, reducing 

transport needs and, therefore, greenhouse gas emission." 

Further, Ebel argues that there are massive environmental benefits to adopting traditional farming methods. 

"In high-income countries, the productivity of farms is satisfactory – but their resource-efficiency is 

incredibly poor," he tells New Atlas. "Ten times more freshwater evaporates on our fields than is actually 

absorbed by the crops. We also do not need to ship fertilizers and pesticides around the globe when most plant 

nutrients can be found locally and all nutrients can be recycled on-farm." 

He goes on to cite direct experience of locally-sourced natural fertilizers which, used in combination with 

diverse crops, render pesticides next to unnecessary. "We need to understand that pests and diseases are the 

direct consequence of monocropping," he explains. 

Chinampas and systems like it may constitute a change in land use, but Ebel argues they are much closer to 

natural ecosystems than industrial farms. "Together with our 21st-century science skills, traditional 

knowledge should be used to reduce the waste of resources on our farms," he adds. But for Ebel, our eating 

habits are also part of the problem. "Ultraprocessed food does not feed us, it makes us sick," he asserts. 

But the loss of chinampas in Mexico would seem to be a specific cause for alarm – especially in light of the 

myriad benefits these traditional farming techniques have brought to the region for centuries. "It is important 

to conserve chinampas where they came from," Ebel responds. "This is hard enough: Chinampas depend on 

freshwater. They tolerate a certain organic matter content as it is common in urban areas but are sensitive to 

salinity and other types of contamination. Freshwater contamination has become a serious issue in the Mexico 

City metropolitan area. Chinampas are also threatened by an ongoing urbanization process, where housing 

areas expand at the expense of space for producing local food." He also argues for political change to "restore 

the food sovereignty of developing nations." 

Ebel's research, Chinampas: An Urban Farming Model of the Aztecs and a Potential Solution for Modern 

Megalopolis, has been published in the journal HortTechnology. It can be read for free online. 

Sources: American Society for Horticultural Science, HortTechnology 

We recommend 

1. “Can I Tell You about It?”: England, Austerity and “Radical Optimism” in the Theatre of Anders 

Lustgarten 

Chris Megson, Journal of Contemporary Drama in English, 2018 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Chinampa#/media/File:Chinampa.JPG
https://journals.ashs.org/horttech/view/journals/horttech/aop/article-10.21273-HORTTECH04310-19.xml
https://journals.ashs.org/horttech/view/journals/horttech/aop/article-10.21273-HORTTECH04310-19.xml
https://ashs.org/news/476466/How-the-Aztecs-Could-Improve-Modern-Urban-Farming.htm
https://journals.ashs.org/horttech/view/journals/horttech/aop/article-10.21273-HORTTECH04310-19.xml
https://www.degruyter.com/view/j/jcde.2018.6.issue-1/jcde-2018-0010/jcde-2018-0010.xml?utm_campaign=TrendMD_LIT_LIS_HIS_jounals_jk_20by20&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trend_md
https://www.degruyter.com/view/j/jcde.2018.6.issue-1/jcde-2018-0010/jcde-2018-0010.xml?utm_campaign=TrendMD_LIT_LIS_HIS_jounals_jk_20by20&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trend_md
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2. Mental Health and Substance Misuse-Related Emergency Department Discharges in Urban Counties 

of North Carolina 

Bryce A. Van Doren et al., North Carolina Medical Journal, 2016 

3. Heritage Restoration as a Tool to Promote Architectural Identity in the Gulf Regions 

Silvia Mazzetto, Preservation, Digital Technology & Culture (PDT&C), 2018 

1. Final results of the SENECA (SEcond line NintEdanib in non-small cell lung CAncer) trial 

. 

2. Final results of the SENECA (SEcond line NintEdanib in non-small cell lung CAncer) trial 

. 

3. Final results of the SENECA (SEcond line NintEdanib in non-small cell lung CAncer) trial 
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The Fir-Tree 

by Hans Christian Andersen 

 

This charming fairy tale by Hans Christian Andersen was first published in 1844, and retrieved from The 

Children's Book of Christmas Stories (1913). It's about a fir tree so anxious to grow up and achieve great 

things, that he has troubling living in the moment. Perfect to read at Christmas time, featured in our Children's 

Christmas Stories. 

 

 

Out in the woods stood a nice little Fir-tree. The place he had was a very good one; the sun shone on him; as 

to fresh air, there was enough of that, and round him grew many large-sized comrades, pines as well as firs. 

But the little Fir wanted so very much to be a grown-up tree. 

He did not think of the warm sun and of the fresh air; he did not care for the little cottage children that ran 

about and prattled when they were in the woods looking for wild strawberries. The children often came with a 

https://americanliterature.com/author/hans-christian-andersen
https://americanliterature.com/christmas-stories-for-children
https://americanliterature.com/christmas-stories-for-children
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whole pitcher full of berries, or a long row of them threaded on a straw, and sat down near the young tree and 

said, "Oh, how pretty he is! what a nice little fir!" But this was what the Tree could not bear to hear. 

At the end of a year he had shot up a good deal, and after another year he was another long bit taller; for with 

fir-trees one can always tell by the shoots how many years old they are. 

"Oh, were I but such a high tree as the others are!" sighed he. "Then I should be able to spread out my 

branches, and with the tops to look into the wide world! Then would the birds build nests among my 

branches; and when there was a breeze, I could bend with as much stateliness as the others!" 

Neither the sunbeams, nor the birds, nor the red clouds, which morning and evening sailed above them, gave 

the little Tree any pleasure. 

In winter, when the snow lay glittering on the ground, a hare would often come leaping along, and jump right 

over the little Tree. Oh, that made him so angry! But two winters were past, and in the third the tree was so 

large that the hare was obliged to go round it. "To grow and grow, to get older and be tall," thought the 

Tree—"that, after all, is the most delightful thing in the world!" 

In autumn the wood-cutters always came and felled some of the largest trees. This happened every year; and 

the young Fir-tree, that had now grown to a very comely size, trembled at the sight; for the magnificent great 

trees fell to the earth with noise and cracking, the branches were lopped off, and the trees looked long and 

bare; they were hardly to be recognized; and then they were laid in carts, and the horses dragged them out of 

the woods. 

Where did they go to? What became of them? 

In spring, when the Swallows and the Storks came, the Tree asked them, "Don't you know where they have 

been taken? Have you not met them anywhere?" 

The Swallows did not know anything about it; but the Stork looked musing, nodded his head, and said: "Yes, 

I think I know; I met many ships as I was flying hither from Egypt; on the ships were magnificent masts, and I 

venture to assert that it was they that smelt so of fir. I may congratulate you, for they lifted themselves on high 

most majestically!" 

"Oh, were I but old enough to fly across the sea! But how does the sea look in reality? What is it like?" 

"That would take a long time to explain," said the Stork, and with these words off he went. 

"Rejoice in thy growth!" said the Sunbeams, "rejoice in thy vigorous growth, and in the fresh life that moveth 

within thee!" 

And the Wind kissed the Tree, and the Dew wept tears over him; but the Fir understood it not. 
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When Christmas came, quite young trees were cut down; trees which often were not even as large or of the 

same age as this Fir-tree, who could never rest, but always wanted to be off. These young trees, and they were 

always the finest looking, retained their branches; they were laid on carts, and the horses drew them out of the 

woods. 

"Where are they going to?" asked the Fir. "They are not taller than I; there was one indeed that was 

considerably shorter; and why do they retain all their branches? Whither are they taken?" 

"We know! we know!" chirped the Sparrows. "We have peeped in at the windows in the town below! We 

know whither they are taken! The greatest splendour and the greatest magnificence one can imagine await 

them. We peeped through the windows, and saw them planted in the middle of the warm room, and 

ornamented with the most splendid things—with gilded apples, with gingerbread, with toys, and many 

hundred lights!" 

"And then?" asked the Fir-tree, trembling in every bough. "And then? What happens then?" 

"We did not see anything more: it was incomparably beautiful." 

"I would fain know if I am destined for so glorious a career," cried the Tree, rejoicing. "That is still better than 

to cross the sea! What a longing do I suffer! Were Christmas but come! I am now tall, and my branches 

spread like the others that were carried off last year! Oh, were I but already on the cart. Were I in the warm 

room with all the splendour and magnificence! Yes; then something better, something still grander, will surely 

follow, or wherefore should they thus ornament me? Something better, something still grander, MUST 

follow—but what? Oh, how I long, how I suffer! I do not know myself what is the matter with me!" 

"Rejoice in our presence!" said the Air and the Sunlight; "rejoice in thy own fresh youth!" 

But the Tree did not rejoice at all; he grew and grew, and was green both winter and summer. People that saw 

him said, "What a fine tree!" and toward Christmas he was one of the first that was cut down. The axe struck 

deep into the very pith; the tree fell to the earth with a sigh: he felt a pang—it was like a swoon; he could not 

think of happiness, for he was sorrowful at being separated from his home, from the place where he had 

sprung up. He knew well that he should never see his dear old comrades, the little bushes and flowers around 

him, any more; perhaps not even the birds! The departure was not at all agreeable. 

The Tree only came to himself when he was unloaded in a courtyard with the other trees, and heard a man 

say, "That one is splendid! we don't want the others." Then two servants came in rich livery and carried the 

Fir-tree into a large and splendid drawing-room. Portraits were hanging on the walls, and near the white 

porcelain stove stood two large Chinese vases with lions on the covers. There, too, were large easy chairs, 

silken sofas, large tables full of picture-books, and full of toys worth hundreds and hundreds of crowns—at 

least the children said so. And the Fir-tree was stuck upright in a cask that was filled with sand: but no one 

could see that it was a cask, for green cloth was hung all around it, and it stood on a large gayly coloured 

carpet. Oh, how the Tree quivered! What was to happen? The servants, as well as the young ladies, decorated 

it. On one branch there hung little nets cut out of coloured paper, and each net was filled with sugar-plums; 

and among the other boughs gilded apples and walnuts were suspended, looking as though they had grown 

there, and little blue and white tapers were placed among the leaves. Dolls that looked for all the world like 
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men—the Tree had never beheld such before—were seen among the foliage, and at the very top a large star of 

gold tinsel was fixed. It was really splendid—beyond description splendid. 

"This evening!" said they all; "how it will shine this evening!" 

"Oh," thought the Tree, "if the evening were but come! If the tapers were but lighted! And then I wonder what 

will happen! Perhaps the other trees from the forest will come to look at me! Perhaps the sparrows will beat 

against the window-panes! I wonder if I shall take root here, and winter and summer stand covered with 

ornaments!" 

He knew very much about the matter! but he was so impatient that for sheer longing he got a pain in his back, 

and this with trees is the same thing as a headache with us. 

The candles were now lighted. What brightness! What splendour! The Tree trembled so in every bough that 

one of the tapers set fire to the foliage. It blazed up splendidly. 

"Help! Help!" cried the young ladies, and they quickly put out the fire. 

Now the Tree did not even dare tremble. What a state he was in! He was so uneasy lest he should lose 

something of his splendour, that he was quite bewildered amidst the glare and brightness; when suddenly both 

folding-doors opened, and a troop of children rushed in as if they would upset the Tree. The older persons 

followed quietly; the little ones stood quite still. But it was only for a moment; then they shouted so that the 

whole place reechoed with their rejoicing; they danced round the tree, and one present after the other was 

pulled off. 

"What are they about?" thought the Tree. "What is to happen now?" And the lights burned down to the very 

branches, and as they burned down they were put out, one after the other, and then the children had 

permission to plunder the tree. So they fell upon it with such violence that all its branches cracked; if it had 

not been fixed firmly in the cask, it would certainly have tumbled down. 

The children danced about with their beautiful playthings: no one looked at the Tree except the old nurse, who 

peeped between the branches; but it was only to see if there was a fig or an apple left that had been forgotten. 

"A story! a story!" cried the children, drawing a little fat man toward the tree. He seated himself under it, and 

said: "Now we are in the shade, and the Tree can listen, too. But I shall tell only one story. Now which will 

you have: that about Ivedy-Avedy, or about Klumpy-Dumpy who tumbled downstairs, and yet after all came 

to the throne and married the princess?" 

"Ivedy-Avedy!" cried some; "Klumpy-Dumpy" cried the others. There was such a bawling and screaming—

the Fir-tree alone was silent, and he thought to himself, "Am I not to bawl with the rest?—am I to do nothing 

whatever?" for he was one of the company, and had done what he had to do. 

And the man told about Klumpy-Dumpy that tumbled down, who notwithstanding came to the throne, and at 

last married the princess. And the children clapped their hands, and cried out, "Oh, go on! Do go on!" They 
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wanted to hear about Ivedy-Avedy, too, but the little man only told them about Klumpy-Dumpy. The Fir-tree 

stood quite still and absorbed in thought; the birds in the woods had never related the like of this. "Klumpy-

Dumpy fell downstairs, and yet he married the princess! Yes! Yes! that's the way of the world!" thought the 

Fir-tree, and believed it all, because the man who told the story was so good-looking. "Well, well! who 

knows, perhaps I may fall downstairs, too, and get a princess as wife!" And he looked forward with joy to the 

morrow, when he hoped to be decked out again with lights, playthings, fruits, and tinsel. 

"I won't tremble to-morrow," thought the Fir-tree. "I will enjoy to the full all my splendour. To-morrow I shall 

hear again the story of Klumpy-Dumpy, and perhaps that of Ivedy-Avedy, too." And the whole night the Tree 

stood still and in deep thought. 

In the morning the servant and the housemaid came in. 

"Now, then, the splendour will begin again," thought the Fir. But they dragged him out of the room, and up 

the stairs into the loft; and here in a dark corner, where no daylight could enter, they left him. "What's the 

meaning of this?" thought the Tree. "What am I to do here? What shall I hear now, I wonder?" And he leaned 

against the wall, lost in reverie. Time enough had he, too, for his reflections; for days and nights passed on, 

and nobody came up; and when at last somebody did come, it was only to put some great trunks in a corner 

out of the way. There stood the Tree quite hidden; it seemed as if he had been entirely forgotten. 

"'Tis now winter out of doors!" thought the Tree. "The earth is hard and covered with snow; men cannot plant 

me now, and therefore I have been put up here under shelter till the springtime comes! How thoughtful that is! 

How kind man is, after all! If it only were not so dark here, and so terribly lonely! Not even a hare. And out in 

the woods it was so pleasant, when the snow was on the ground, and the hare leaped by; yes—even when he 

jumped over me; but I did not like it then. It is really terribly lonely here!" 

"Squeak! squeak!" said a little Mouse at the same moment, peeping out of his hole. And then another little 

one came. They sniffed about the Fir-tree, and rustled among the branches. 

"It is dreadfully cold," said the Mouse. "But for that, it would be delightful here, old Fir, wouldn't it?" 

"I am by no means old," said the Fir-tree. "There's many a one considerably older than I am." 

"Where do you come from," asked the Mice; "and what can you do?" They were so extremely curious. "Tell 

us about the most beautiful spot on the earth. Have you never been there? Were you never in the larder, where 

cheeses lie on the shelves, and hams hang from above; where one dances about on tallow-candles; that place 

where one enters lean, and comes out again fat and portly?" 

"I know no such place," said the Tree, "but I know the woods, where the sun shines, and where the little birds 

sing." And then he told all about his youth; and the little Mice had never heard the like before; and they 

listened and said: 

"Well, to be sure! How much you have seen! How happy you must have been!" 
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"I?" said the Fir-tree, thinking over what he had himself related. "Yes, in reality those were happy times." And 

then he told about Christmas Eve, when he was decked out with cakes and candles. 

"Oh," said the little Mice, "how fortunate you have been, old Fir-tree!" 

"I am by no means old," said he. "I came from the woods this winter; I am in my prime, and am only rather 

short for my age." 

"What delightful stories you know!" said the Mice: and the next night they came with four other little Mice, 

who were to hear what the tree recounted; and the more he related, the more plainly he remembered all 

himself; and it appeared as if those times had really been happy times. "But they may still come—they may 

still come. Klumpy-Dumpy fell downstairs and yet he got a princess," and he thought at the moment of a nice 

little Birch-tree growing out in the woods; to the Fir, that would be a real charming princess. 

"Who is Klumpy-Dumpy?" asked the Mice. So then the Fir-tree told the whole fairy tale, for he could 

remember every single word of it; and the little Mice jumped for joy up to the very top of the Tree. Next night 

two more Mice came, and on Sunday two Rats, even; but they said the stories were not interesting, which 

vexed the little Mice; and they, too, now began to think them not so very amusing either. 

"Do you know only one story?" asked the Rats. 

"Only that one," answered the Tree. "I heard it on my happiest evening; but I did not then know how happy I 

was." 

"It is a very stupid story. Don't you know one about bacon and tallow candles? Can't you tell any larder 

stories?" 

"No," said the Tree. 

"Then good-bye," said the Rats; and they went home. 

At last the little Mice stayed away also; and the Tree sighed: "After all, it was very pleasant when the sleek 

little Mice sat around me and listened to what I told them. Now that too is over. But I will take good care to 

enjoy myself when I am brought out again." 

But when was that to be? Why, one morning there came a quantity of people and set to work in the loft. The 

trunks were moved, the Tree was pulled out and thrown—rather hard, it is true—down on the floor, but a man 

drew him toward the stairs, where the daylight shone. 

"Now a merry life will begin again," thought the Tree. He felt the fresh air, the first sunbeam—and now he 

was out in the courtyard. All passed so quickly, there was so much going on around him, that the Tree quite 

forgot to look to himself. The court adjoined a garden, and all was in flower; the roses hung so fresh and 

odorous over the balustrade, the lindens were in blossom, the Swallows flew by, and said, "Quirre-vit! my 

husband is come!" but it was not the Fir-tree that they meant. 
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"Now, then, I shall really enjoy life," said he, exultingly, and spread out his branches; but, alas! they were all 

withered and yellow. It was in a corner that he lay, among weeds and nettles. The golden star of tinsel was 

still on the top of the Tree, and glittered in the sunshine. 

In the courtyard some of the merry children were playing who had danced at Christmas round the Fir-tree, and 

were so glad at the sight of him. One of the youngest ran and tore off the golden star. 

"Only look what is still on the ugly old Christmas tree!" said he, trampling on the branches, so that they all 

cracked beneath his feet. And the Tree beheld all the beauty of the flowers, and the freshness in the garden; he 

beheld himself, and wished he had remained in his dark corner in the loft; he thought of his first youth in the 

woods, of the merry Christmas Eve, and of the little Mice who had listened with so much pleasure to the story 

of Klumpy-Dumpy. 

"'Tis over—'tis past!" said the poor Tree. "Had I but rejoiced when I had reason to do so! But now 'tis past, 'tis 

past!" 

And the gardener's boy chopped the Tree into small pieces; there was a whole heap lying there. The wood 

flamed up splendidly under the large brewing copper, and it sighed so deeply! Each sigh was like a shot. 

The boys played about in the court, and the youngest wore the gold star on his breast which the Tree had had 

on the happiest evening of his life. However, that was over now—the Tree gone, the story at an end. All, all 

was over; every tale must end at last. 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day   

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
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Inheritance 

 Camille Rankine 

  

What have I 

  

To say in my wrong tongue 

 

Of what is gone   To know something is 

 

Lost but what   You have forgotten what 

 

You long forgot   If I am  

 

What survives   I am here but I am not 

 

Much of anything at all   To be what’s left  

 

And all the rest scooped out  

 

And dropped into the sea   My flesh 

 

Forming a knot on itself is a habit 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujkyjik-ilzgdjkh-o/
https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujkyjik-ilzgdjkh-b/
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Learned from whom   A mind reaching back 

 

Into the dark a body releasing itself 

 

Backward into space a faith 

 

I have no prayer in which to keep 

 

Am I home or merely caught 

 

Between two unmarked graves 

 

I’m saying where we live 

  

It’s a mistake   A compromise  

 

I’m made to make    

 

I’m told come willingly  

 

Halfway across a bridge to where 

 

I’m halfway human   Or else  

 

A door bricked over  
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Behind which all I am    

 

To be shadow cast by shadows cast 

 

By no one’s hand   And now 

 

Whose fault am I   It’s said  

I stand again 

Of natural law   A being in chaos 

 

In argument with itself   What would it be 

To be simply   I am here but what of me  

That’s gone stays gone 

 Copyright © 2019 by Camille Rankine. Originally published in Poem-a-Day on December 5, 

2019, by the Academy of American Poets. 

About this Poem 

“One thing about being a product of the transatlantic slave trade is that at some point, your 

history goes dark—there’s a part of you, your legacy, that’s torn away. Something you can’t 

ever get back. As a US-born child of Jamaican immigrants, I half belong to an island whose 

original Taino inhabitants have been largely erased by the disaster that made me; my Scottish 

last name carries with it a tartan that bears no ancestral weight for my family. What would it 

be like to have a land or a language or even a name that truly belongs to you, that you truly 

belong to? I wonder about that all the time.” 

—Camille Rankine 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujkyjik-ilzgdjkh-o/  
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After the War 

by Vilma Howard       Issue no. 4 (Winter 1953) 

John was the writer tell me 

who was John 

                                  Brother 

John was the writer (Calling 

                            Hey John! 

         Ho John!) 

in words of fire (Well, 

John don’t you write no more; 

don’t you write no more). 

Eternal City, Rome is 

fallen stone 

                      standing 

Eternal City, struck to 

                      white flame, 

        bold flame; 

the blazing houses all 

Glory Hallelujah cry‚ 

Hallelujah cry. 

All those angels 

                       Stoned in thunder, 

Snow white angels 

                       Brought to ruin, 

Son of David 

                       Done gone under. 

Son of man: 

That pen of fire moving 

on to Köln 

                      rocking 

church and the city (Shouting 

                      Ho John, 

Rome town): 

a shell-fire image, those 

brought to ruin houses (no more, 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=23ee55fc25&e=d538c8f2e0
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don’t you write no more!) 

Well now, they tell me Kölner 

rock ran cold 

                       Jesus 

down by the river; digging 

                       ground down 

        deep found 

another city; done 

gone under Köln to Rome 

under Köln to Rome: 

Mary’s baby 

              Done gone under, 

Son of David 

              Brought to ruin, 

Bleeding lamb 

               Stoned in thunder. 

Son of man. 

I been a witness (tell it) 

who was John 

                       Brother 

John was the writer (shout it) 

                       Rome town, 

        Köln town, 

that pen of fire (Ho! 

John, don’t you write no more; 

don’t you write no more!) 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 Vilma Howard’s short story “Belle,” published in  Issue 8, Spring 1955? 

 Ralph Ellison’s Art of Fiction interview, conducted by Vilma Howard with Alfred Chester 

and published in Issue 8, Spring 1955? 

  

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=23ee55fc25&e=d538c8f2e0   

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=30dac622b2&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=629ec4ca9a&e=d538c8f2e0
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Losing the Birds, Finding the Words: Eve Ensler’s Extraordinary Letter of Apology to Mother Earth 

“I am the reason the birds are missing… I am made of dirt and grit and stars and river, skin, bone, leaf, 

whiskers and claws. I am a part of you, of this, nothing more or less. I am mycelium, petal pistil and stamen… 

I am energy and I am dust. I am wave and I am wonder. I am an impulse and an order.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Our origins are of the earth. And so there is in us a deeply seated response to the natural universe, which is 

part of our humanity,” the visionary marine biologist and lyrical author Rachel Carson wrote as she was 

making ecology a household word and getting ready to awaken the modern environmental conscience with 

her epoch-making book Silent Spring. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1635574382/braipick-20
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Silent Spring was titled after the book’s most chilling chapter, detailing the gruesome mass deaths of 

songbirds in pesticide-assaulted habitats, inspired by a verse from a classic ballad of heartbreak by Carson’s 

favorite poet, John Keats — “The sedge is withered from the lake, / And no birds sing!” — for she saw no 

greater heartbreak than the deadly silencing of Mother Nature. In her bittersweet farewell to the world — 

Carson never lived to see her work inspire the creation of Earth Day and the Environmental Protection 

Agency — she beckoned posterity, beckoned us, to face our “grave and sobering responsibility [which] is also 

a shining opportunity”; to “go out into a world where mankind is challenged, as it has never been challenged 

before, to prove its maturity and its mastery — not of nature, but of itself.” 

Image via the Cornell Lab of Ornithology. 

We have failed to rise to her challenge. We have failed our origins and our very humanity. In the decades 

since Carson’s death, 3 billion birds have vanished. Just vanished. And as species seem to be falling off the 

face of the Earth, their names are falling out of the dictionary, out of our consciousness, out of children’s 

imaginations. If “finding the words is another step in learning to see,” then losing the words is ceasing to see 

— a willful blindness to our own responsibility, which thrusts us blindfolded on the steep and winding path to 

redemption. 

Playwright, activist, and V-Day founder Eve Ensler — who is perhaps as close as an artist can get to being a 

cultural superhero: redeemer of the unspeakable, voice of the unspoken, instrument not only of social change 

but of that “revelation in the heart” (to borrow Leonard Cohen’s lovely phrase) where all change begins — 

lifts the blindfold in an extraordinary letter of apology to Mother Earth. Ensler composed the letter as an 

addendum of sorts to her altogether magnificent book The Apology (public library), read it at Bioneers, then 

kindly granted me the honor of premiering it to the Brain Pickings ecosystem. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/12/rachel-carson-scripps-college-commencement/
https://www.birds.cornell.edu/home/bring-birds-back
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/07/23/robin-wall-kimmerer-gathering-moss-naming/
https://www.vday.org/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/10/leonard-cohen-democracy/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1635574382/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/apology/oclc/1108303048&referer=brief_results
https://bioneers.org/
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Art by Jackie Morris from The Lost Words by Robert Macfarlane 

Ensler contextualizes her courageous self-inspection in the disquieting mirror of personal responsibility, 

where any atonement must begin: 

After I finished writing The Apology, a book in which I wrote a letter from my father to myself apologizing 

and exploring, explaining in detail all the ways he had abused and harmed me, I realized there was an apology 

I needed to make — an apology that would force me to confront my deepest sorrow, guilt and shame, an 

apology that I had been avoiding since I moved out of the city to the woods where I now live with the oaks, 

locust and weeping willows, Lydia the snapping turtle, running spring water, foxes, deer, coyotes, bears and 

cardinals and my precious dog, Pablo. It is my offering to you. It is my apology to the Earth, herself. 

The letter, consonant with Whitman’s insistence that “a leaf of grass is no less than the journey work of the 

stars,” evocative of Thich Nhat Hanh’s poem “Please Call Me by My True Names,” is a masterwork of 

empathy, that highest measure of consciousness. Its gift is the selfsame gift for which the Trappist monk and 

teacher Thomas Merton thanked Rachel Carson in his gorgeous letter of appreciation after reading Silent 

Spring — the gift of civilizational self-awareness. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.mindfulnessbell.org/archive/2015/06/poem-please-call-me-by-my-true-names
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/11/14/thomas-merton-rachel-carson-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
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Eve Ensler (Photograph: Paula Allen) 

Ensler writes: 

Dear Mother, 

It began with the article about the birds, the 2.9 billion missing North America birds, the 2.9 billion birds that 

disappeared and no one noticed. The sparrows, black birds, and swallows who didn’t make it, who weren’t 

ever born, who stopped flying or singing or making their most ingenious nests, who didn’t perch or peck their 

gentle beaks into moist black earth. It began with the birds. Hadn’t we even commented in June, James and I 

that they were hardly here? A kind of eerie quiet had descended. But later they came back. The swarms of 

barn swallows and the huge ravens landing on the gravel one by one. I know it was after hearing about the 

birds, that afternoon I crashed my bike. Suddenly falling, falling, unable to prevent the catastrophe ahead, 

unable to find the brakes or make them work, unable to stop the falling. I fell and spun and realized I had 

already been falling, that we have been falling, all of us, and crows and conifers and ice caps and expectations 

— falling and falling and I wanted to keep falling. I didn’t want to be here to witness everything 

falling, missing, bleaching, burning, drying, disappearing, choking, never blooming. I didn’t want to live 

without the birds or bees and sparkling flies that light the summer nights. I didn’t want to live with hunger 

that turned us feral or desperation that gave us claws. I wanted to fall and fall into the deepest, darkest ground 

and be finally still and buried there. 

But Mother, you had other plans. The bike landed in grass and dirt and bang, I was ten-years-old, fallen in the 

road, my knees scraped and bloody. And I realized that even then nature was something foreign and 

cruel, something that could and would hurt me because everything I had ever known or loved that was grand 

and powerful and beautiful became foreign and cruel and eventually hurt me. Even then I had already been 

exiled, or so I felt, forever cast out of the forest. I belonged with the broken, the contaminated, the dead.  

  

Maybe it was the sharp pain in my knee and elbow, or the dirt embedded in my new jacket, maybe it was the 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

83 

shock or the realization that death was preferable to the thick tar of grief coagulated in my chest, or maybe it 

was just the lonely rattling of the spokes of the bicycle wheel still spinning without me. Whatever it was. It 

broke. It broke. I heard the howling.  

  

Mother, I am the reason the birds are missing. I am the cause of salmon who cannot spawn and the butterflies 

unable to take their journey home. I am the coral reef bleached death white and the sea boiling with methane. 

I am the millions running from lands that have dried, forests that are burning or islands drowned in water.  

  

I didn’t see you, Mother. You were nothing to me. My trauma-made arrogance and ambition drove me to 

that cracking pulsing city. Chasing a dream, chasing the prize, the achievement that would finally prove I 

wasn’t bad or stupid or nothing or wrong. Oh my Mother, what contempt I had for you. What did you have to 

offer that would give me status in the market place of ideas and achieving? What could your bare trees offer 

but the staggering aloneness of winter or greenness I could not receive or bear. I reduced you to weather, an 

inconvenience, something that got in my way, dirty slush that ruined my overpriced city boots with salt. I 

refused your invitation, scorned your generosity, held suspicion for your love. I ignored all the ways we used 

and abused you. I pretended to believe the stories of the fathers who said you had to be tamed and controlled 

— that you were out to get us. 

  

I press my bruised body down on your grassy belly, breathing me in and out. I have missed you, Mother. I 

have been away so long. I am sorry. I am so sorry.  

  

I am made of dirt and grit and stars and river, skin, bone, leaf, whiskers and claws. I am a part of you, of this, 

nothing more or less. I am mycelium, petal pistil and stamen. I am branch and hive and trunk and stone. I am 

what has been here and what is coming. I am energy and I am dust. I am wave and I am wonder. I am an 

impulse and an order. I am perfumed peonies and the single parasol tree in the African savannah. I am 

lavender, dandelion, daisy, dahlia, cosmos, chrysanthemum, pansy, bleeding heart and rose. I am all that has 

been named and unnamed, all that has been gathered and all that has been left alone. I am all your missing 

creatures, all the sweet birds never born. I am daughter. I am caretaker. I am fierce defender. I am griever. I 

am bandit. I am baby. I am supplicant. I am here now, Mother. I am yours. I am yours. I am yours. 

  

Eve Ensler 

Complement with “After Silence” — Neil Gaiman’s stunning poem celebrating Rachel Carson’s legacy and 

culture-shifting courage — and Ensler on how a tree saved her life, then visit Cornell 

University’s Ornithology Lab to see what you, my fellow naked ape, can do to help save the birds, whose 

salvation is inseparable from our own. For, in the poetic words of the naturalist John Muir — one of Carson’s 

great heroes — “when we try to pick out anything by itself, we find it hitched to everything else in the 

universe.” 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/28/eve-ensler-apology-mother-

earth/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/07/after-silence-neil-gaiman-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/09/eve-ensler-tree/
https://www.birds.cornell.edu/home/bring-birds-back
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/28/eve-ensler-apology-mother-earth/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/28/eve-ensler-apology-mother-earth/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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America’s First Banned Book Really Ticked Off the Plymouth Puritans 

The author, known as the “Lord of Misrule,” had the audacity to erect a maypole in Massachusetts. 

BY MATTHEW TAUBNOVEMBER 1, 2019 

   

 

Myles Standish and his fellow Puritans crashing the festivities at Merrymount. ULLSTEIN BILD/ULLSTEIN 

BILD VIA GETTY IMAGES 

In This Story 

 

DESTINATION GUIDE 

https://www.atlasobscura.com/users/matthewtaub?view=articles
https://www.atlasobscura.com/things-to-do/quincy-massachusetts
https://www.atlasobscura.com/things-to-do/quincy-massachusetts
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Quincy 

 

APPARENTLY, THOMAS MORTON DIDN’T GET the memo. The English businessman arrived in 

Massachusetts in 1624 with the Puritans, but he wasn’t exactly on board with the strict, insular, and pious 

society they had hoped to build for themselves. “He was very much a dandy and a playboy,” says William 

Heath, a retired professor from Mount Saint Mary’s University who has published extensively on the Puritans. 

Looking back, Morton and his neighbors were bound to butt heads sooner or later. 

Thomas Morton (left) was fond of maypoles and May Day celebrations, like this 17th-century one in England 

(right). LEBRECHT MUSIC & ARTS / ALAMY STOCK PHOTO; GETTY/WHITEMAY 

 

Within just a few short years, Morton established his own unrecognized offshoot of the Plymouth Colony, in 

what is now the town of Quincy, Massachusetts (the birthplace of presidents John Adams and John Quincy 

Adams). He revived forbidden old-world customs, faced off with a Puritian militia determined to quash his 

pagan festivals, and wound up in exile. He eventually sued and, like any savvy rabble-rouser should, got a 

https://www.atlasobscura.com/things-to-do/quincy-massachusetts
https://www.atlasobscura.com/things-to-do/quincy-massachusetts
https://www.atlasobscura.com/things-to-do/quincy-massachusetts
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book deal out of the whole affair. Published in 1637, his New English Canaan mounted a harsh and heretical 

critique of Puritan customs and power structures that went far beyond what most New English settlers could 

accept. So they banned it—making it likely the first book explicitly banned in what is now the United States. 

A first edition of Morton’s tell-all—which, among other things, compares the Puritan leadership to 

crustaceans—recently sold at auction at Christie’s for $60,000. 

The Puritans’ move across the pond was motivated by both religion and commerce, but Morton was there 

only for the latter reason, as one of the owners of the Wollaston Company. He loved what he saw of his new 

surroundings, later writing that Massachusetts was the “masterpiece of nature.” His business partner—slave-

owning Richard Wollaston—moved south to Virginia to expand the company’s business, but Morton was 

already deeply attached to the land, in a way his more religious neighbors likely couldn’t understand. “He was 

extremely responsive to the natural world and had very friendly relations with the Indians,” says Heath, while 

“the Puritans took the opposite stance: that the natural world was a howling wilderness, and the Indians were 

wild men that needed to be suppressed.” 

fter Wollaston left, Morton enlisted the help of some brave recruits—both English and Native—to establish 

the breakoff settlement of Ma-Re Mount, also known as Merrymount, preserved today in the Quincy 

neighborhood and park of the same name. Morton essentially asked his neighbors, “What if we just throw 

[Wollaston] out and start our own utopian colony based on Plato’s Republic, and also as a society of the 

Native Americans?” explains Rhiannon Knol, a specialist in the Books & Manuscripts department at 

Christie’s in New York. “And that sounded a lot better to them.” Some of them, at least. 

 

The Puritan authorities didn’t see Merrymount as a free-wheeling annoyance; they saw an existential threat. 

The problem wasn’t only that Morton was taking goods and commerce away from Plymouth, but that he was 

giving that business to the Native Americans, including trading guns to the Algonquins. With Plymouth’s 

monopoly dissolved and its perceived enemies armed, Morton had perhaps done more than anyone else to 

undermine the Puritan project in Massachusetts. Worse yet, in the words of Plymouth’s governor William 

Bradford, Morton condoned “dancing and frisking together” with the Native Americans—activities that were 

banned even without Native American participation. It was basically an early colonial version of Footloose. 

Governor Bradford nicknamed Morton the “Lord of Misrule,” and it’s not hard to imagine him wearing that 

title like a crown. 

It was basically an early colonial version of Footloose. 

There could be no greater symbol of such misrule than Morton’s maypole. Reaching 80 feet into the air, the 

structure conjured all the vile, virile vices of Merry England that the Puritans had hoped to leave behind. 

Throughout medieval Europe, maypoles had been a popular installation for May Day (or Pentecost or 

midsummer, in some regions)—encouraging human fertility as the land itself sprung up from winter. Now 

that was a tradition that Morton could get behind, and he gladly called upon the residents of Merrymount to 

drink, dance, and frolic around the pole. The establishment of Merrymount had been a provocation, but 

Morton’s May Day celebrations meant war. 

https://www.christies.com/lotfinder/lot/americas-first-banned-book-lampooning-the-thomas-6228516-details.aspx?from=salesummary&intObjectID=6228516&lid=1
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Merry_England
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During the 1628 festivities, a Puritan militia led by Myles Standish invaded Merrymount and chopped down 

the maypole. (The incident later inspired Nathaniel Hawthorne’s short story “The May-Pole of Merry 

Mount,” first published in 1832.) Morton was tried for supplying arms to the Natives, and expelled to an 

island off the coast of New Hampshire to be left for dead. Somehow, he managed to hitch passage on a ship 

back to England, where he sued the Massachusetts Bay Company. The trial provided him with the basis for 

his book, much of which was composed at London’s Mermaid Tavern with a little help from his friends, 

including famed poet and playwright Ben Jonson. 

Thomas Morton’s New English Canaan didn’t mince words. COURTESY CHRISTIE’S 

Heath is careful to stress that the book is not a literary masterwork, but he acknowledges that it has its 

moments. Knol says she was particularly struck by the nicknames Morton threw at his Puritan foes, whom he 

called “cruell Schismaticks.” It’s hard to know who got it worse between Standish and John Endecott, 

governor of the Massachusetts Bay Colony (Plymouth’s neighbor to the north): Endecott is known in the book 

as “Captaine Littleworth,” Standish as “Captaine Shrimp.” Even more radical than his belittling appellations 

were Morton’s subversive policy ideas, which went so far as to recommend “demartialising” the colonies. 

Unsurprisingly, the Puritans were appalled. Bradford, Plymouth’s governor, called New English Canaan “an 

infamous and scurrilous book against many god and chief men of the country, full of lies and slanders and 

fraught with profane calumnies against their names and persons and the ways of God.” 
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It’s likely that the book scandalized England as well. The book’s title page names Amsterdam as the place of 

publication rather than London—but that’s hard to believe, as that very Amsterdam publisher was in fact a 

well-known purveyor of Puritan books. Knol says that Amsterdam was likely listed as a lie to protect the 

actual publisher in London. 

After publishing the book, Morton braved a venture back to his beloved Massachusetts, only to be turned right 

back around upon arrival. He tried to cross the Atlantic once again in 1643, and was this time exiled to Maine, 

where he died. His maypole may have been chopped down and his book banned, but Morton’s legacy lives on 

in Quincy, though sadly there’s no maypole in Merrymount Park. 

You can join the conversation about this and other stories in the Atlas Obscura Community Forums. 

 

https://www.atlasobscura.com/articles/americas-first-banned-book 

  

https://www.discoverquincy.com/listing/merrymount-park
https://community.atlasobscura.com/t/americas-first-banned-book-really-ticked-off-the-plymouth-puritans/29323
https://www.atlasobscura.com/articles/americas-first-banned-book
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Into the great unknown: New Horizons, to Pluto and beyond 

By Nick Lavars 

 

Artist's concept of New Horizons approaching Pluto 

NASA 

VIEW 15 IMAGES 

From Fukushima to the darkest corners of the ocean, robots built for extreme environments and an appetite 

for discovery continue to enlighten our understanding of places too dangerous to tread. Those launched into 

deep space may be the most daring examples, continually pushing the limits of human ingenuity and 

expanding our understanding of the universe. In this series New Atlas will be profiling space probes, both past 

and present, tasked with pushing the boundaries of science by leading us into the great unknown. This week: 

the spacecraft with a ticket to the edge of the solar system, NASA’s New Horizons probe. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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Name: New Horizons 

Launched: 2006 

Subject of study: Pluto (for main), Ultimate Thule (for dessert) 

Current location: Blazing through the Kuiper Belt 

As NASA scientists finalized their plans for the New Horizons mission in the mid 2000s, the US had already 

sent space probes to all of our neighboring planets between Mercury and Neptune. But dangling at very edge 

of the solar system was a dark and icy carrot named Pluto, the final item on a bucket list of planetary 

exploration. The space probe was the first designed to inspect this dwarf planet from close proximity, but as it 

would turn out, its observations would extend billions of miles beyond. 

Discovered in 1930, we always knew Pluto to be a cold and distant world, orbiting the Sun amongst a ring of 

frigid objects beyond Neptune known as the Kuiper Belt. Observations from ground-based telescopes 

continued to inform our understanding of the dwarf planet, such as the detection of methane ice and the 

discovery of its largest moon Charon in the 1970s. But much mystery remained. 

 

Image of Pluto captured by New Horizons just 15 minutes after closest approach 

NASA/JHUAPL/SwR 

As the first spacecraft built to properly investigate the dwarf planet, mission scientists equipped New 

Horizons with spectrometers to measure its energetic particles and observe it in visible and infrared light, 

along with instruments to gauge the solar winds and plasma swirling around it. Also onboard were imaging 

https://newatlas.com/space/into-the-great-unknown-new-horizons-pluto/#gallery:5
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instruments, a radio science experiment and a student-built tool to measure interplanetary dust as the 

spacecraft traveled across the solar system. 

This suite of instruments, it was hoped, would help to answer some of the fundamental questions surrounding 

Pluto. What can be found on the surface? What makes up its interior and what else can we find out about its 

tenuous atmosphere? 

In January of 2006, mission scientists pinned their hopes of finding answers to these queries to the top of an 

Atlas V rocket, which had been modified to provide an extra kick. That launch shot New Horizons away from 

Earth faster than any vehicle in history, slinging it out into space at a speed of 36,000 mph (58,000 km/h). 

 

Lift-off of new Horizons in 2006 

NASA 

The spacecraft continued at this pace until it reached Jupiter, where a gravity assist added another 9,000 mph 

(14,500 km/h) to the speedometer. The science team also took this opportunity to test out their instruments on 

the Jupiter system, where New Horizons observed lightning near its poles and an erupting volcano on Io, its 

third largest moon. 

https://newatlas.com/space/into-the-great-unknown-new-horizons-pluto/#gallery:14
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New Horizons then traveled onward to Pluto, where it finally made its close flyby in July 2015, following a 

three-billion-mile journey lasting almost ten years. Mission scientists actually fired up its instruments around 

200 days before this, allowing them to build up to the historic encounter through images and observations on 

approach that would bring the dwarf planet into unprecedented focus. 

Over a period totaling six months in all, New Horizons trained its instruments on Pluto and its moons for an 

intense examination, the first in the history of space exploration. In doing so, it showed us a snakeskin-like 

surface, mountains capped with methane ice, dunes that seem to be made of methane sand and mountain lakes 

made of frozen nitrogen. It even hinted at the presence of a subsurface ocean. 

 

Discovered in 1930, we always knew Pluto to be a cold and distant world 

 

NASA/JHUAPL/SwRI 

One of the more compelling insights was the discovery of hazy atmospheric layers rising to around 80 mi 

(130 km) above Pluto’s surface. The first ever color images of this along with later analysis revealed them to 

https://newatlas.com/nasa-pluto-images-snakeskin-surface/39585/
https://newatlas.com/nasa-pluto-images-snakeskin-surface/39585/
https://newatlas.com/new-horizons-mountains-pluto/42182/
https://newatlas.com/pluto-nasa-new-horizons-frozen-nitrogen-lake/42508/
https://newatlas.com/pluto-nasa-new-horizons-frozen-nitrogen-lake/42508/
https://newatlas.com/pluto-subsurface-ocean-charon/46472/
https://newatlas.com/pluto-atmosphere-blue-sky-water-ice/39791/
https://newatlas.com/space/into-the-great-unknown-new-horizons-pluto/#gallery:7
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be driven by winds blowing across its mountainous terrain and suspending haze particles up above the 

surface. 

High-resolution images of Charon, meanwhile, revealed the Plutonian moon in stunning detail. These showed 

us a world topped by a reddish hue at its north pole and littered with all kinds of interesting surface features. 

These included large webs of canyons appearing like huge fractures and contrasting with large, unusually 

smooth regions, hinting at a violent history of geological instability. 

 

https://newatlas.com/charon-pluto-new-horizons-images/39686/
https://newatlas.com/space/into-the-great-unknown-new-horizons-pluto/#gallery:15
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Image of Pluto's moon Charon, taken by New Horizons. This new high-resolution image taken by the 

spacecraft's Ralph/Multispectral Visual Imaging Camera (MVIC) contains geological features down to a scale 

of 1.8 miles (2.9 km) 

NASA/JHUAPL/SwRI 

While Pluto was the primary science target for the New Horizons probe, the engineers behind the spacecraft 

built to travel much further than that. Inside they packed spare hydrazine fuel, communications gear built to 

work well beyond the dwarf planet and instruments that can function with even less sunlight than that found 

in Pluto's immediate vicinity. 

As New Horizon zipped across the solar system in 2014, the science team used the Hubble Space Telescope 

to search for some secondary targets for their mission, around a billion miles past Pluto. Ultimae Thule, or 

Kuiper Belt object 2014 MU69, was seen as the best candidate, and the team started to put the pieces in place 

for a mission extension. 

NASA agreed to fund this mission extension in July of 2016 and began preparing for a flyby of the most 

distant world we’ve ever explored. New Horizons rendezvoused with Ultima Thule on New Year’s Day 2019, 

skimming past at a distance of just 2,200 mi (3,500 km). It soon began relaying images that were as 

fascinating as they were confounding. 

Initially, these photos appeared to show a body not resembling a rocky ball, as expected, but something like a 

bowling pin. A snowman was the impression gained from an even closer images, before finally astronomers 

settled on a much flatter description of Ultima Thule, something like a “pancake” stuck to a “dented walnut.” 

 

https://newatlas.com/ultima-thule-flat-pancake-shape/58413/
https://newatlas.com/space/into-the-great-unknown-new-horizons-pluto/#gallery:10
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A view of Ultima Thule indicates that it's surprisingly flat 

NASA/Johns Hopkins University Applied Physics Laboratory/Southwest Research Institute/National Optical 

Astronomy Observatory 

The data, which mission scientists will receive on the Ultima Thule flyby up until mid-2020, continues to 

paint a picture of a world far more complex than we imagined, with hills, troughs, craters and pits dotting its 

surface. 

New Horizons is scheduled to explore the Kuiper Belt until at least 2021, where it continues to speed away 

from us at more than 30,000 mph (48,000 km/h). While it won’t get up close and personal with other Kuiper 

Belt objects like it did Ultima Thule, it is still expected to reveal interesting insights from afar by measuring 

things like the brightness of various objects, along with charged particle radiation and the dust particles in the 

region. 

In next week's edition and the final installment of "Into the great unknown" we look at ExoMars 2020, a 

Russian and European-backed venture to hunt for signs of life on the Red Planet. For more on pioneering 

space probes, check out previous installments here. 

We recommend 

1. New field test for malaria drug resistance on horizon 

Emily Hayes et al., Lab Pulse, 2019 

2. Quest names Mendez as chief commercial officer 

Lab Pulse, 2019 

3. Avaliação da febre de origem desconhecida em adultos 

Alan R. Roth et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2018 

1. Adenocarcinoma de sítio primário desconhecido 

Ross C. Donehower et al., BMJ Best Practice, 2018 

2. Exploring Narratives’ Powers of Emotional Persuasion through Character Involvement: A Working 

Heuristic 

Christine Lehnen, Journal of Literary Theory, 2016 

3. Policy Interactions in the Development of Library Education in Great Britain 

https://newatlas.com/tag/into-the-great-unknown/
https://www.labpulse.com/index.aspx?sec=sup&sub=gen&pag=dis&ItemID=800152&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Lab_Pulse_TrendMD_1
https://www.labpulse.com/index.aspx?sec=sup&sub=ivd&pag=dis&itemId=800357&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Lab_Pulse_TrendMD_1
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/pt-br/375?utm_term=latin&utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=bp&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://bestpractice.bmj.com/topics/pt-br/791?utm_term=latin&utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=bp&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.degruyter.com/view/j/jlt.2016.10.issue-2/jlt-2016-0010/jlt-2016-0010.xml?format=INT&utm_campaign=TrendMD_LIT_LIS_HIS_jounals_jk_20by20&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trend_md
https://www.degruyter.com/view/j/jlt.2016.10.issue-2/jlt-2016-0010/jlt-2016-0010.xml?format=INT&utm_campaign=TrendMD_LIT_LIS_HIS_jounals_jk_20by20&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trend_md
https://www.degruyter.com/view/j/libr.1973.23.issue-4/libr.1973.23.4.241/libr.1973.23.4.241.xml?format=INT&utm_campaign=TrendMD_LIT_LIS_HIS_jounals_jk_20by20&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trend_md
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PETER R. LEWIS, Libri, 1973 

 

https://newatlas.com/space/into-the-great-unknown-new-horizons-pluto/ 

  

https://newatlas.com/space/into-the-great-unknown-new-horizons-pluto/
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The Asahi Shimbun/The Asahi Shimbun/Getty Images 

WHO report warns we're underestimating the mental health risks of climate change 

By Tebany Yune 

A new report from the World Health Organization says we aren't prepared enough for the mental and physical 

health risks caused by climate change. The study, titled the WHO Health and Climate Change Survey Report, 

took survey data from 101 countries and assessed the impact of climate-related events on residents' health. 

The results were disheartening. 

Although the countries could identify climate-related risks like "heat stress, injury, or death from extreme 

weather events, food, water, and vector-borne diseases (such as cholera, dengue, or malaria)," only 48% have 

actually conducted an assessment to predict how the changing climate can harm public health. Furthermore, 

despite the assessment, at least 60% of those countries were still unprepared to protect the health of their 

citizens. Only 38% had the means to partially implement a plan of action. Less than 10% could afford to fully 

fund a plan. 

This is bad news. Extreme weather events caused by climate change — such as flooding, tropical 

storms, uncontrollable wildfires, and record-breaking heatwaves — can more easily spread diseases 

and threaten the world's food supply. And the damage isn't just physical; the report noted that depression, 

anxiety, PTSD, and other mental health issues can arise from the trauma of experiencing a climate-related 

disaster. 

https://www.mic.com/profile/tebany-yune-17088084
https://www.who.int/globalchange/publications/country-profiles-global-report-2019/en/
https://www.mic.com/p/venice-italy-floods-at-historic-levels-plunge-the-city-into-state-of-emergency-19347959
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2019/10/deadly-typhoon-forces-japan-face-its-vulnerability-increasingly-powerful-storms
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2019/10/deadly-typhoon-forces-japan-face-its-vulnerability-increasingly-powerful-storms
https://www.mic.com/p/indonesias-forest-fires-are-turning-the-countrys-skies-bright-red-18796265
https://www.mic.com/p/european-heat-wave-sends-temperatures-to-record-highs-in-belgium-france-germany-18233764
https://www.mic.com/p/climate-change-is-threatening-farmlands-endangering-the-worlds-food-supply-according-to-a-new-un-report-18559715
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The Washington Post/The Washington Post/Getty Images 

Reporters at Vice corroborated this tidbit with a study from Katie Hayes, a mental health researcher who 

published a report on the impact of climate change on mental health. "Extreme weather events, like flooding, 

hurricanes, and wildfires have been linked to depression, anxiety, post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD), 

suicidal ideation," she wrote in her study. "Vector-borne diseases like West Nile Virus and Lyme disease may 

compound mental health issues for people with pre-existing mental health illness." 

The WHO report noted that only six countries were concerned about mental health issues as a health risk of 

climate-related disasters, but prior events have already proven why it should be a concern. During Hurricane 

Dorian in September, The Associated Press reported trauma and shock among residents who were trapped in 

harrowing situations. One example was a man who "sat in his wheelchair for nearly 48 hours in water up to 

his chest, alone in his home." The man later "recalled how he kept shining the light from his cellphone on the 

rising water as he tried not to panic." 

With the acceleration of climate change and increasing frequency of extreme weather events, Hayes believes 

identifying mental health issues is more important than ever — especially for vulnerable and marginalized 

https://www.vice.com/en_us/article/xwee84/the-hidden-mental-health-costs-of-climate-change
https://apnews.com/963f92f0ffb24e0f821757f5d1e2fd95
https://apnews.com/963f92f0ffb24e0f821757f5d1e2fd95
https://www.mic.com/p/climate-change-is-accelerating-world-meteorological-organization-reports-19424039
https://www.mic.com/p/australia-wildfires-put-koalas-people-at-risk-19349526
https://www.mic.com/p/carbon-footprint-reduction-programs-need-to-do-more-to-reach-disadvantaged-communities-report-says-18750808
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communities that already lack access to healthcare. "Our physical health, our mental health, and our 

community health are all connected," she told Vice. 

WHO officials would agree. "Climate change is not only racking up a bill for future generations to pay, it's 

a price that people are paying for now with their health," said Dr. Tedros Adhanom Ghebreyesus, the director-

general of the WHO, in a statement. "It is a moral imperative that countries have the resources they need to 

act against climate change and safeguard health now and in the future." 

 

https://www.mic.com/p/who-report-warns-were-underestimating-the-mental-health-risks-of-climate-change-

19427973  

https://www.mic.com/p/carbon-footprint-reduction-programs-need-to-do-more-to-reach-disadvantaged-communities-report-says-18750808
https://www.who.int/news-room/detail/03-12-2019-climate-risks-to-health-are-growing-but-prioritized-funding-lacking-to-safeguard-human-health-from-climate-change
https://www.mic.com/p/who-report-warns-were-underestimating-the-mental-health-risks-of-climate-change-19427973
https://www.mic.com/p/who-report-warns-were-underestimating-the-mental-health-risks-of-climate-change-19427973
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Larynx 

by Pablo Neruda 

 

Issue no. 57 (Spring 1974) 

Now this is it, said Death, 

and as far as I could see 

Death was looking at me. 

This all happened in hospital, 

in washed out corridors, 

and the doctor peered at me 

with periscopic eyes. 

He stuck his head in my mouth, 

scratched away at my larynx — 

perhaps a small seed 

of death was stuck there. 

At first, I turned into smoke 

so that the cindery one 

would pass and not recognize me. 

I played the fool, I grew thin, 

pretended to be simple or transparent — 

I wanted to be a cyclist 

torpedoed out of death’s range. 

Then rage came over me 

and I said, ‘Death, you bastard, 

must you always keep butting in? 

Haven’t you enough with all those bones? 

ru tell you exactly what I think: 

you have no discrimination, you’re deaf 

and stupid beyond belief. 

‘Why are you following me? 

What do you want with my skeleton? 

Why don’t you take the miserable one, 

the cataleptic, the smart one, 

the bitter, the unfaithful, the ruthless, 

the murderer, the adulterers, 

the two-faced judge, 

the deceiving journalist, 

tyrants from islands, 

those who set fire to mountains, 

the chiefs of police, 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ed0ebea66&e=d538c8f2e0


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

101 

jailers and burglars? 

Why do you have to take me? 

What business have I with Heaven? 

Hell doesn’t suit me — 

I feel fine on the earth.’ 

With such internal mutterings 

I kept myself going 

while the restless doctor 

went tramping through my lungs 

from bronchea to bronchea 

like a bird from branch to branch. 

I couldn’t feel my throat; 

my mouth was open like 

the jaws of a suit of armour, 

and the doctor ran up and down 

my larynx on his bicycle, 

till, serious and certain, 

he looked at me through his telescope 

and pried me loose from death. 

It wasn’t what they had thought. 

It wasn’t my turn. 

If I tell you I suffered a lot, 

and really loved the mystery, 

that Our Lord and Our Lady 

were waiting for me in their oasis, 

if I talk of disenchantment, 

and being eaten by by distress 

at not being close to dying, 

if I say like a stupid chicken 

that I die by not dying, 

give me a boot in the butt, 

fit punishment for a liar. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 Pablo Neruda’s Art of Poetry interview, from Issue 51, Spring 1971? 

 More Pablo Neruda poems from Issue 57, Spring 1974? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ed0ebea66&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=0ea299c5f9&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b93b0a177b&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ed0ebea66&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5ed0ebea66&e=d538c8f2e0
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A Burglar's Christmas 

by Willa Cather 

 

"Excuse me, but I think you dropped something." 

She started, "O, yes, thank you, I would rather have lost anything than that." 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/willa-cather
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Two very shabby looking young men stood at the corner of Prairie Avenue and Eightieth Street, looking 

despondently at the carriages that whirled by. It was Christmas Eve, and the streets were full of vehicles; 

florists' wagons, grocers' carts and carriages. The streets were in that half-liquid, half-congealed condition 

peculiar to the streets of Chicago at that season of the year. The swift wheels that spun by sometimes threw 

the slush of mud and snow over the two young men who were talking on the corner. 

"Well," remarked the elder of the two, "I guess we are at our rope's end, sure enough. How do you feel?" 

"Pretty shaky. The wind's sharp tonight. If I had had anything to eat I mightn't mind it so much. There is 

simply no show. I'm sick of the whole business. Looks like there's nothing for it but the lake." 

"O, nonsense, I thought you had more grit. Got anything left you can hock?" 

Nothing but my beard, and I am afraid they wouldn't find it worth a pawn ticket," said the younger man 

ruefully, rubbing the week's growth of stubble on his face. 

"Got any folks anywhere? Now's your time to strike 'em if you have." 

"Never mind if I have, they're out of the question." 

"Well, you'll be out of it before many hours if you don't make a move of some sort. A man's got to eat. See 

here, I am going down to Longtin's saloon. I used to play the banjo in there with a couple of coons, and I'll 

bone him for some of his free-lunch stuff. You'd better come along, perhaps they'll fill an order for two." 

"How far down is it?" 

"Well, it's clear downtown, of course, way down on Michigan Avenue." 

"Thanks, I guess I'll loaf around here. I don't feel equal to the walk, and the cars well, the cars are crowded." 

His features drew themselves into what might have been a smile under happier circumstances. 

"No, you never did like street cars, you're too aristocratic. See here, Crawford, I don't like leaving you here. 

You ain't good company for yourself tonight." 

"Crawford? O, yes, that's the last one. There have been so many I forget them." 

"Have you got a real name, anyway?" 

"O, yes, but it's one of the ones I've forgotten. Don't you worry about me. You go along and get your free 

lunch. I think I had a row in Longtin's place once. I'd better not show myself there again." As he spoke the 

young man nodded and turned slowly up the avenue. 
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He was miserable enough to want to be quite alone. Even the crowd that jostled by him annoyed him. He 

wanted to think about himself. He had avoided this final reckoning with himself for a year now. He had 

laughed it off and drunk it off. But now, when all those artificial devices which are employed to turn our 

thoughts into other channels and shield us from ourselves had failed him, it must come. Hunger is a powerful 

incentive to introspection. 

It is a tragic hour, that hour when we are finally driven to reckon with ourselves, when every avenue of 

mental distraction has been cut off and our own life and all its ineffaceable failures closes about us like the 

walls of that old torture chamber of the Inquisition. Tonight, as this man stood stranded in the streets of the 

city, his hour came. It was not the first time he had been hungry and desperate and alone. But always before 

there had been some outlook, some chance ahead, some pleasure yet untasted that seemed worth the effort, 

some face that he fancied was, or would be, dear. But it was not so tonight. The unyielding conviction was 

upon him that he had failed in everything, had outlived everything. It had been near him for a long time, that 

Pale Spectre. He had caught its shadow at the bottom of his glass many a time, at the head of his bed when he 

was sleepless at night, in the twilight shadows when some great sunset broke upon him. It had made life 

hateful to him when he awoke in the morning before now. But now it settled slowly over him, like night, the 

endless Northern nights that bid the sun a long farewell. It rose up before him like granite. From this brilliant 

city with its glad bustle of Yuletide he was shut off as completely as though he were a creature of another 

species. His days seemed numbered and done, sealed over like the little coral cells at the bottom of the sea. 

Involuntarily he drew that cold air through his lungs slowly, as though he were tasting it for the last time. 

Yet he was but four and twenty, this man he looked even younger and he had a father some place down East 

who had been very proud of him once. Well, he had taken his life into his own hands, and this was what he 

had made of it. That was all there was to be said. He could remember the hopeful things they used to say 

about him at college in the old days, before he had cut away and begun to live by his wits, and he found 

courage to smile at them now. They had read him wrongly. He knew now that he never had the essentials of 

success, only the superficial agility that is often mistaken for it. He was tow without the tinder, and he had 

burnt himself out at other people's fires. He had helped other people to make it win, but he himself he had 

never touched an enterprise that had not failed eventually. Or, if it survived his connection with it, it left him 

behind. 

His last venture had been with some ten-cent specialty company, a little lower than all the others, that had 

gone to pieces in Buffalo, and he had worked his way to Chicago by boat. When the boat made up its crew for 

the outward voyage, he was dispensed with as usual. He was used to that. The reason for it? O, there are so 

many reasons for failure! His was a very common one. 

As he stood there in the wet under the street light he drew up his reckoning with the world and decided that it 

had treated him as well as he deserved. He had overdrawn his account once too often. There had been a day 

when he thought otherwise; when he had said he was unjustly handled, that his failure was merely the lack of 

proper adjustment between himself and other men, that some day he would be recognized and it would all 

come right. But he knew better than that now, and he was still man enough to bear no grudge against any one 

man or woman. 

Tonight was his birthday, too. There seemed something particularly amusing in that. He turned up a limp little 

coat collar to try to keep a little of the wet chill from his throat, and instinctively began to remember all the 

birthday parties he used to have. He was so cold and empty that his mind seemed unable to grapple with any 
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serious question. He kept thinking about gingerbread and frosted cakes like a child. He could remember the 

splendid birthday parties his mother used to give him, when all the other little boys in the block came in their 

Sunday clothes and creaking shoes, with their ears still red from their mother's towel, and the pink and white 

birthday cake, and the stuffed olives and all the dishes of which he had been particularly fond, and how he 

would eat and eat and then go to bed and dream of Santa Claus. And in the morning he would awaken and eat 

again, until by night the family doctor arrived with his castor oil, and poor William used to dolefully say that 

it was altogether too much to have your birthday and Christmas all at once. He could remember, too, the royal 

birthday suppers he had given at college, and the stag dinners, and the toasts, and the music, and the good 

fellows who had wished him happiness and really meant what they said. 

And since then there were other birthday suppers that he could not remember so clearly; the memory of them 

was heavy and flat, like cigarette smoke that has been shut in a room all night, like champagne that has been a 

day opened, a song that has been too often sung, an acute sensation that has been overstrained. They seemed 

tawdry and garish, discordant to him now. He rather wished he could forget them altogether. 

Whichever way his mind now turned there was one thought that it could not escape, and that was the idea of 

food. He caught the scent of a cigar suddenly, and felt a sharp pain in the pit of his abdomen and a sudden 

moisture in his mouth. His cold hands clenched angrily, and for a moment he felt that bitter hatred of wealth, 

of ease, of everything that is well fed and well housed that is common to starving men. At any rate he had a 

right to eat! He had demanded great things from the world once: fame and wealth and admiration. Now it was 

simply bread and he would have it! He looked about him quickly and felt the blood begin to stir in his veins. 

In all his straits he had never stolen anything, his tastes were above it. But tonight there would be no 

tomorrow. He was amused at the way in which the idea excited him. Was it possible there was yet one more 

experience that would distract him, one thing that had power to excite his jaded interest? Good! he had failed 

at everything else, now he would see what his chances would be as a common thief. It would be amusing to 

watch the beautiful consistency of his destiny work itself out even in that role. It would be interesting to add 

another study to his gallery of futile attempts, and then label them all: "the failure as a journalist," "the failure 

as a lecturer," "the failure as a business man," "the failure as a thief," and so on, like the titles under the 

pictures of the Dance of Death. It was time that Childe Roland came to the dark tower. 

A girl hastened by him with her arms full of packages. She walked quickly and nervously, keeping well 

within the shadow, as if she were not accustomed to carrying bundles and did not care to meet any of her 

friends. As she crossed the muddy street, she made an effort to lift her skirt a little, and as she did so one of 

the packages slipped unnoticed from beneath her arm. He caught it up and overtook her. "Excuse me, but I 

think you dropped something." 

She started, "O, yes, thank you, I would rather have lost anything than that." 

The young man turned angrily upon himself. The package must have contained something of value. Why had 

he not kept it? Was this the sort of thief he would make? He ground his teeth together. There is nothing more 

maddening than to have morally consented to crime and then lack the nerve force to carry it out. 

A carriage drove up to the house before which he stood. Several richly dressed women alighted and went in. It 

was a new house, and must have been built since he was in Chicago last. The front door was open and he 

could see down the hallway and up the staircase. The servant had left the door and gone with the guests. The 
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first floor was brilliantly lighted, but the windows upstairs were dark. It looked very easy, just to slip upstairs 

to the darkened chambers where the jewels and trinkets of the fashionable occupants were kept. 

Still burning with impatience against himself he entered quickly. Instinctively he removed his mud-stained hat 

as he passed quickly and quietly up the stair case. It struck him as being a rather superfluous courtesy in a 

burglar, but he had done it before he had thought. His way was clear enough, he met no one on the stairway or 

in the upper hall. The gas was lit in the upper hall. He passed the first chamber door through sheer cowardice. 

The second he entered quickly, thinking of something else lest his courage should fail him, and closed the 

door behind him. The light from the hall shone into the room through the transom. The apartment was 

furnished richly enough to justify his expectations. He went at once to the dressing case. A number of rings 

and small trinkets lay in a silver tray. These he put hastily in his pocket. He opened the upper drawer and 

found, as he expected, several leather cases. In the first he opened was a lady's watch, in the second a pair of 

old-fashioned bracelets; he seemed to dimly remember having seen bracelets like them before, somewhere. 

The third case was heavier, the spring was much worn, and it opened easily. It held a cup of some kind. He 

held it up to the light and then his strained nerves gave way and he uttered a sharp exclamation. It was the 

silver mug he used to drink from when he was a little boy. 

The door opened, and a woman stood in the doorway facing him. She was a tall woman, with white hair, in 

evening dress. The light from the hall streamed in upon him, but she was not afraid. She stood looking at him 

a moment, then she threw out her hand and went quickly toward him. 

"Willie, Willie! Is it you?" 

He struggled to loose her arms from him, to keep her lips from his cheek. "Mother you must not! You do not 

understand! O, my God, this is worst of all!" Hunger, weakness, cold, shame, all came back to him, and shook 

his self-control completely. Physically he was too weak to stand a shock like this. Why could it not have been 

an ordinary discovery, arrest, the station house and all the rest of it. Anything but this! A hard dry sob broke 

from him. Again he strove to disengage himself. 

"Who is it says I shall not kiss my son? O, my boy, we have waited so long for this! You have been so long in 

coming, even I almost gave you up." 

Her lips upon his cheek burnt him like fire. He put his hand to his throat, and spoke thickly and incoherently: 

"You do not understand. I did not know you were here. I came here to rob it is the first time I swear it but I 

am a common thief. My pockets are full of your jewels now. Can't you hear me? I am a common thief!" 

"Hush, my boy, those are ugly words. How could you rob your own house? How could you take what is your 

own? They are all yours, my son, as wholly yours as my great love and you can't doubt that, Will, do you?" 

That soft voice, the warmth and fragrance of her person stole through his chill, empty veins like a gentle 

stimulant. He felt as though all his strength were leaving him and even consciousness. He held fast to her and 

bowed his head on her strong shoulder, and groaned aloud. 

"O, mother, life is hard, hard!" 
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She said nothing, but held him closer. And O, the strength of those white arms that held him! O, the assurance 

of safety in that warm bosom that rose and fell under his cheek! For a moment they stood so, silently. Then 

they heard a heavy step upon the stair. She led him to a chair and went out and closed the door. At the top of 

the staircase she met a tall, broad-shouldered man, with iron gray hair, and a face alert and stem. Her eyes 

were shining and her cheeks on fire, her whole face was one expression of intense determination. 

"James, it is William in there, come home. You must keep him at any cost. If he goes this time, I go with him. 

O, James, be easy with him, he has suffered so." She broke from a command to an entreaty, and laid her hand 

on his shoulder. He looked questioningly at her a moment, then went in the room and quietly shut the door. 

She stood leaning against the wall, clasping her temples with her hands and listening to the low indistinct 

sound of the voices within. Her own lips moved silently. She waited a long time, scarcely breathing. At last 

the door opened, and her husband came out. He stopped to say in a shaken voice, 

"You go to him now, he will stay. I will go to my room. I will see him again in the morning." 

She put her arm about his neck, "O, James, I thank you, I thank you! This is the night he came so long ago, 

you remember? I gave him to you then, and now you give him back to me!" 

"Don't, Helen," he muttered. "He is my son, I have never forgotten that. I failed with him. I don't like to fail, it 

cuts my pride. Take him and make a man of him." He passed on down the hall. 

She flew into the room where the young man sat with his head bowed upon his knee. She dropped upon her 

knees beside him. Ah, it was so good to him to feel those arms again! 

"He is so glad, Willie, so glad! He may not show it, but he is as happy as I. He never was demonstrative with 

either of us, you know." 

"O, my God, he was good enough," groaned the man. "I told him everything, and he was good enough. I don't 

see how either of you can look at me, speak to me, touch me." He shivered under her clasp again as when she 

had first touched him, and tried weakly to throw her off. 

But she whispered softly, 

"This is my right, my son." 

Presently, when he was calmer, she rose. "Now, come with me into the library, and I will have your dinner 

brought there." 

As they went downstairs she remarked apologetically, "I will not call Ellen tonight; she has a number of 

guests to attend to. She is a big girl now, you know, and came out last winter. Besides, I want you all to 

myself tonight." 
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When the dinner came, and it came very soon, he fell upon it savagely. As he ate she told him all that had 

transpired during the years of his absence, and how his father's business had brought them there. "I was glad 

when we came. I thought you would drift West. I seemed a good deal nearer to you here." 

There was a gentle unobtrusive sadness in her tone that was too soft for a reproach. 

"Have you everything you want? It is a comfort to see you eat." 

He smiled grimly, "It is certainly a comfort to me. I have not indulged in this frivolous habit for some thirty-

five hours." 

She caught his hand and pressed it sharply, uttering a quick remonstrance. 

"Don't say that! I know, but I can't hear you say it it's too terrible! My boy, food has choked me many a time 

when I have thought of the possibility of that. Now take the old lounging chair by the fire, and if you are too 

tired to talk, we will just sit and rest together." 

He sank into the depths of the big leather chair with the lions' heads on the arms, where he had sat so often in 

the days when his feet did not touch the floor and he was half afraid of the grim monsters cut in the polished 

wood. That chair seemed to speak to him of things long forgotten. It was like the touch of an old familiar 

friend. He felt a sudden yearning tenderness for the happy little boy who had sat there and dreamed of the big 

world so long ago. Alas, he had been dead many a summer, that little boy! 

He sat looking up at the magnificent woman beside him. He had almost forgotten how handsome she was; 

how lustrous and sad were the eyes that were set under that serene brow, how impetuous and wayward the 

mouth even now, how superb the white throat and shoulders! Ah, the wit and grace and fineness of this 

woman! He remembered how proud he had been of her as a boy when she came to see him at school. Then in 

the deep red coals of the grate he saw the faces of other women who had come since then into his vexed, 

disordered life. Laughing faces, with eyes artificially bright, eyes without depth or meaning, features without 

the stamp of high sensibilities. And he had left this face for such as those! 

He sighed restlessly and laid his hand on hers. There seemed refuge and protection in the touch of her, as in 

the old days when he was afraid of the dark. He had been in the dark so long now, his confidence was so 

thoroughly shaken, and he was bitterly afraid of the night and of himself. 

"Ah, mother, you make other things seem so false. You must feel that I owe you an explanation, but I can't 

make any, even to myself. Ah, but we make poor exchanges in life. I can't make out the riddle of it all. Yet 

there are things I ought to tell you before I accept your confidence like this." 

"I'd rather you wouldn't, Will. Listen: Between you and me there can be no secrets. We are more alike than 

other people. Dear boy, I know all about it. I am a woman, and circumstances were different with me, but we 

are of one blood. I have lived all your life before you. You have never had an impulse that I have not known, 

you have never touched a brink that my feet have not trod. This is your birthday night. Twenty-four years ago 

I foresaw all this. I was a young woman then and I had hot battles of my own, and I felt your likeness to me. 

You were not like other babies. From the hour you were born you were restless and discontented, as I had 
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been before you. You used to brace your strong little limbs against mine and try to throw me off as you did 

tonight. Tonight you have come back to me, just as you always did after you ran away to swim in the river 

that was forbidden you, the river you loved because it was forbidden. You are tired and sleepy, just as you 

used to be then, only a little older and a little paler and a little more foolish. I never asked you where you had 

been then, nor will I now. You have come back to me, that's all in all to me. I know your every possibility and 

limitation, as a composer knows his instrument." 

He found no answer that was worthy to give to talk like this. He had not found life easy since he had lived by 

his wits. He had come to know poverty at close quarters. He had known what it was to be gay with an empty 

pocket, to wear violets in his buttonhole when he had not breakfasted, and all the hateful shams of the poverty 

of idleness. He had been a reporter on a big metropolitan daily, where men grind out their brains on paper 

until they have not one idea left and still grind on. He had worked in a real estate office, where ignorant men 

were swindled. He had sung in a comic opera chorus and played Harris in an Uncle Tom's Cabin company, 

and edited a socialist weekly. He had been dogged by debt and hunger and grinding poverty, until to sit here 

by a warm fire without concern as to how it would be paid for seemed unnatural. 

He looked up at her questioningly. "I wonder if you know how much you pardon?" 

"O, my poor boy, much or little, what does it matter? Have you wandered so far and paid such a bitter price 

for knowledge and not yet learned that love has nothing to do with pardon or forgiveness, that it only loves, 

and loves and loves? They have not taught you well, the women of your world." She leaned over and kissed 

him, as no woman had kissed him since he left her. 

He drew a long sigh of rich content. The old life, with all its bitterness and useless antagonism and flimsy 

sophistries, its brief delights that were always tinged with fear and distrust and unfaith, that whole miserable, 

futile, swindled world of Bohemia seemed immeasurably distant and far away, like a dream that is over and 

done. And as the chimes rang joyfully outside and sleep pressed heavily upon his eyelids, he wondered dimly 

if the Author of this sad little riddle of ours were not able to solve it after all, and if the Potter would not 

finally mete out his all comprehensive justice, such as none but he could have, to his Things of Clay, which 

are made in his own patterns, weak or strong, for his own ends; and if some day we will not awaken and find 

that all evil is a dream, a mental distortion that will pass when the dawn shall break. 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day   

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
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Why (some) sleepy brains get grumpy 

Rosa García-Verdugo  

Me? sleep deprived. 

Some people are cool not getting enough sleep. I am, however, not one of those. After almost two years of 

sleep deprivation I can say I am close to becoming the grumpy dwarf from Snow White. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
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And up until now, I didn’t have a reason to justify why me and not others. But Sahil Bajaj and William 

Killgore 1, have given me hope. Their study on the anatomy of three different brain networks and mood after 

sleep deprivation led them to conclude that there is a relationship between white matter and moodiness. 

Their study focused on the default mode network (DMN), which may be related to dreaming and help 

consolidate memories while sleeping, while the central executive network (CEN) is action-oriented. The third 

network, the scientists looked at was the salience network, supposed to be the one mediating between DMN 

and CEN and putting together emotional and sensory stimuli. 

Diffusion tensor tractographies of neural tracts for language. Jang SH (2013) 

Since interaction among these three networks has been associated with neurological diseases, it seemed like a 

good place to start looking. 45 people took part in the study, diffusion tension imaging inside an MRI 

produced high resolution anatomical data before 24h-sleep deprivation. During this time, their mood was 

assessed every hour between 7:15 p.m. and 11:15 a.m. the following morning. 

The analysis of the data did not show any correlation between specific networks and bad mood, but id did find 

a consistent one between compactness of white matter (nerve fibres,mostly) and mood. Namely, the more 

compacted the white matter, the less affected the people’s mood by the lack of sleep. 

Problems to the conclusions of the study: potentially, as disclosed by the researchers, the technique has 

resolution limitations, and there might be an underlying cause that they couldn’t pick up with their MRI 

machine. On the other hand, correlation doesn’t mean causation, which means that even if people more 

resilient to sleep deprivation show more compacted white matter, it doesn’t mean that this compactness is the 

reason for this resilience. It could very well be a consequence or just a correlate. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2019/11/06/why-some-sleepy-brains-get-grumpy/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6350-1
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/abs/pii/S1053811919307141
http://journal.frontiersin.org/article/10.3389/fnhum.2013.00749/full
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Diffusion_MRI
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So, I still cannot tell why I am sooooo moody when I don’t get my beauty sleep, but at least I know that my 

white matter is, unfortunately, not so compacted. I keep on hoping that more research will bring me the 

answer, and further down the line something to see the sunshine without getting enough shuteye. 

Until then…good night! 
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Roar Like a Dandelion: Beloved Children’s Book Author and Poet Ruth Krauss’s Lost Alphabet of 

Joy, Illustrated 

“Look under the bed for poetry.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Her lovely and original poetry has a flexibility that allowed me the maximum of space to execute my fantasy 

variations on a Kraussian theme,” Maurice Sendak wrote of the great children’s book author and poet Ruth 

Krauss (July 25, 1901–July 10, 1993), with whom he collaborated on two of the loveliest, tenderest picture-

books of all time. 

A quarter century after the end of Krauss’s long life, lost fragments of her daring poetic imagination 

coalesced into a manuscript that alighted to the desk of one of the great picture-book artists of our own 

time: Sergio Ruzzier. The resulting collaboration, across lines of space and time and life and death, is the 

wondrously imaginative Roar Like a Dandelion (public library), the dedication of which, penned by Ruzzier 

in a spirit of creative kinship and reverence, reads simply: “To Maurice.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/25/ruth-krauss-maurice-sendak-open-house-for-butterflies/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/11/ruth-krauss-maurice-sendak-1954/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/02/ursula-nordstrom-letters-integrity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/02/this-is-not-a-picture-book-sergio-ruzzier/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/roar-like-a-dandelion/oclc/1080584517&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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Though structured as an ABC book, in a succession of short sentences each beginning with a consecutive 

letter of the alphabet, the book is rather an alphabetic catalogue of Krauss’s quirky, free-spirited, infinitely 

playfully, subtly profound prescriptions for joy and existential contentment. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

119 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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“Vote for yourself,” Krauss urges under V, as a Ruzzier piglet is seen pledging allegiance to herself — that 

ultimate act of self-respect, the pillar of character. 

 

“Roar like a dandelion,” she exhorts in the line that lent the book its title, which sits like a Zen koan, to be 

contemplated from a thousand directions before it can be cracked, suggesting maybe that the mightiest roar is 

the silent roar; maybe that anger is corrosive to its host, for if a dandelion were indeed to roar, it would blow 

up its own delicate seedhead and lose all of its fluffy white parachutes of hope; maybe that the dandelion’s 

yellow burst of blossom, so plentiful if we only pay attention, is nature’s primal scream of joy. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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“Make music,” Krauss beckons in consonance with Sendak, who ardently believed that the making of music 

is the profoundest and most primitive expression of our intrinsic nature. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/17/the-shape-of-music-maurice-sendak/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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Page after page, letter by letter, Ruzzier’s sweet, and stubborn creatures leap and tumble along the lines of 

Krauss’s imagination with their joyous, mischievous magic. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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Complement with Ruzzier’s charming meta-ode to the joy of reading, This Is Not a Picture Book, and 

Krauss’s final collaboration with Sendak, then delight in two other unusual and imaginative alphabet 

books: Daytime Visions, celebrating the whimsy of words, and Take Away the A, exploring the magic of how 

we make meaning. 

Illustrations courtesy of Sergio Ruzzier; photographs by Maria Popova 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/30/roar-like-a-dandelion-ruth-krauss-sergion-

ruzzier/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/02/this-is-not-a-picture-book-sergio-ruzzier/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/25/ruth-krauss-maurice-sendak-open-house-for-butterflies/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/25/daytime-visions-isol/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/19/take-away-the-a-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/30/roar-like-a-dandelion-ruth-krauss-sergion-ruzzier/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/30/roar-like-a-dandelion-ruth-krauss-sergion-ruzzier/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062680072/braipick-20
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Retired in Place: National Institutes of Health Announces Decision to Prioritize Chimpanzee Health, 

Safety, and Psychological Well-being 

Forty-four elderly and frail chimpanzees will not be forced to leave their social groups or partners to endure a 

stressful cross-country move, quarantine, and introduction to new housing at the federally-funded US 

chimpanzee sanctuary, according to an announcement posted today by the National Institutes of Health 

(NIH). 

NIH’s announcement provides a public view of the decision-making process, criteria, and veterinarians’ 

conclusions about the likely impact of a move for each animal, including a description of their medical 

conditions. The decisions posted today are about NIH-owned chimpanzees at the Alamogordo Primate 

Facility (APF), one of three research facilities at which NIH houses and supports chimpanzees. 

The NIH announcement describes the animals’ care and housing in the following terms: 

“Chimpanzees at APF have indoor/outdoor living conditions in structures called Primadomes that allow them 

to climb and swing. They have strong dependency on their social groups as well as close bonds with their 

caretakers, from whom they receive excellent care.” 

The NIH site hosting today’s announcement features a video from Alamogordo that was posted on NIH’s 

YouTube channel on October 22. A pdf linked in the announcement provides information about the condition 

and veterinary panel recommendation for each chimpanzee (see example image below). 

Example veterinary recommendation. 

Source: https://dpcpsi.nih.gov/sites/default/files/Veterinary_Review_Panel_Summaries_APF_508.pdf 

Decisions about chimpanzees at the Keeling Center for Comparative Medicine and Research in Bastrop, 

Texas and the Southwest National Primate Center in San Antonio, Texas do not yet appear to have been 

made, but are referenced in the October 2019 census posted here, as well as in today’s NIH statement: 

https://www.nih.gov/about-nih/who-we-are/nih-director/statements/statement-nih-chimpanzees-alamogordo-primate-facility
https://dpcpsi.nih.gov/sites/default/files/Protocol_for_Review_Process_by_the_Veterinary_Panel_9-16-2019_508.pdf
https://orip.nih.gov/sites/default/files/ChimpanzeeHealthCategorizationFrameworkFinal_508.pdf
https://dpcpsi.nih.gov/sites/default/files/Veterinary_Review_Panel_Summaries_APF_508.pdf
https://orip.nih.gov/comparative-medicine/programs/vertebrate-models/alamogordo-primate-facility
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6MfqunkBakc&feature=youtu.be
https://www.youtube.com/watch?time_continue=1&v=6MfqunkBakc
https://www.youtube.com/user/NIHOD/about
https://dpcpsi.nih.gov/sites/default/files/Veterinary_Review_Panel_Summaries_APF_508.pdf
https://dpcpsi.nih.gov/sites/default/files/Veterinary_Review_Panel_Summaries_APF_508.pdf
https://orip.nih.gov/comparative-medicine/programs/vertebrate-models/chimpanzee-management-reports
https://speakingofresearch.files.wordpress.com/2019/10/veterinary-recommendation-about-chimpanzee-transfer.jpg
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“NIH will continue to relocate all NIH-owned or -supported chimpanzees at the other two primate facilities 

that can safely move to Chimp Haven. Over the last year, 59 chimpanzees were relocated from the Keeling 

Center to the federal sanctuary. Plans are being made to begin moving NIH-supported chimpanzees at the 

Southwest National Primate Center to Chimp Haven. However, we anticipate that some chimpanzees at these 

two locations also will need to remain in place for health reasons.  All decisions will be captured in our annual 

census.” 

Speaking of Research has written extensively for many years about the range of decision-making that has 

affected chimpanzees and chimpanzee research in the US (see below). When NIH’s decisions have appeared 

to jeopardize the health, safety, and well-being of chimpanzees owned by NIH we have expressed our concern 

and joined others in calling for changes in the process. 

Today, we applaud NIH’s announcement and their support of a decision-making process that prioritizes the 

chimpanzees and their humane care. 

 

https://speakingofresearch.com/2019/10/24/retired-in-place-national-institutes-of-health-announces-decision-

to-prioritize-chimpanzee-health-safety-and-psychological-well-being/ 

  

https://speakingofresearch.com/2016/07/14/do-politics-trump-chimpanzee-well-being-questions-raised-about-deaths-of-us-research-chimpanzees-at-federally-funded-sanctuary/
https://speakingofresearch.com/2019/10/24/retired-in-place-national-institutes-of-health-announces-decision-to-prioritize-chimpanzee-health-safety-and-psychological-well-being/
https://speakingofresearch.com/2019/10/24/retired-in-place-national-institutes-of-health-announces-decision-to-prioritize-chimpanzee-health-safety-and-psychological-well-being/
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Big Data vs. Big Dada: Writing Poetry on Demand at a New Orleans Tech Convention 

Benjamin Aleshire on (Briefly) Going Corporate as a Poet-For-Hire 

By Benjamin Aleshire 

 

 “I’m escorting you off the property,” my liaison informs me, her face flushed with anger. 

“Sure, I’ll just grab my bike, and my typewriter,” I tell her. The check for $8,000 is already in my pocket. 

Coldplay’s Someone Just Like This reverberates through the Ernest N. Morial Convention Center in 

downtown New Orleans, for the fourth time in as many days—the recycled playlist at the Mare Nostrum 

Conference is how I’ve begun to reckon time’s passage. 

Mare Nostrum—a name I’ve invented to avoid defamation lawsuits—is a symposium on data analytics, a 

gathering of 17,000 techies who want to Experience the contagious atmosphere created by a culture that 

doesn’t just love the power of data–they live it, according to their website. For four days in late October, as 

autumn finally descends on this particular bend in the Mississippi River, Mare Nostrum presents a dizzying 

array of what I can only assume are cutting-edge data presentations, punctuated by keynote speakers, one of 

whom is advertised as a Human Explorer. 

Honestly, I never quite knew what Mare Nostrum was about, and still don’t. I’m a poet. I was hired by an 

intermediary, a “boutique” event-management company, which produces over four thousand events per year 

on every continent. They tapped me to assemble a dream-team of local poets, to spontaneously compose verse 

on typewriters for conference attendees—a service for which they would remunerate us handsomely. 

* 

https://lithub.com/author/benaleshire/
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Making a living as a poet-for-hire with a typewriter has been a tradition in New Orleans for decades, though 

usually I ply my trade plein-air—setting up a folding table on Royal Street in the French Quarter. My street-

office coexists alongside painters hanging their canvases on the St. Louis Cathedral gates, brass bands wailing 

“St. James Infirmary,” children tap-dancing with bottlecaps on the soles of their shoes, human statues and sex 

workers and fortune tellers. I’m part of the surreal ecosystem of artists and hustlers who populate the Vieux 

Carré, a neighborhood brimming with wealthy tourists, and almost entirely devoid of residents. In the past 

year, typewriter-poets have proliferated exponentially. Today, you might find 15 poets of widely varying 

quality, sobriety, and intention working simultaneously, on Royal Street in the daytime, and Frenchmen Street 

after nightfall. 

I’ve made my living this way for eight years—here in New Orleans, and on tour in Paris, Havana, New York, 

London, San Francisco, Madrid. I use a quasi-Marxist system: strangers give me a topic, and ten minutes later 

they come back and pay what they feel the poem is worth (a wealthy banker of a sensitive persuasion, startled 

by a love poem composed for their spouse, might hand me a hundred-dollar bill, and I happily write poems 

for barefoot customers reeking of malt liquor, for free). 

People wandering around private events don’t necessarily desire a poem—but since their host has already 

paid a flat fee and everything is free, the poems become a privilege to be summoned at will. 

Although street-poets are now common in cities around the world, I’ve published work in newspapers 

like The Times of London and El Mundo; because of this publicity, or perhaps because I secured the 

poetforhire.org domain, I’ve started receiving occasional requests to perform this experimental poetics at 

festivals, weddings, and corporate events. 

People wandering around private events don’t necessarily desire a poem—but since their host has already 

paid a flat fee and everything is free, the poems become a privilege to be summoned at will, like proffered 

trays of bacon-wrapped dates impaled upon a toothpick. In these situations, the poems, too, become a form of 

amuse-bouche. A harmless, aesthetically-pleasing souvenir. I’m not crazy about private events—I would 

much rather write memento mori than mementos—but the quick influx of cash helps my financially 

precarious lifestyle stay afloat. 

* 

According to my agent, who I began working with to handle these queries, someone from the events company 

decided that a phalanx of typewriter street-poets would be a fresh, innovative way to infuse the conference 

with something other than 1s and 0s. And to give attendees something to do between meals and keynote 

addresses about Human-Exploring. Conference organizers also set up a simulacrum of a second line parade, 

complete with police on motorcycles, a baton-twirling dance crew, and a float with bead-hurling executives 

wearing branded t-shirts and Eyes Wide Shut masks from Party Supply. Barrels of Hurricane cocktail mix 

manifest out of thin air. 

A thirty-foot statue of a grinning Louis Armstrong is wheeled around in figure-eights like an antediluvian 

god. For anyone who has attended the phantasmagoria of Mardi Gras, the conference opening ceremony feels 

as if someone who’s never been to New Orleans, yet has plentiful access to Wikipedia, has been given half a 

million dollars to recreate a G-rated twenty minutes of Carnival, the carne vale, the farewell to the flesh. 
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Second line parading is a tradition created and kept alive by Black New Orleans social-aid societies to sustain 

their communities and traditions, in a place where they have been enslaved, murdered, incarcerated, and 

systematically oppressed for centuries. Any given Sunday, a second line marches through neighborhoods like 

Central City and Treme, either in celebration of joy, or to mourn the passing of a beloved community 

member. That a second line would be used to titillate largely white corporate management is an irony I fear is 

lost on many. 

* 

“We also have a graffiti artist,” my liaison tells me, while giving me a walk-through, the morning of the 

opening day. “She might be from the Bay Area? I think she’s famous.” 

“What’s her name?” 

“Oh, I can’t recall, there’s been so much to put together for this week,” she says, and I believe her. Leading 

me into the Data Village, we pass an orchard of gigantic multicolored spheres suspended in the air as if by 

magic, which would be Seussian if they weren’t emblazoned with hashtags. 

* 

If you think $8,000 is a lavish sum to pay four poets for nineteen hours of work, you’d be wrong only in the 

sense that the scale of an event like Mare Nostrum is so massive that value itself begins to become relative. 

To arrive at our “Data Poetry” site, we navigate an area larger than a busy international airport. 

Bright primary-color playgrounds populate the Data Village, complete with see-saws and swings for selfie-

ing, multiple delis stocked with snacks, constellations of coffee and tea-stations attended by flocks of tuxedo-

shirt-clad caterers catering to every whim. There are bean-bag chill-zones, yoga studios, and a Mare Nostrum-

brand clothing store, interspersed with exhibitors hocking their data-wares, all of it flanked on all sides by 

projection screens looming many times higher than my shotgun house. 

* 

Seventeen-thousand attendees is a hell of a lot. A line of twenty people pecking at luminous tablets snakes out 

from our table. My pants are soaked from biking here in the rain at 6am—our shift begins at seven. My 

comrades and I (Joseph Makkos, a Dadaism scholar, letterpress printer, and archivist of tens of thousands 

of Times Picayune newspapers—Tania Panés, a globe-trotting, tri-lingual, award-winning novelist from 

Madrid—and Cubs the Poet, a hip-hop inflected Instagram phenom) stop in at Leni’s diner on Baronne Street 

for grits and eggs, one of the few businesses open at this hour that’s not a bar. After the drenched bike ride, I 

fortify my coffee with a drop of whiskey from my hip flask. Jo snaps a photo, texts it to me. 

If you think $8,000 is a lavish sum to pay four poets for nineteen hours of work, you’d be wrong only in the 

sense that the scale of an event like Mare Nostrum is so massive that value itself begins to become relative. 
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Later that morning, I post it on my Instagram, and within a few hours our liaison reaches out to inform me 

politely that I must scrub my social media of any reference to the conference. It’s very important to Mare 

Nostrum to control their image, she tells me, as if Mare Nostrum is the name of an insecure tween, and not a 

gathering of the consiglieres of billionaires who annually construct a city within a city to celebrate 

themselves, while plotting how to use Big Data to bend civilization to their whim, and monetize it in the 

process. 

We set up our typewriters in an immaculate theatre stage-set that has been built just for us. The architecture is 

reminiscent of minimalist design that evokes place without visually obscuring the actors—the interlocking 

angles of our “building” suggest a roof, without need of an actual roof, windows without actual windows. I’ve 

worked in the theatre before, and our set is slicker than most professional theatre sets I’ve seen. If you told me 

our set alone had a budget of $35,000, I wouldn’t have batted an eye. Here’s the thing: the stage set 

is completely unnecessary. We could just as easily use a single folding table, the kind covered in newspapers, 

where pots of boiled crawfish are poured out all summer in backyards around the city. 

* 

The days blur one into the next. I’ve worked busy events before, but Mare Nostrum is unrelenting, perhaps 

because of the absurdly early shifts. On the third morning, I open my typewriter case at 6:45am, with three 

customers already queued up in front of me. They hang around like stray junkies, long after we pack up. I ask 

our liaison if we can print out a piece of paper with our schedule on it, so people won’t stand around waiting, 

and she texts back, Sorry, they can’t have that. Mare Nostrum wants to maintain the aesthetic. 

We practice our own aesthetics. There’s no time to read each other’s work, but in my periphery I see that 

Cubs has adopted Rupi Kaur’s process of illustrating poems with dreamlike cartoons. Joseph dabbles in 

Concrete Poetry, an unapologetically avant-garde visual style, especially when a customer insists on a vague 

topic like Friendship, or My Cat. Tania, too, explores a visual direction, her poems redolent with Guillaume 

Apollinaire’s calligrams, verses sprawling across the page in the shape of whatever subject she’s given. 

I stick to alternating indentations, just enough form to provide a semblance of structure, so the reader trusts 

me—before leaning heavily into politics. Despite W.H. Auden’s assertion that Poetry makes nothing happen, 

I believe Bertolt Brecht when he says Art is not a mirror held up to reality, but a hammer with which to shape 

it. 

* 

“I’d like my poem to be about, ‘How to help people’—it’s for my boss,” a cheery young woman tells me, an 

hour before we close up shop on the final day of the conference. This assignment moves me profoundly—

after a thousand poems about anniversaries and dense explications of maverick approaches to data analysis, 

someone seems sincerely interested in the human condition—an embodiment of the benevolent side of the 

tech industry. Despite my rage at companies like Facebook for their complicity in the election of a 

psychopathic demagogue, among many other sins—Silicon Valley aspires to a fervent streak of altruism that 

falls squarely into the tradition of idealism going back to the 1800s. 
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The subject for her poem is a question philosophers have wrestled with for centuries, leading to Marx’s 

indictment of capitalism as a virus which will ultimately eat itself, unless it’s eradicated by a system which 

doesn’t require exponential profit at the expense of workers and the environment. I don’t say any of this, 

because not even Marxists enjoy the mansplaining of Marx—instead, I say, “That’s so beautiful, it makes me 

think of the roots of idealism.” 

“I was thinking more along the lines of customer engagement. Like, ‘How can we help our customer engage 

more with our product and our content?’” she informs me. Oy. 

“Ah, of course. I’ll see what I can do. Come back in five or ten minutes,” I tell her, and she disappears into 

the crowd. The distinction she’s drawn between customers and people is subtle but seems like a natural entry 

point into the poem. I hammer out, HOW TO HELP PEOPLE for the title, then The customers are always 

people/but the people aren’t always customers—and then struggle to hear the next lines forming over the 

Maroon 5 club-banger echoing through this weird corporate canyon. 

On the third morning, I open my typewriter case at 6:45am, with three customers already queued up in front 

of me. 

I think of the Foxconn suicides in China, nets installed around factories to catch workers driven to suicide by 

the endless manufacture of iPhone components. I’ve written about them before, but now, perhaps because of 

the Convention Center’s Big Top atmosphere, I think of the safety netting in circuses. My fingers hover over 

the typewriter, a blur of potential ideas flickering through me: the Facebook thumbs-up symbol evoking 

Roman emperors deciding which gladiators will live and die; Don’t be evil, Google’s motto, until their 

investors scrubbed it from their website; Move fast and break things, another redacted aphorism, this time 

from Facebook, channeling Sun Tzu’s The Art of War; Work hard, says Amazon, a particularly Orwellian 

admonition from a company that forces its workers to pee into bottles… 

I glance up, and thirty people standing in line sense my movement, looking up from their phones to see if I’m 

done yet—Just write the poem already, their expressions seem to say. With so many different ideas clacking 

around in my skull, I decide to simplify things by plagiarizing myself, and type up a combination of the two 

pieces I’ve already published. A Franken-poem of sorts, with new imagery thrown in: 

How to Help People 

The customers are always people, 

but people aren’t always customers— 

What about the lithium miners impaled 

upon their machines in the salt flats? 

What about the children suiciding themselves 

out the iPhone factory windows in China, 

who the bosses engage with nets to catch them 

like so many wee acrobats of a circus 

in which we are all emperors, 

brandishing our thumbs up or down? 
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“It’s intense, but I had to keep it real,” I tell her when she comes back. As she reads it, she laughs nervously. 

“Nothing to do but laugh about it, right? That’s real, you know, the nets and all that,” I say. She seems 

sincerely moved and thanks me, before wandering off to go rock climbing or play foosball. 

By the end of each shift, we all feel like robots—poetry-automatons pumping out verse after verse, our corner 

of the Village clattering with our quartet of percussion, keys and carriages sweeping and margin bells dinging. 

Joseph, who was invited to Café Voltaire in Zurich to perform as part of the 100th anniversary of Dadaism, 

jokes everyday about defacing our own stage set, and changing the bright ochre words from DATA POETRY 

to DADA POETRY. 

“An act of self-graffiti!” he says gleefully. 

“Je m’enfoutisme,” says Tania, looking up from the carriage of her Royal. 

“Quoi?” 

“I-don’t-give-a-damn-ism,” Jo says, and something about how he assures us that we shouldn’t act afraid, or 

sentimental, but like a raging wind that rips up the clothes of clouds and prayers, preparing the great spectacle 

of Capitalism’s disaster. 

These days, the Dadaists usually get clumped together with the Surrealists, if they come up at all. Though 

often reduced to nothing more than oddly dressed absurdists, Tristan Tzara and the Dadaists were bent on 

waging an insurgent cultural campaign of anti-art. Even the genesis of the movement’s name is militant—a 

knife stabbed into a dictionary at random, landing on Dada, the French word for hobbyhorse. Their bizarre 

poems and art were part of an explicitly anti-colonialist attempt to provoke the bourgeoise into destroying 

Capitalism, beginning with the false rationalism it depends upon. If the bodies stacking up in heaps in WWI 

could be rational, well, the Dadaists would stop making sense. 

“I love it when you call me Big Da-da/throw yo hands in the air, if youse a true playa” Cubs raps over our 

dissonant rhythm of keys. Dadaism may have used nonsense to fight injustice, but I can’t resist the urge to tell 

my customers exactly what I think they most need to hear. 

* 

In the last minutes of the last shift on the last day of the conference, our liaison stops by as we’re packing up, 

and a new line of eager poetry-seekers starts to queue up behind her. 

“Sorry folks, the poets are leaving,” she tells them. Something sounds different in her voice. I’ve only seen 

her once during the past four days, and I can’t help but wonder—if we didn’t show up at all, would anyone 

have noticed? I hand off my last poem, and as soon as the customer is out of earshot, our liaison snaps, “Ben, 

we need to speak in private, immediately.” 
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I assume she’s peeved about my Instagram post, which besides documenting my drinking of liquor at 6:15am, 

pokes fun at the absurd 58-degree air-conditioning and constant Maroon 5 soundtrack. Instead, she’s 

apoplectic. 

“How dare you. What on earth are you thinking? You wrote a poem about suicide? You will never work 

another conference again, I’ll see to that personally.” 

“I write about whatever people ask me to—” 

“She asked you to write about making customers happy,” she says, and shows me a photo of the poem on her 

phone, holds it close to her chest and flashes it to me briefly, as if it’s a particularly nasty dick-pic she doesn’t 

want to be caught with. 

“She asked me to write a poem about how to make people happy, not customers. That’s the whole point. She 

seemed to like it—” 

“She works for Apple! It was a present for her team leader! He is extremely upset, and complained to Mare 

Nostrum, and now Mare Nostrum is extremely upset. Apple is a major sponsor. This is an embarrassment for 

everyone, including me.” 

“Ah. I didn’t realize she worked for Apple—I wouldn’t have used the word ‘iPhone’ if I had known that. But 

this is the artist’s role in society, to speak about what no one else will—” 

“You were hired to make people happy, not to make our sponsors angry!” 

“I understand the anger, and I’m sorry this whole thing happened, but that’s what the poem is about—where’s 

the empathy, where’s the anger for the people who died in the factories—” 

“Who cares about those people! Look, we have a contract, and we’ll honor it. Although, I cannot believe I 

have to pay you after what you’ve done. Here’s your check. I’m escorting you off the property.” 

* 

As we pass the balls bobbing in their Seussian anti-gravity, a woman rushes into our path, gushing about 

poetry. “It was the best part of the conference! I mean, Mare Nostrum is always great, but I’ve just never seen 

anything like you before! I don’t know how you do it. I’m framing the poem, thank you so, so much,” she 

says. Our liaison, hard on my heels as we make our way to the exit, to sunshine and fresh air, watches me 

leave, the scowl never leaving her face. 

* 

After the check clears, I send my agent this essay, giddy. She writes back, Ben u do realize that she might 

have got fired don’t u. Someone had to go down for this. Glad it wasn’t u, but. Ya. Don’t bite the hand. 
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An aftershock of empathy washes over me, a flood carrying particles of guilt like silt. My own mother was 

not much older than the liaison when she died—technically, of a stroke. Though, her brain exploding was 

incidental, as she’d been drinking suicidally for months, after being sacked from her job of twenty-five years. 

The first domino. Next, the bank took the house. Losing the job she loved, a job she excelled at, sent her 

careening down a path of alcoholism and humiliation at a velocity that proved terminal. 

The liaison—a sobriquet contrived to hide her identity, which strips her of humanity. Reduces her to 

inanimate noun. She’s a pawn in a hegemonic game of chess, yes, but she’s also my mother. She’s everyone’s 

mother, and I’m a pawn too, using Apple products to write this essay—could I have cut her down en passant? 

Just passing through— 

Frankly, my dear, I don’t give a damn. Je m’enfoutisme’s revolution operates in the absence of empathy. 

Dada’s dagger slices both ways—I wonder what word was on the other side of the dictionary page they gored 

while bored in that Zurich café, disgusted and raging at the war, safe and sound in the neutral higher ground… 

 

Benjamin Aleshire 

Benjamin Aleshire lives in New Orleans. His work has appeared in the The Times of London, Iowa Review, 

Boston Review, and on television in the US, China, and Spain. Andrei Codrescu selected his manuscript Poet 

For Hire as runner-up for the 2019 Faulkner-Wisdom prize in narrative nonfiction. As a poet-for-hire, his 

clients include Princeton University, House of Yes orgy-goers, Sir Tom Stoppard, Shakespeare & Co, the 

Bellagio, Bernie Sanders, and Jimmy Page. He serves as assistant poetry editor for Green Mountains Review. 

 

https://lithub.com/big-data-vs-big-dada-writing-poetry-on-demand-at-a-new-orleans-tech-convention/ 

  

https://lithub.com/author/benaleshire/
https://lithub.com/big-data-vs-big-dada-writing-poetry-on-demand-at-a-new-orleans-tech-convention/
https://lithub.com/author/benaleshire/
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NASA instrument spots its brightest X-ray burst from a peculiar pulsar 

By Michael Irving 

 

An artist's rendition of an accretion disk around a pulsar, which is believed to be the case of the bright X-ray 

burst 

NASA's Goddard Space Flight Center/Chris Smith (USRA) 

VIEW 1 IMAGES 

On August 20, an X-ray instrument onboard the International Space Station (ISS) captured the brightest X-ray 

burst it has ever seen. The explosion came from a pulsar thousands of light-years away, releasing as much 

energy in 20 seconds as the Sun does in 10 days. Now a NASA team has outlined what they believe caused it. 

A pulsar is a type of neutron star, left behind after a more massive star sheds most of its material in a dramatic 

supernova. The remaining core is still active, particularly at its poles where it blasts X-rays in focused beams. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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Because these objects spin so fast, some of their beams happen to sweep over Earth periodically, creating 

regular X-ray pulses that gives pulsars their name. 

In this case, the burst came from a pulsar called SAX J1808.4-3658 (or just J1808). It’s about 11,000 light-

years from Earth in the constellation Sagittarius, and spins 401 times per second. But the signal detected was 

no regular pulse – it was the brightest ever spotted by NASA’s Neutron Star Interior Composition Explorer 

(NICER) telescope, and showed some other strange features. 

The burst started off strong, paused for about a second, before flaring up even brighter for another two 

seconds until it hit its peak. After holding there for a few seconds, the flare fades. On it way back down 

though, it briefly brightens again by about 20 percent, before gradually fading out over the next 40 seconds or 

so. 

This particular pattern is unusual for this type of explosion, which astronomers call a Type I X-ray burst. But 

the researchers have put forward a scenario that they believe explains (at least most of) the event. 

“This burst was outstanding,” says Peter Bult, lead researcher on the study. “We see a two-step change in 

brightness, which we think is caused by the ejection of separate layers from the pulsar surface, and other 

features that will help us decode the physics of these powerful events.” 

According to the team, the weirdness of this signal can be attributed to its environment. This pulsar isn’t alone 

– J1808 is part of a binary system with a brown dwarf, an object too big to be a planet but too small to be a 

star. 

The story they outline goes as follows. Because of their close proximity, J1808 is pulling hydrogen gas off the 

brown dwarf, into an accretion disk surrounding the pulsar. Over time, some of the gas in this disk becomes 

too dense and unstable, triggering a runaway process that eventually causes the explosion. 

Light from the pulsar struggles to push through the denser gas cloud, trapping energy that heats and ionizes 

some of the gas. This gas, in turn, traps more energy in a feedback loop. Eventually the gas begins to spiral in 

towards the pulsar, falling onto its surface. 

The hydrogen gas that falls in surrounds the pulsar like a sea, getting deeper as more falls in. The deeper parts 

are exposed to higher temperatures and pressures until the hydrogen nuclei begin to fuse into helium. This 

process, which is in operation at the core of the Sun, produces energy. 

“The helium settles out and builds up a layer of its own,” says Zaven Arzoumanian, co-author of the paper. 

“Once the helium layer is a few meters deep, the conditions allow helium nuclei to fuse into carbon. Then the 

helium erupts explosively and unleashes a thermonuclear fireball across the entire pulsar surface.” 

And this, the team says, is the explosion that NICER witnessed. The initial brightening was the hydrogen 

layer expanding, while the one-second pause was the pulsar blasting the hydrogen layer off into space. 

https://newatlas.com/nasa-tests-space-gps-pulsars-sextant/52961/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

143 

After that, the higher peak marked when the more massive helium layer was blown off. Since this expanded 

faster, it would have overtaken the hydrogen layer, before slowing, stopping, and settling back down to the 

pulsar’s surface. This would have created the fading effect. 

But one mystery remains: the team still isn’t sure what caused the signal to briefly brighten again as it faded. 

The level of detail that NICER was able to capture could help unlock some of the secrets of pulsars. 

The research was published in the Astrophysical Journal Letters. The video below illustrates the process by 

which the flare occurred. 

NICER Catches Milestone X-ray Burst 

Source: NASA 
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Powered by 

TAGS 

SPACEASTRONOMYNASAINTERNATIONAL SPACE STATIONX-RAYHYDROGENHELIUMNEW 

ATLAS AUDIO 

Michael Irving 

Michael has always been fascinated by space, technology, dinosaurs, and the weirder mysteries of physics and 

the universe. With a Bachelor of Arts in Professional Writing under his belt, he’s been writing for various 

online outlets and print publications for eight years, and New Atlas for the last three years. 

 

https://newatlas.com/space/nasa-nicer-brightest-x-ray-burst-pulsar/ 

  

https://www.trendmd.com/how-it-works-readers
https://newatlas.com/space/
https://newatlas.com/tag/astronomy/
https://newatlas.com/tag/nasa/
https://newatlas.com/tag/international-space-station/
https://newatlas.com/tag/x-ray/
https://newatlas.com/tag/hydrogen/
https://newatlas.com/tag/helium/
https://newatlas.com/tag/newatlas-audio/
https://newatlas.com/tag/newatlas-audio/
https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/space/nasa-nicer-brightest-x-ray-burst-pulsar/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 509  january 2020 

 

145 

Why We Walk: A Manifesto for Peripatetic Empowerment 

“I walk because, somehow, it’s like reading. You’re privy to these lives and conversations that have nothing 

to do with yours, but you can eavesdrop on them. Sometimes it’s overcrowded; sometimes the voices are too 

loud. But there is always companionship. You are not alone. You walk in the city side by side with the living 

and the dead.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Every walk is a sort of crusade,” Thoreau exulted as he championed the spirit of sauntering in an era when 

the activity was largely a male privilege — for a woman, these everyday crusades meant the dragging of long 

skirts across inhospitable terrains, before unwelcome gazes. It would take a century and a half of bold 

women conquering the mountains and reimagining the streets before Rebecca Solnit could compose 

her exquisite manifesto for wanderlust, reclaiming walking as an activity that vitalizes the mind — the mind 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/17/thoreau-walking/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/19/the-living-mountain-nan-shepherd/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/13/walking-the-city-with-jane-jacobs/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/03/wanderlust-rebecca-solnit-walking/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374537437/braipick-20
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that, in the landmark assertion of the seventeenth-century French philosopher François Poullain de la Barre, 

“has no sex.” 

Lauren Elkin brings some of these women and their emancipatory, culture-shifting legacy to life in Flâneuse: 

Women Walk the City in Paris, New York, Tokyo, Venice, and London (public library) — a celebration of 

the peripatetic foot as an instrument of the mind, an insurgency, a liberation, drawing on the novels and 

diaries of titanic writers like Virginia Woolf and George Sand, who wove walking into their lives and works 

as a central theme of empowerment and active curiosity, and on her own diaries and memories as an 

expatriate in Paris and Tokyo, a traveler in Venice and London, a student in New York. 

Art by Shaun Tan for a special 

edition of the Brothers Grimm fairy tales. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374537437/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374537437/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/flaneuse-women-walk-the-city-in-paris-new-york-tokyo-venice-and-london/oclc/988048541&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/25/shaun-tan-philip-pullman-brothers-grimm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/25/shaun-tan-philip-pullman-brothers-grimm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/25/shaun-tan-philip-pullman-brothers-grimm/
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The title itself is a rebellion against and a recouping of the French word flâneur, masculine for “one who 

wanders aimlessly,” popularized in the first half of the twentieth century. Elkin writes: 

A figure of masculine privilege and leisure, with time and money and no immediate responsibilities to claim 

his attention, the flâneur understands the city as few of its inhabitants do, for he has memorised it with his 

feet. Every corner, alleyway and stairway has the ability to plunge him into rêverie. What happened here? 

Who passed by here? What does this place mean? The flâneur, attuned to the chords that vibrate throughout 

his city, knows without knowing. 

Every right begins as a privilege and Elkin sets out to reclaim this once-male privilege as a basic human right 

of the modern urban dweller — one that requires the resexing of flâneur into flâneuse: 

Art by Maira Kalman from My Favorite Things. 

 

Flâneuse [flanne-euhze], noun, from the French. Feminine form of flâneur [flanne-euhr], an idler, a dawdling 

observer, usually found in cities. 

That is an imaginary definition. Most French dictionaries don’t even include the word. The 1905 Littré does 

make an allowance for ‘flâneur, -euse’. Qui flâne. But the Dictionnaire Vivant de la Langue Française defines 

it, believe it or not, as a kind of lounge chair. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/21/maira-kalman-my-favorite-things/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/21/maira-kalman-my-favorite-things/
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Is that some kind of joke? The only kind of curious idling a woman does is lying down? This usage (slang of 

course) began around 1840 and peaked in the 1920s, but continues today: search for ‘flâneuse’ on Google 

Images and the word brings up a drawing of George Sand, a picture of a young woman sitting on a Parisian 

bench and a few images of outdoor furniture. 

Walking for Elkin, as for her marching army of women, is a wholly different matter. She offers her own 

tessellated definition of its raison d’être: 

Why do I walk? I walk because I like it. I like the rhythm of it, my shadow always a little ahead of me on the 

pavement. I like being able to stop when I like, to lean against a building and make a note in my journal, or 

read an email, or send a text message, and for the world to stop while I do it. Walking, paradoxically, allows 

for the possibility of stillness. 

Walking is mapping with your feet. It helps you piece a city together, connecting up neighbourhoods that 

might otherwise have remained discrete entities, different planets bound to each other, sustained yet remote. I 

like seeing how in fact they blend into one another, I like noticing the boundaries between them. Walking 

helps me feel at home. There’s a small pleasure in seeing how well I’ve come to know the city through my 

wanderings on foot, crossing through different neighbourhoods of the city, some I used to know quite well, 

others I may not have seen in a while, like getting reacquainted with someone I once met at a party. 

Sometimes I walk because I have things on my mind, and walking helps me sort them out. Solvitur 

ambulando, as they say. 

More than half a century before the trailblazing Scottish mountaineer and poet Nan Shepherd asserted 

that “place and a mind may interpenetrate till the nature of both is altered,” Elkin adds: 

I walk because it confers — or restores — a feeling of placeness. The geographer Yi-Fu Tuan says a space 

becomes a place when through movement we invest it with meaning, when we see it as something to be 

perceived, apprehended, experienced. 

I walk because, somehow, it’s like reading. You’re privy to these lives and conversations that have nothing to 

do with yours, but you can eavesdrop on them. Sometimes it’s overcrowded; sometimes the voices are too 

loud. But there is always companionship. You are not alone. You walk in the city side by side with the living 

and the dead. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/19/the-living-mountain-nan-shepherd/
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Art by Dasha Tolstikova from The 

Jacket by Kirsten Hall 

And yet this inevitable commingling with humanity, for all of its rewards, also exposes one of the most 

disquieting questions of modern life — what does it mean to be in motion, in public? Elkin writes: 

[This is] the key problem at the heart of the urban experience: are we individuals or are we part of the crowd? 

Do we want to stand out or blend in? Is that even possible? How do we — no matter what our gender — want 

to be seen in public? Do we want to attract or escape the gaze? Be independent and invisible? Remarkable or 

unremarked-upon? 

With an eye to her childhood and young adulthood in suburban America, Elkin reflects on how she awakened 

to the relationship between walking and agency, to the sense that self-propelled motion is a vital form of 

participation in the world on one’s own terms: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/12/the-jacket-kirsten-hall-dasha-tolstikova/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/12/the-jacket-kirsten-hall-dasha-tolstikova/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/12/the-jacket-kirsten-hall-dasha-tolstikova/
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I became suspicious of an entirely vehicle-based culture; a culture that does not walk is bad for women. It 

makes a kind of authoritarian sense; a woman who doesn’t wonder — what it all adds up to, what her needs 

are, if they’re being met — won’t wander off from the family. The layout of the suburbs reinforces her 

boundaries: the neat grid, the nearby shopping centre, the endless loops of parkways, where the American 

adventure of the open road is tamed by the American dream. 

Art by Lisbeth Zwerger for a 

special edition of Alice in Wonderland. 

But alongside this self-empowerment, this triumph of individualistic agency, walking confers upon the walker 

a perpendicular gift — a connection, embodied in the sinews rather than reasoned by the mind, to the 

constellation of other selves speckling the world. Elkin reflects on a semester abroad in Paris — the city in 

which she first fell in love with “the utter, total freedom unleashed from the act of putting one foot in front of 

the other” — during her time as a Barnard College student: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/04/30/lisbeth-zwergers-alice-in-wonderland/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/04/30/lisbeth-zwergers-alice-in-wonderland/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/04/30/lisbeth-zwergers-alice-in-wonderland/
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In those six months, the streets were transformed from places in between home and wherever I was going into 

a great passion. I drifted wherever they looked interesting, lured by the sight of a decaying wall, or colourful 

window boxes, or something intriguing down at the other end, which might be as pedestrian as a 

perpendicular street. Anything, any detail that suddenly loosened itself, would draw me towards it. Every turn 

I made was a reminder that the day was mine and I didn’t have to be anywhere I didn’t want to be. I had an 

astonishing immunity to responsibility, because I had no ambitions at all beyond doing only that which I 

found interesting. 

I remember when I’d take the métro two stops because I didn’t realise how close together everything was, 

how walkable Paris was. I had to walk around to understand where I was in space, how places related to each 

other. Some days I’d cover five miles or more, returning home with sore feet and a story or two for my room-

mates. I saw things I’d never seen in New York. Beggars (Roma, I was told) who knelt rigidly in the street, 

heads bowed, holding signs asking for money, some with children, some with dogs; homeless people living in 

tents, under stairways, under arches. Every quaint Parisian nook had its corresponding misery. I turned off my 

New York apathy and gave what I could. Learning to see meant not being able to look away; to walk in the 

streets of Paris was to walk the thin line of fate that divided us from each other. 

Complement Flâneuse, a captivating read in its entirety, with Wind in the Willows author Kenneth Grahame 

on walking as creative fuel and Robert Walser on the art of walking, then revisit the crowning curio of the 

peripatetic canon — Solnit’s Wanderlust — and the story of how the bicycle emancipated women. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/21/flaneuse-lauren-elkin/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374537437/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/10/kenneth-grahame-the-fellow-that-goes-alone/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/11/the-walk-robert-walser/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/03/wanderlust-rebecca-solnit-walking/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2011/03/28/wheels-of-change-bicycle/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/21/flaneuse-lauren-elkin/?mc_cid=d6612a7f5d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662

