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Taharah 

  

Miller Oberman 

  

I’m wondering about you, chevra kadisha, 

the “holy society,” who will prepare my body, 

once I’m no longer in it, for the earth. 

  

Will you know me already, or see me for the first time 

as you wash and shroud me, as my father was washed 

and dressed in simple white tachrichim, for those 

  

about to stand before God. Perhaps by then I’ll know 

if I believe in God. I like the democratic 

nature of the shroud, an equalizing garment. You 

  

may see a body that surprises you. You may not have seen 

a man’s body like this one before you, which I hope is very old, 

wrinkled, and (since I’m wishing) fit, muscled 

  

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuyjiy-ilzgdjkh-o/
https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuyjiy-ilzgdjkh-b/
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as much as an old man can be. You’ll see scars. 

Ragged dog bit forearm, elbow my father picked gravel 

from over the sink, then flushed with foaming iodine, 

  

and the long double horizons on my chest, which trunked my body 

like a tree. If I am unexpected, let me not seem 

grotesque to you, as I have to many people, perhaps 

  

even my own parents, and others whose highest 

kindness was to say nothing. Please let me return to dust 

in peace, as the others did, and recite those beautiful psalms, 

  

remembering, as you go about your holy ritual, 

how frightening it is to be naked before another, 

at the mercy of a stranger’s eyes, without even any breath. 

   

Copyright © 2019 by Miller Oberman. Originally published in Poem-a-Day on December 10, 

2019, by the Academy of American Poets. 

 

 

 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuyjiy-ilzgdjkh-q/
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About this Poem 

 “This was the first thing I'd written in quite some time, so I was really relieved to know I could 

still write a poem. It was inspired by an essay on cemeteries written by a student of mine.” 

—Miller Oberman 

 

 

 

  

Miller Oberman is the author of The Unstill 

Ones (Princeton University Press, 2017). He teaches 

writing at Eugene Lang College and lives in Queens, 

New York. 
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How Berlin Reckons with Its Past Each and Every Day 

Paul Scraton on the Fall of the Berlin Wall and Everything After 

By Paul Scraton 

 

Outside Nordbahnhof station, where Bernauer Straße rises up the hill between the districts of Mitte and 

Wedding, there is a grassy field where the Berlin Wall once stood. It occupies the former death strip, the no-

man’s land between the inner and outer walls of the border, once a floodlit space of watchtowers, a patrol 

road and motion sensors, the domain of guards with a shoot-to-kill order for anyone else who set foot there. 

Today it is part of the open-air exhibition either side of the Berlin Wall Memorial. The former sand-traps are 

now a neat lawn, with memorials, photographs and information boards to tell just some of the stories of what 

happened in this place. 

There are slabs of the Wall, standing in a line, overgrown with brambles and bushes, and a stretch of the outer 

wall still in place, chiseled and pockmarked, scrawled with the messages and tags of those who come to see it 

from all over the world. In the centre of the lawn there is a smaller wall, a wall of photographs, remembering 

those who died at the border between the night it was closed on the 13th of August 1961 and the night it came 

down, on the 9th of November 1989. The Berlin Wall stood for just over 28 years. Now, it has been a 

memorial site longer than it was a fortified border and the most famous symbol of Cold War division. 

I have been to Bernauer Straße, to the memorial and the grassy stretch of the former death strip many times, 

taking family and friends to this important site of memory in the city I call home. I have also been there with 

groups, with school children and students from Berlin and elsewhere, as well as other visitors of the city, to 

share with them the history of the place and the stories of the border. On Bernauer Straße, many dramatic 

events played out, especially during the early years after the border was closed. People made dramatic escapes 

https://lithub.com/author/paulscraton/
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through windows, climbing down ropes created from bed sheets or falling into mats held by West Berlin 

firefighters on the street below. Tunnels were painstakingly dug beneath the death strip and a border guard 

defected, leaping the barbed wire fence with the media looking on. And on Bernauer Straße, the first of those 

lives were lost nine days after the border was closed, when Ida Siekmann jumped from her fourth floor 

window before the firefighters were ready to catch here. She died in the ambulance on the way to hospital. 

On the 9th of November 2019, I walked with a small group of visitors from Canada, Denmark, South Africa, 

Finland and the United States along Bernauer Straße. Together we explored just some of the many stories of 

the street, including Ida Siekmann’s. It was a walk to mark the 30th anniversary of the fall of the Berlin Wall, 

one of numerous discussions, exhibitions, talks, readings, workshops and other events held to mark the 

anniversary. On the way we walked through neighborhoods in the districts of Mitte and Prenzlauer Berg, to 

locations that held memories of the stories of life in East Berlin, in the German Democratic Republic, and 

those weeks of growing opposition and protest that resulted in the 9th of November 1989. Our final 

destination was the grassy field at Nordbahnhof and the memorial wall to the victims. It seemed like an 

appropriate place to finish. 

Remnants of the wall at Bernauer Strasse. (All photos by the author.) 

 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

We never made it. We arrived at Bernauer Straße just as the official memorial service was taking place at the 

Chapel of Reconciliation, also located on the death strip. The street was blocked and a security perimeter in 
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place. Police officers in high-vis jackets occupied vantage points on the roofs and balconies of buildings all 

around, on the lookout for potential trouble. Important guests were brought to the site in motorcades driving 

just that little bit too fast, to the sound of their sirens with their blue lights flashing. The grassy field, the 

former death strip, had been turned once more into a restricted zone, our way blocked by metal fences, the 

space between us and the memorial patrolled by armed police officers and their dogs. 

On the pavement beyond the security cordon, as a light drizzle began to fall, I told the story of the night the 

Berlin Wall came down and tried to explain what we would have been looking at had we not found our way 

blocked. It wasn’t so bad, one of the group remarked, as I apologized for not being able to get any closer. In a 

strange way, it helped him imagine all the better how things must have been back then, the empty no-man’s 

land a carved-out scar between the two halves of the city. 

* 

A day earlier I had walked from Nordbahnhof along the route of the Berlin Wall with a group of 40 children 

from my daughter’s school, all aged 11 and 12, roughly the same age as many of their parents on the night the 

Wall came down. To grow up in Berlin is to have a great number of places that are central to the history of 

Germany right on your doorstep. A history teacher can explore events on location, traveling from any school 

in the city on public transport to the palaces of Potsdam and Charlottenburg, to the Topography of Terror or 

the Stasi Prison, to the remains of the Berlin Wall or to the Sachsenhausen concentration camp and Platform 

17 at Grunewald station, where tens of thousands of Berlin’s Jews were loaded onto the trains that took them 

to the extermination camps of the east. 

Some of the kids live close to these sites of memory, and they are part of their everyday routines, passing 

them on their way to school or to visit a friend’s house. Each morning, my daughter crosses the former border 

on the U-Bahn, leaving the train at what was a “ghost station” during the years of division. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

As the anniversary approached, it was a conversation among her group of friends about where they lived in 

the city, and who could have visited whom and who would have found their way blocked. When I was asked 

to take the Grade 6 classes for a walk on the day before the anniversary, I sensed it would not be difficult to 

trigger their imaginations. 

To grow up in Berlin is to have a great number of places that are central to the history of Germany right on 

your doorstep. 

As we walked, the kids listened to stories from the divided city and searched out traces of the old border to 

mark on the maps they had brought with them. They were tasked with reflecting on the legacy of division, to 

think about how the city had come together physically over the three decades since 1989, and where gaps still 

remained. As we walked, they began to tell stories of their own, sharing memories of their parents and their 

grandparents. These were the tales of family history and collective identity, shared at dinner tables or 

triggered by a particular television show, a journey through the city or significant anniversary. These kids, all 

born around 20 years after German reunification, seemed to have no problem understanding the realities of 

the divided city, and for every story I told, one of them had something to share. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

10 

As young Berliners from a variety of backgrounds but all at home in the city, they certainly grasped it better 

than many adults from outside the city do when faced with the stories of these places, even those who are old 

enough to remember the Wall still standing. The end of our walk was at Bornholmer Straße, where a bridge 

over the railway tracks linked the two sides of the city. During the years of division there had been a 

checkpoint, occupying a space cleared at the foot of the bridge that is now home to a Lidl supermarket and a 

set of brand new apartment blocks. It was there, on the 9th of November, crowds gathered following a 

bungled press conference that announced citizens of the German Democratic Republic were now free to 

travel. It was there, as elsewhere in the city, the citizens of East Berlin faced down the guards with their guns 

and their shoot-to-kill orders and demanded to be let across. It was there, on Bornholmer Straße, that the first 

gate was opened, and what became known as the Fall of the Berlin Wall began. 

I cross that bridge around four times a week on my morning run, passing the small exhibition of photographs 

that tell the story of that night and that of the border, the checkpoint and the surrounding area. Thousands of 

travelers use the bridge to reach the entrance to the S-Bahn station at the top, halfway between the old East 

and the old West. People shop at the supermarket from both sides of the bridge, waiting not to have their 

papers checked but their groceries scanned. This space is not a closed off memorial site, only visited in 

relation to the historic events that happened there. It is part of the fabric of the city and like so many such 

places it helps us to understand the stories of the city. 

As I described the crowds arriving at the checkpoint, flooding down the streets of Prenzlauer Berg to demand 

their freedom to travel, the group turned to look down the bridge to see from where they had come. It was late 

afternoon in November. The street lights were on. Cars streamed over the bridge in both directions and 

pedestrians made their way to and from the station, wrapped up against the cold. A normal city scene. But the 

story remained alive on the bridge, told in the place where it happened, surrounded by the dramatic 

photographs of that night in which the landmarks of 1989 were still visible 30 years later. I’m not a teacher, 

but I was sure at that moment there was no better classroom for this lesson. 

* 

When it comes to the story of the Berlin Wall, the bridge at Bornholmer Straße is not uncommon. The whole 

of its length can be said to be a memorial, running for 40 kilometers through the city, where it is often marked 

with a line of cobblestones laid in the ground, and 120 kilometers around its edge, a circular and waymarked 

hiking and cycling route known as the Mauerweg or the Berlin Wall Trail. There are sites of memory all 

along the 160 kilometers of the trail, including the exhibition at Bornholmer Straße and the main memorial 

site at Bernauer Straße. There are memorials to the tunnels and the escapes, at the checkpoints and where the 

watchtowers once stood, memorials that tell of how the border impacted on life in certain parts of the city, and 

one each for the 140 lives lost, almost always at the very spot where Berliners lost their lives. 

A little way down the street from Checkpoint Charlie, perhaps the most famous and most commercial of all 

the sites of Berlin Wall tourism, there is a gap in the row of parking spaces at the side of the road. In the space 

is a bronze column, a simple sculpture just inside the line of cobblestones that marks the border. This is the 

memorial to Peter Fechter, a young man who attempted to cross from the East to the West in 1962 and very 

nearly made it. He was shot as he attempted to climb the final barrier to West Berlin, and fell back into the 

death strip. There he lay, huddled against the cold concrete of the Wall at the spot where his memorial now 

stands. The whole scene was witnessed by people on both sides. Photographs were taken of the young man, 

crumpled at the foot of the Wall. Nobody from West Berlin could help him. None of the East German border 

guards chose to. After an agonizing hour, alone and bleeding in the death strip, he died where he lay. 

https://lithub.com/toppled-the-accidental-opening-of-the-berlin-wall/
https://lithub.com/toppled-the-accidental-opening-of-the-berlin-wall/
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People shop at the supermarket from both sides of the bridge, waiting not to have their papers checked but 

their groceries scanned. 

The story is horrific, one of the crimes committed at the Berlin Wall that helped cement its reputation as a 

symbol in concrete and wire of communist repression. In his death, Peter Fechter’s name echoed around the 

world. It is unlikely that his story is so well known today, but the memorial stands for those who look up from 

the sidewalk and engage with it. Standing at that spot on Zimmerstraße can give you a strange feeling. In this 

part of the city, the “coming together” of reunification feels, at least in an architectural sense, complete. There 

are no gaps. You are surrounded by glass and steel office blocks, hotels and apartments. Beside the memorial, 

a small coffee shop sells healthy snacks and shakes, while guests tap away at their laptops. Walking down the 

street, it would be easily possible to pass Peter Fechter’s memorial without noticing it. 

Perhaps that is what gives the simple sculpture its power, easily equal to the historical hustle of nearby 

Checkpoint Charlie or the overload of stories on Bernauer Straße. It is important, I think, for the memorial to 

stand where Peter Fechter lay because it reminds us of what took place in the not-too-distant past, within 

living memory of many Berliners and those who come to the city. There is a power to knowing an individual 

name whose story is part of a wider history, and there is a power in hearing such stories of people and events 

in the places where they happened, whether an American Civil War battlefield, at the gates of Auschwitz-

Birkenau, or on a Berlin sidewalk. 

In 1928, the Austrian writer Stefan Zweig took a trip to the battlefields of Flanders. Parts of the experience 

troubled him, especially the idea of a place where so many lives were lost had become a tourist attraction. 

“Nevertheless,” he wrote, “it is good that, in some places on this earth, one can still encounter a few 

horrifying traces of the great crime.” In my explorations of the Berlin Wall, and other sites of memory, I often 

think of Zweig’s words, and the conclusion that he took when thinking about his visit to the battlefield. 

Whatever his concerns when he saw the carefree visitors considering such a place, it was still important that 

they did so, “for only in remaining so informed can we take on so terrifying a past and then be able to turn 

and face the future.” (From “Ypres,” an essay in Journeys by Stefan Zweig.) 

* 

During the week leading up to the anniversary, I went with my partner Katrin, who grew up in the German 

Democratic Republic, and my daughter to see the “Stories & Places” exhibitions, held at seven locations 

throughout the city that were central to the key events of what became known as the “Peaceful Revolution” of 

1989-90. At each of the seven sites, photographs and texts were combined with eyewitness testimony from 

those people who had been part of it, including activists, church leaders, journalists and other members of the 

public who experienced the events as they happened. Their quotes were added to the exhibitions, and listening 

stations had been installed so we could hear them as they told their stories. Alongside the open-air exhibition, 

3D video projections using archive footage were displayed each evening after dark, and the on-site festival 

pavilions hosted a program of readings, concerts and discussions about the events of 1989-90 and its legacy. 

At the Gethsemane Church in Prenzlauer Berg, where the opposition had formed in the autumn of 1989, we 

read the stories of a vigil for political prisoners that, over four days in early October, went from 30 people to 

3,000 as courage grew and the possibility of change became palpable. At Alexanderplatz we heard the stories 

of some of the hundreds of thousands who flocked to the square on the 4th of November, the largest 

demonstration in the history of the German Democratic Republic, and we watched as images flashed up on 
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the buildings around us, the voice of East German writer Stefan Heym echoing across the famous square once 

more. 

There is a power to knowing an individual name whose story is part of a wider history, and there is a power in 

hearing such stories of people and events in the places where they happened. 

At Schlossplatz, where Marx and Engels still look over the river, we followed the story of the first elections of 

the GDR as images were projected onto the facade of the unfinished Humboldt Forum. This museum project 

sits in the reconstructed Royal Palace, built to replace the demolished Palast der Republik, home of the East 

German parliament, that in turn had been built on the site of the original Royal Palace, demolished after the 

Second World War. Sometimes the layers of history in Berlin make your head spin. 

The stories continued at the Brandenburg Gate, where the dramatic night of the 9th of November 1989 was 

remembered, and over in the West of the city, on the Kurfürstendamm where, 30 years ago, the horns of a 

thousand Trabants resounded along the boulevard having crossed the border for the very first time. The main 

instruments of repression, and how the people took control of them, were explored at the former headquarters 

of the Ministry for State Security, otherwise known as the Stasi. And at the East Side Gallery, the longest 

remaining stretch of the Berlin Wall, the story of how this symbol of a repressive regime came to be a symbol 

of humanity through the different murals painted on the concrete surface, but also the debates of what was to 

follow, from the privatization process in the reunified country to the rise of the radical right in the years after 

the Wall came down. 

The exhibitions were simple yet powerful, offering the chance to reflect not only on the stories of the past but 

also the legacy of those events 30 years ago. At the Gethsemane Church it was a shock to come face to face 

with photographs of East German Neo-Nazis, who were already making their influence felt in the GDR in the 

1980s and whose wave of violence in the 1990s and 2000s would lead the period becoming known as the 

“baseball bat years.” At Schlossplatz there was a recognition that many of those civil rights activists who led 

the opposition movement in East Germany, often at great personal risk, found themselves sidelined by events 

as their calls for reform and change were drowned out by the demands for reunification. And at the East Side 

Gallery, the story of an art project was also a reflection on what reunification meant for the city of Berlin, the 

collapse of East German industry and the tensions unleashed by the historical process. 

* 

These tensions remain very present and very real, and perhaps explains why the 30th anniversary of the fall of 

the Berlin Wall felt somewhat different to those other anniversaries I have experienced in the city since I 

moved here in 2002. This time around there seemed to be less of a celebratory atmosphere in the air, despite 

the impressive range of events taking place to mark the occasion. Perhaps it is the current political situation 

we find ourselves in, or perhaps it was simply the weather, as the 9th of November dawned as a day of gray 

clouds and near-constant drizzle. Although it was hard to put my finger on it, it felt, to my mind at least, like 

an anniversary that was less euphoric and more reflective. 

I felt this not only at the open-air exhibitions of “Stories & Places” but also as attempted to follow the wave of 

documentaries, articles, commentary pieces and more that crashed down during the week of the anniversary, 

both in Germany and beyond. One of the key moments of the events of 1989 that has long been commented 

on is the moment when the cry of the opposition shifted from “Wir sind das Volk” (We are the people, aimed 

https://www.zeit.de/gesellschaft/2019-11/neo-nazis-youth-east-germany-after-berlin-wall-english
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at those who claimed to be representing them) to “Wir sind ein Volk” (We are one people, a call for 

reunification). It was a moment where the coming together of West and East supposedly became inevitable. 

But three decades on, it is clear that this process is far from complete. The German government’s annual 

reunification report, published in September 2019, showed that although progress had been made attitudes 

were, if anything, hardening. Some 57 percent of citizens in the former East Germany saw themselves as 

second-class citizens, while only 38 percent saw reunification as a success, down to only 20 percent of the 

under-40s. 

At the same time, the anniversary played out following strong showings in three separate state elections in the 

former East for the right wing populist Alternative für Deutschland (AfD) party. In the newspaper Die Zeit, 

the connection was made between the rise of the radical right in the generation that grew up around and in the 

aftermath of the fall of the Berlin Wall, as documented at both the Gethsemane Church and the East Side 

Gallery, and the AfD vote today: “In the recent state election in Thuringia, older voters were less likely to 

vote for the right-wing populists. It was mostly the 18 to 55 year olds who cast their ballots for the AfD.” 

I came out of the anniversary weekend, after the walks, workshops, exhibitions and media coverage, thinking 

as much about the contemporary Germany I call home as the events of 30 years ago. It is a reminder again of 

why history is important, and why it cannot be boxed off. I have long believed that it is not only important to 

understand how and why things happened, but how they connect to what we are experiencing today. The 

history is the starting point for the discussion, and as we enter the period between the anniversary of the fall of 

the Berlin Wall and 30 years since reunification, on the 3rd of October 2020, the legacy of those events needs 

to be at the center of our debates if we are to be able, as Stefan Zweig wrote, to think about the future. I also 

came out of the weekend ever more convinced as to the power of places to be witnesses to the stories of the 

past, to help us make those connections and begin the process of meeting the challenges we have already 

started to face. 

 

Paul Scraton 

Paul Scraton is the editor-in-chief of Elsewhere: A Journal of Place and the author of Ghosts on the Shore: 

Travels along Germany's Baltic Coast (Influx Press). His debut novel Built on Sand was published by Influx 

in 2019. He lives in Berlin. 

 

https://lithub.com/how-berlin-reckons-with-its-past-each-and-every-day/  

https://lithub.com/author/paulscraton/
https://lithub.com/how-berlin-reckons-with-its-past-each-and-every-day/
https://lithub.com/author/paulscraton/
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Reading pathways: charles portis 

 

LIBERTY HARDY02-19-20 

In honor of the memory of Charles Portis, we are running my Reading Pathway as it ran in Book Riot’s Start 

Here, Vol. 2, published in 2013. Portis, 86, passed away on Monday, February 17. He was, in my opinion, 

one of the greatest authors to ever live. Portis was not prolific, but his work was exceptional. And even 

though he and I never met, I will miss him immensely. 

TRUE GRIT (1968) 

 

Charles Portis was born in El Dorado, Arkansas, in 1933. His writing career began in college when he worked 

as a reporter before enlisting in the Marines. He served during the Korean War, and after his discharge, he 

went back to school and received a degree in journalism. Portis has served as the London bureau chief of 

the New York Herald-Tribune and a writer for The New Yorker. He is best known for his novel True 

Grit (1968), arguably the greatest western ever written, which was adapted as a film in both 1969 and 2010. 

https://bookriot.com/author/
https://bookriot.com/2014/02/13/start-here-volume-2-now-available/
https://bookriot.com/2014/02/13/start-here-volume-2-now-available/
https://arktimes.com/arkansas-blog/2020/02/17/novelist-charles-portis-dies-at-86
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/159020459X/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=159020459X
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/159020459X/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=159020459X
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On the Male American Authors Reclusivity Scale (which is something I just made up) he slightly edges out 

Cormac McCarthy and Larry McMurtry, and falls in behind Thomas Pynchon. 

If slow and steady wins the race, give Charles Portis all the awards. Portis is a master of satire, a comedic 

genius with an eye for detail. That’s not to say his books aren’t serious, just that he manages to find the humor 

in entirely plausible situations before breaking your heart. Just like…what’s that thing? Oh yeah. Real life. In 

what I find the most accurate statement about Portis, the writer Roy Blount Jr. said, “Charles Portis could be 

Cormac McCarthy if he wanted to, but he’d rather be funny.”  

Since the publication of his first novel, Norwood, in 1966, there have been only four more published novels, 

the last in 1991. Could it be that Portis stopped finding the humor in the world? With his 80th birthday just a 

few months away, chances are we’ve got all the books from Charles Portis that he wants to give us. But then, 

how many other authors could benefit from “less is more” when it comes to releasing novels? (Spoiler: 

Truckloads.) Here are what I think are the three books to best show you the breadth of Portis’s oeuvre. 

While tempted to suggest saving the best for last, True Grit is so simple in its brilliance, the least convoluted 

of his novels, that it is perfect for Portis beginners. And for readers who are skeptical of westerns, forget that 

label, “western”: This is the story of a daughter who wants to avenge the murder of her father. It’s a Greek 

tragedy, with spurs. 

NORWOOD (1966) 

 

Looking for revenge after her father is murdered by his farmhand, Tom Cheney, headstrong 14-year-old 

Mattie Ross employs Rooster Cogburn, a hard-drinking, one-eyed U.S. Marshal with a reputation for being 

the toughest gunslinger around. Mattie isn’t willing to just send Rooster off with her money in search of 

Cheney: she insists on accompanying him on the journey to keep him on task (and from stealing her money.) 

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0879517034/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0879517034
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0879517034/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0879517034
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Also along for the trip is a Texas Ranger named LaBoeuf, who has been tracking Cheney for many months. 

Despite the seriousness of murder and revenge, this is practically a buddy cop story. What struck me 

about True Grit the first time I read it is how funny it is. In my opinion, neither of the films has fully captured 

just how brilliant this book is. The dialogue is so sharp, it’ll cut your brain. I mean that in a good way. And 

speaking of awesome dialogue, that brings me to the next book. 

Portis’s first novel kicks off what is to be a central theme in all his books: the road trip. In each of his books, 

the central character embarks on a quest, even if it’s a small one, in which they encounter colorful characters 

and danger. 

In Norwood, it’s ex-Marine Norwood Pratt. Giving you a description of the book almost feels wrong, because 

there are so many strange and wonderful aspects, they seem best served as a surprise. But here goes: Norwood 

is hired by sketchy Grady Fring (The Kredit King) to drive an Oldsmobile from Texas to New York City. 

Along the way he meets the second-shortest midget in show business; a woman who steals his heart; and a 

college-educated chicken. (The story of a man falling in love with the second-shortest college-educated 

chicken is another book entirely. I think John Irving wrote it.) 

Fans of Elmore Leonard and George V. Higgins will love Norwood the best out of all of Portis’s books. Did I 

say True Grit was his best? I take it back. It’s Norwood. Definitely Norwood. And like True Grit, it was also 

made into a film, in 1970, starring Glenn Campbell and…wait for it…football legend Joe Namath. 

MASTERS OF ATLANTIS (1985) 

Okay, really, this is the best Portis book. It is his most absurd and hilarious, and also his smartest. It centers 

around the Gnomon Society, a fraternal order leading their lives according to text from a book supposedly 

from the lost city of Atlantis. 

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1585670219/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1585670219
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1585670219/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1585670219
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Lamar Jimmerson is given the book by a shady character while serving in World War I, and finding 

inspiration is its text, spends his life trying to spread the word. As the order grows, so does the absurdity. 

Jimmerson’s trusty sidekick, Austin Popper, steals the book with his crazy exploits and his talking bluejay, 

Squanto. 

Popper pretty much ruins everything he touches without anyone around him realizing what is actually 

happening. I find Masters of Atlantis to be Portis’s most Vonnegut-esque, and even a bit Kafkaesque. 

(Unsolicited recommendation: Readers who love Masters of Atlantis should check out The Teleportation 

Accident by Ned Beauman.) 

 

There are only two more published Portis novels: The Dog of the South (1979) about a jilted husband who 

drives to Mexico in search of his wife, and Gringos (1991) about an American living the easy lifestyle in 

Mexico. If I was absolutely forced to choose, Gringos would be the one I least recommend, and by least 

recommend, I mean I would still suggest you read it, because you should sop up every bit of Portis that you 

can. They’re all wonderful. 

Bonus Round: For those of you who are now hooked on Portis, or are rabid fans already, there is Escape 

Velocity: A Charles Portis Miscellany edited by Jay Jennings (2013), a collection of essays, short fiction, and 

even a play. (I recommend the paperback edition, as it includes another story not found in the hardcover.) And 

there’s also a great article online by Charles McGrath called The Elusive Charles Portis, Author of ‘True 

Grit’, which touches on his cult author status. And Donna Tartt wrote a fantastic afterword in a recent edition 

of True Grit—worth tracking down. Okay, really, I’ll shut up now. 

 

https://bookriot.com/2020/02/19/charles-portis-books/  

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1620400235/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1620400235
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1620400235/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1620400235
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1585679313/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1585679313
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1585670936/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1585670936
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1935106503/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1935106503
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1935106503/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1935106503
https://www.nytimes.com/2010/12/20/books/20portis.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2010/12/20/books/20portis.html
https://bookriot.com/2020/02/19/charles-portis-books/
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Shape of the universe: could it be curved, not flat? 

Author: Eleonora Di Valentino is a postdoctoral researcher in astrophysics, University of Manchester 

Dark matter and gas in the universe. There may be more dark matter than we think. 

Illustris, CC BY-SA 

  

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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No matter how elegant your theory is, experimental data will have the last word. Observations of the 

retrograde motion of the planets were fundamental to the Copernican revolution, in which the sun replaced 

Earth at the centre of the solar system. And the unusual orbit of Mercury provided a spectacular 

confirmation of the theory of general relativity. In fact, our entire understanding of the universe is built on 

observed, unexpected anomalies. 

Now our new paper, published in Nature Astronomy, has come to a conclusion that may unleash a crisis in 

cosmology – if confirmed. We show that the shape of the universe may actually be curved rather than flat, as 

previously thought – with a probability larger than 99%. In a curved universe, no matter which direction you 

travel in, you will end up at the starting point – just like on a sphere. Though the universe has four 

dimensions, including time. 

The result was based on recent measurements of the Cosmic Microwave Background, the light left over from 

the Big Bang, collected by the Planck Satellite. According to Albert Einstein’s theory of general relativity, 

mass warps space and time around it. As a result, light rays take an apparent turn around a massive object 

rather than travelling in a straight line – an effect known as gravitational lensing. 

The Cosmic Microwave Background temperature fluctuations from the seven-year WMAP data over the sky. 

NASA/WMAP 

There is much more such lensing in the Planck data than there should be, which means the universe could 

contain more dark matter – an invisible and unknown substance – than we think. In our study, we showed that 

a closed universe can provide a physical explanation to this effect, because it is able to host a lot more dark 

matter than a flat universe. Such a universe is perfectly compatible with general relativity. 

Major headache 

https://theconversation.com/how-einsteins-general-theory-of-relativity-killed-off-common-sense-physics-50042
https://theconversation.com/how-einsteins-general-theory-of-relativity-killed-off-common-sense-physics-50042
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41550-019-0906-9?utm_campaign=MultipleJournals_USG_ASTRO&utm_source=Nature_community&utm_medium=Community_sites&utm_content=BenJoh-Nature-MultipleJournals-Astronomy_and_Astrophysics-Global
https://theconversation.com/the-cmb-how-an-accidental-discovery-became-the-key-to-understanding-the-universe-45126
https://sci.esa.int/web/planck
https://theconversation.com/how-einsteins-general-theory-of-relativity-killed-off-common-sense-physics-50042
https://theconversation.com/how-we-managed-what-einstein-thought-was-impossible-and-used-his-theory-to-weigh-a-star-79050
https://theconversation.com/from-machos-to-wimps-meet-the-top-five-candidates-for-dark-matter-51516
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Not all cosmologists are convinced by a closed universe though – previous studies have suggested the cosmos 

is indeed flat. And if a spherical universe is a solution to the lensing anomaly, then we have to deal with 

several significant consequences. First of all, we have to revise a fundamental cornerstone of cosmology – the 

theory of cosmological inflation. Inflation describes the first instants after the Big Bang, predicting a period of 

exponential expansion for the primordial universe. 

Possible shapes of the universe: top one is curved and closed, as suggested in the new study. 

wikipedia 

 

The theory was developed over the past 40 years to explain why distant parts of the universe look the same 

and have the same temperature, when they are too far apart to ever have been in contact. Inflation solves the 

problem because it means that far-flung regions of the universe would once have been connected. But the 

https://map.gsfc.nasa.gov/universe/uni_matter.html
https://map.gsfc.nasa.gov/universe/uni_matter.html
https://www.space.com/25075-cosmic-inflation-universe-expansion-big-bang-infographic.html
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period of rapid expansion that hurled these regions apart is also thought to have also brought the universe to 

flatness with exquisite precision. 

If the universe is closed, standard inflation is in trouble. And that means we lose our standard explanation for 

why the universe has the structure it has. 

Once we assume that the universe is curved, the Planck data is essentially in disagreement with all other 

datasets. This all boils down to a real crisis for cosmology, as we say in our paper. For these reasons, 

cosmologists are cautious – and many of them prefer to attribute the results to a statistical fluke that will 

resolve when new data from future experiments are available. 

Could we be wrong? 

It is certainly possible that we turn out to be wrong. But there is one main reason, in our opinion, why this 

anomaly should not be merely discarded. In particle physics, a discovery should reach an accuracy of at least 

five “sigmas” to be accepted by the community. Here we are slightly above three sigmas, so we are clearly 

below this acceptance level. But while the standard model of particle physics is based on known and proven 

physics, the standard cosmological model is based on unknown physics. 

Perhaps not? 

coldcreation, CC BY-SA 

At the moment, the physical evidence for the three pillars of cosmology – dark matter, dark energy (which 

causes the universe to expand at an accelerated rate) and inflation – comes solely from cosmology. Their 

existence can explain many astrophysical observations. 

https://physicstoday.scitation.org/doi/full/10.1063/PT.3.3789
https://physicstoday.scitation.org/doi/full/10.1063/PT.3.3789
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/4.0/
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But they are not expected either in the standard model of particle physics that governs the universe on the 

smallest scales or in the theory of general relativity that operates on the large scales. Instead, these substances 

belong to the area of unknown physics. Nobody has ever seen either dark matter, dark energy or inflation – in 

the laboratory or elsewhere. 

So while an anomaly in particle physics can be regarded as a hint that we may need to invent completely new 

physics, an anomaly in cosmology should be regarded as the only way we have to shed light on completely 

unknown physics. 

Therefore, the most interesting result of our paper is not that the universe appears to be curved rather than flat, 

but the fact that it may force us to rearrange the pieces of the cosmic puzzle in a completely different way. 

  

  

  

This article is republished from The Conversation under a Creative Commons license. Original article. 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2019/12/09/shape-of-the-universe-could-it-be-curved-not-

flat/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Ma

pping+Ignorance%29  

http://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/shape-of-the-universe-could-it-be-curved-not-flat-126721
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/12/09/shape-of-the-universe-could-it-be-curved-not-flat/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/12/09/shape-of-the-universe-could-it-be-curved-not-flat/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/12/09/shape-of-the-universe-could-it-be-curved-not-flat/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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An Inquiry 

by Anton Chekhov 

 

Rouble note, 1938 

IT was midday. Voldyrev, a tall, thick-set country gentleman with a cropped head and prominent eyes, took 

off his overcoat, mopped his brow with his silk handkerchief, and somewhat diffidently went into the 

government office. There they were scratching away. . . . 

"Where can I make an inquiry here?" he said, addressing a porter who was bringing a trayful of glasses from 

the furthest recesses of the office. "I have to make an inquiry here and to take a copy of a resolution of the 

Council." 

"That way please! To that one sitting near the window!" said the porter, indicating with the tray the furthest 

window. Voldyrev coughed and went towards the window; there, at a green table spotted like typhus, was 

sitting a young man with his hair standing up in four tufts on his head, with a long pimply nose, and a long 

faded uniform. He was writing, thrusting his long nose into the papers. A fly was walking about near his right 

nostril, and he was continually stretching out his lower lip and blowing under his nose, which gave his face an 

extremely care-worn expression. 

"May I make an inquiry about my case here . . . of you? My name is Voldyrev, and, by the way, I have to take 

a copy of the resolution of the Council of the second of March." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov
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The clerk dipped his pen in the ink and looked to see if he had got too much on it. Having satisfied himself 

that the pen would not make a blot, he began scribbling away. His lip was thrust out, but it was no longer 

necessary to blow: the fly had settled on his ear. 

"Can I make an inquiry here?" Voldyrev repeated a minute later, "my name is Voldyrev, I am a landowner. . . 

." 

"Ivan Alexeitch!" the clerk shouted into the air as though he had not observed Voldyrev, "will you tell the 

merchant Yalikov when he comes to sign the copy of the complaint lodged with the police! I've told him a 

thousand times!" 

"I have come in reference to my lawsuit with the heirs of Princess Gugulin," muttered Voldyrev. "The case is 

well known. I earnestly beg you to attend to me." 

Still failing to observe Voldyrev, the clerk caught the fly on his lip, looked at it attentively and flung it away. 

The country gentleman coughed and blew his nose loudly on his checked pocket handkerchief. But this was 

no use either. He was still unheard. The silence lasted for two minutes. Voldyrev took a rouble note from his 

pocket and laid it on an open book before the clerk. The clerk wrinkled up his forehead, drew the book 

towards him with an anxious air and closed it. 

"A little inquiry. . . . I want only to find out on what grounds the heirs of Princess Gugulin. . . . May I trouble 

you?" 

The clerk, absorbed in his own thoughts, got up and, scratching his elbow, went to a cupboard for something. 

Returning a minute later to his table he became absorbed in the book again: another rouble note was lying 

upon it. 

"I will trouble you for one minute only. . . . I have only to make an inquiry." 

The clerk did not hear, he had begun copying something. 

Voldyrev frowned and looked hopelessly at the whole scribbling brotherhood. 

"They write!" he thought, sighing. "They write, the devil take them entirely!" 

He walked away from the table and stopped in the middle of the room, his hands hanging hopelessly at his 

sides. The porter, passing again with glasses, probably noticed the helpless expression of his face, for he went 

close up to him and asked him in a low voice: 

"Well? Have you inquired?" 

"I've inquired, but he wouldn't speak to me." 

"You give him three roubles," whispered the porter. 
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"I've given him two already." 

"Give him another." 

Voldyrev went back to the table and laid a green note on the open book. 

The clerk drew the book towards him again and began turning over the leaves, and all at once, as though by 

chance, lifted his eyes to Voldyrev. His nose began to shine, turned red, and wrinkled up in a grin. 

"Ah . . . what do you want?" he asked. 

"I want to make an inquiry in reference to my case. . . . My name is Voldyrev." 

"With pleasure! The Gugulin case, isn't it? Very good. What is it then exactly?" 

Voldyrev explained his business. 

The clerk became as lively as though he were whirled round by a hurricane. He gave the necessary 

information, arranged for a copy to be made, gave the petitioner a chair, and all in one instant. He even spoke 

about the weather and asked after the harvest. And when Voldyrev went away he accompanied him down the 

stairs, smiling affably and respectfully, and looking as though he were ready any minute to fall on his face 

before the gentleman. Voldyrev for some reason felt uncomfortable, and in obedience to some inward impulse 

he took a rouble out of his pocket and gave it to the clerk. And the latter kept bowing and smiling, and took 

the rouble like a conjuror, so that it seemed to flash through the air. 

"Well, what people!" thought the country gentleman as he went out into the street, and he stopped and 

mopped his brow with his handkerchief. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/an-inquiry  

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/an-inquiry
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Success is Counted Sweetest 

by Emily Dickinson 

 

Success is Counted Sweetest is one of less than a dozen poems published during her lifetime, this one 

anonymously in 1864 in the Brooklyn Daily Union. Dickinson's sister found over eighteen hundred poems 

after her death, most of which were published posthumously. 

 

 

Success is counted sweetest 

By those who ne'er succeed. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/emily-dickinson
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To comprehend a nectar 

Requires sorest need. 

 

Not one of all the purple host 

Who took the flag today 

Can tell the definition, 

So clear, of victory. 

 

As he, defeated, dying, 

On whose forbidden ear 

The distant strains of triumph 

Break agonized and clear! 

 

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

  

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


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

28 

 

VIA YALE UNIVERSITY PRESS 

Tight Breeches and Loose Gowns: Going Deep on the Fashion of Jane Austen 

Hilary Davidson Takes Us Through Regency Style 

By Hilary Davidson 

 

The early 19th century in Britain can be slippery to characterize. The 18th century springs into being in 

history books with robust Enlightenment vigor. After the Revolutionary period, 1775–93, the Western world 

changed. How do we define the particularity of this time, where the end of the “long” 18th century blurs into 

the beginning of the “long” 19th century? Regency people are Georgians, but are they also proto-Victorians? 

Might they be Romantics or Classicists? The temporal definition remains the Prince of Wales’s Regency, 

1811–20, which coincides with Austen’s publication period of 1811-17. The Regency is a flexible concept, a 

summary of the early 19th century sometimes starting at the French Revolution, sometimes finishing at 

Victoria’s accession in 1837—a transitional period that redefined clothing norms and shaped the 19th-century 

world. For clothing I define my “long Regency” as 1795 to c. 1825—from when waistlines began to rise until 

soon after the Regent became George IV. Henceforth, “Regency” refers to this rough quarter century unless 

otherwise specified. 

The Regency is defined by strong clothing narratives. The French embraced Anglomania, waistlines rose and 

dresses turned white and flimsy, ornamented with fripperies borrowed from other times and cultures. 

Women’s heads retreated into bonnets; their bosoms were newly defined and uplifted. Men transformed 

Classicism into a focus on the athletic body. Their muscular thighs sprang into pale, defined relief by contrast 

https://yalebooks.yale.edu/book/9780300218725/dress-age-jane-austen
https://lithub.com/author/hilarydavidson1/
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with their broad, wool-clad shoulders. Disrupted from the Continent by war and blockade, British fashion 

embraced French style, after Napoleon’s final defeat in 1815, to succumb to a new tide of romantic influence, 

before George III obligingly departed and turned the Prince of Wales into George IV. 

Several long-lasting, major clothing changes emerged. Trousers replaced knee-breeches in the male wardrobe. 

Women’s stays retreated into underwear, never seen again in respectable society. Front-opening gowns, 

established for a century, became back-opening gowns. Cotton overtook linen as the plain fabric of choice. 

Embellished display disappeared from male dress, replaced by sombre surfaces emphasizing the lines of good 

tailoring. British-manufactured textiles finally started surpassing desirable imported Asian cloths such as 

muslin, and made cheaper dress accessories more readily available to ordinary consumers. 
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Like many fashion histories, this work emphasizes the clothing of the middling and upper classes, “partly 

because the dress of the middle classes reflects one of the most influential elements of British society at the 

time,” but also because Jane Austen’s life and works sit so neatly there. Upper-echelon clothing has received 

a disproportionate amount of attention as the Regency’s aesthetic bastion and aspirational destination, 
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although recent scholarship on dress of the lower sorts is changing this. While my discussion ranges from 

court to courtyard, its attention is closest at the genteel center, the middling sorts and upper gentry, who 

owned land or were engaged in professional trades. It also concerns the people who lived and worked with 

them, the aristocracy they looked up to, and the laborers supporting their lifestyles. Austen gives us an 

excellent entrée into the complexity and social implications of gentry clothing systems of her time. 

An 1824 review praised Austen’s skill in envisioning “the inmates of the cottage, the farm-house, the manse, 

the mansion-house, and the castle [and] my lady’s saloon too,” “sketches of that sober, orderly, small-town 

parsonage, sort of society in which she herself had spent her life.” She was born the seventh child and second 

daughter of Cassandra Austen (née Leigh, 1739-1827) in the parsonage at Steventon, Hampshire, in 1775, 

where her father, the Reverend George Austen (1731-1805), had the living. Her brothers were James (1765-

1819), George (1766-1838), Edward (1767-1852), Henry (1771-1850), Francis (“Frank,” 1774-1865), and 

Charles, who followed her (1779-1852). 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Jane was devoted to her older sister Cassandra (1773-1845) from childhood, and the pair were unusually 

close, especially after Cassandra’s fiancé died in 1797. Neither ever married. From her early teens, Austen 

entertained her literate, lively family with hilarious short fiction and boisterous histories, now collected as 

the Juvenilia (1787-93). She began drafts of some of her later published novels in the late 1790s. 

In 1800 George Austen retired and moved his womenfolk to Bath, where they lived until his unexpected death 

in 1805. Austen began The Watsons there c.1 804 but never completed it. Mrs. Austen and the girls moved 

around, living in rented accommodation and then with Frank’s family in Southampton until, in 1809, 

Edward—who had been adopted by wealthy childless cousins and took their surname Knight in 1812—

offered his relatives Chawton Cottage, part of his Hampshire estate. Austen lived the rest of her life there until 

her death from a long (and unidentified) illness in July 1817, aged 41. 

Four novels were published (anonymously) in her lifetime: Sense and Sensibility (1811), Pride and 

Prejudice (1813), Mansfield Park (1814) and Emma (1815). Persuasion was published posthumously in 1817, 

in a set with a revised version of her first completed novel, now called Northanger Abbey, and a note 

revealing her authorship. Austen drafted the incomplete manuscript now called Sanditon before her death. Of 

the estimated 3,000 letters she wrote in her lifetime, 161 survive, mostly to Cassandra, plus miscellaneous 

poems, plans and incidental writings. 

The family was never wealthy. The Revd Austen did not save much of his annual income of about £600, and 

after his death the women relied on small inheritances and financial support from the brothers to survive, 

meaning that the sisters were always careful about money, and small sums mattered. Earnings from her 

writing eased Austen’s worries somewhat—notably £140 from Sense and Sensibility—and totaled £684 13s. 

in her lifetime. She invested much of this to bring her an additional £30 per year. Being of genteel birth, 

Austen had social constraints on her money, such as charity and paying for letters received. Her budget for 

1807 shows that, of her £50 15s. 6d. for the year, more than £4, or roughly a month’s income, was spent on 

parcels and letters, though the principal expense was £13 19s. 3d. for “Cloathes & Pocket,” vital to 

maintaining the appearance of her gentility. Of her actual dress, the only known survivals are a pelisse, a 

shawl, a topaz cross, a turquoise ring, and a turquoise bracelet. 
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In person, Austen was tall and slender to the point of thinness, with naturally curling brown hair, round pink 

cheeks and bright eyes. Written references to her appearance have a range of opinions about her 

attractiveness, but she appears not to have been thought plain. Cassandra painted the only two securely 

identified portraits of the author: a full-face watercolor the family did not consider a good likeness and a full-

length back view of her sitting outside. Other contenders for images of Austen are the Rice portrait in oils on 

canvas, the Byrne portrait by an anonymous artist, the watercolor from the album of the Revd James Stanier 

Clarke, and a black paper silhouette. Discussion around these pictures is extensive and often contested. 

The traditional critiques applied to Austen’s writing have been that she ignores big history, meaning the 

charged political situations and theaters of war unfolding all over Europe, summarized by the complaint that 
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“At the height of political and industrial revolution, Miss Austen composes novels almost extra-territorial to 

history,” although scholars regularly challenge this view. A twenty-first-century critic asserts that Austen 

“keeps historical reference to a bare minimum,” yet writes two sentences earlier about her descriptions of 

“volatile social formation as the English landed gentry of the early 19th century interlocked with an 

acquisitive high bourgeois society”—history references equally important to the emergent 19th century and its 

dress. 

Ironically in an age of growing material consumerism, Austen’s fictional references to dress generally decline 

as her publications advance. The Watsons (1804-5) and Northanger Abbey (1803) are replete with minutiae of 

clothing, and discussions of it—a “striking preoccupation with the world of goods,” where later she “learns to 

pinpoint her characters” possessions more exactly.” Conversely, the fewer details attract greater significance 

as Austen’s skills improve. When the author mentions an article of clothing or a piece of textile, the reader 

must pay close attention, as it tells us something about the action or character, helping us to understand her 

works by exploring the cultural code underlying such specificity. Behind the scenes in the letters, however, 

Austen despaired of and delighted in the niceties of getting and wearing dress as much as the next person. 

Dress in fiction relies on readers’ shared experience of normality, and understanding of social and sartorial 

conventions. 

Dress in fiction relies on readers’ shared experience of normality, and understanding of social and sartorial 

conventions. The design of garments, and how they look when worn, is nearly always missing from the 

“’literary mirror’ when held up to nature; it is a pre-existing image assumed by the author to be familiar to the 

reader.” Therefore, if the text is scrupulously realized, as with Austen, fiction can become a medium for 

reconstructing clothing. While there is a caution in using fiction as evidence for historical research, Austen is 

a particularly alert historical writer. Indeed: “Austen as an historian of her time . . . [is] an important but 

frequently overlooked feature of her practice as a novelist.” The same writer continues: 

the novelist’s status as an historical agent is ultimately indivisible from the history in her writing . . . Partly in 

consequence of the extended interval during which . . . Austen’s narratives gradually became history, reality 

and temporality are admixed so that Austen’s status as an historian of the everyday turns out to be an 

unusually precise description of her achievement. 

Austen’s contemporary readers recognized this. During her life and immediately afterwards, the reality of her 

created worlds impressed others who had lived through the same time. “Most Novellists fail & betray 

themselves in attempting to describe familiar scenes in high Life . . . here it is quite different. Everything is 

natural, & the situations & incidents are told in a manner which clearly evinces the Writer to belong to the 

Society whose manners she so ably delineates,” wrote one Austen acquaintance about Mansfield Park. In the 

year after the novelist’s death, an unknown critic wrote that 

Her characters, her incidents, her sentiments are obviously all drawn exclusively from experience . . . she 

seems to have no other object in view, than simply to paint some of the scenes which she has herself seen, and 

which every one, indeed, may witness daily . . . She seems to be describing such people as meet together 

every night, in every respectable house in London . . . Her merit consists altogether in her remarkable talent 

for observation. . . in recording the customs and manners of commonplace people in the commonplace 

intercourse of life. 
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People who read Austen and knew the times she wrote in considered her true to life, natural, accurate and 

observant—an excellent ground for studying “commonplace,” albeit respectable, dress of her time. 

Juliette Wells emphasizes that the more nearly people’s important qualities in representational fiction 

approach the universal, the better the fiction is judged to be, so clothing, their historically determined 

appearance, is less relevant. But clothing, perceived by its wearers and observers as part of characters’ 

identity, creates half the physical self. In fiction as in life, “the dressed body is a fleshy, phenomenological 

entity that is so much a part of our experience of the social world, so thoroughly embedded within the micro-

dynamics of social order, as to be entirely taken for granted.” Presenting how and why people took what for 

granted in their clothing is the work of dress history, especially as historical bodies are so bound up in our 

perceptions of their dressed bodies. How Austen’s contemporaries saw people wearing clothes is not the same 

as how we see them retrospectively. 

 

 To the Regency observer in London’s streets a Frenchman stood out immediately, as did an English miss 

strolling in the Tuileries to Parisians. The dandy seeking perfect fit found it in a tighter jacket than any 

gentleman now would tolerate, while visible shoulder blades and upper arms could constitute scandalous 

female nakedness. Throughout, I have sought what was “entirely taken for granted” in dress during Austen’s 

lifetime and re-read her writings in the context of how she and her audience would have understood the 

clothed Regency body. 
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How Austen’s contemporaries saw people wearing clothes is not the same as how we see them 

retrospectively. 

Observations of “the long and continuing battles for the posthumous body of Jane Austen,” played out among 

her biographers, “continually being torn into parts and put back together again,” are apt for this work. If 

“whatever had most to do with [Austen’s] bodily life is hardest to track down,” then the clothing of her age’s 

various imaginary and real bodies has not been paid enough attention in its own context. Even before the 

spate of 1990s screen adaptations, a 1970 article regretted that “For the public at large, and even . . . for some 

serious historians . . . the past seems to remain a Never-Never Land in which . . . the heroines of even Jane 

Austen’s novels are scantily draped in damped muslin.” I question such Regency dress mythologies wherever 

possible. 

Adapted from Dress in the Age of Jane Austen: Regency Fashion, by 

Hilary Davidson, published by Yale University Press. Copyright © 2019 Yale University Press. Reprinted by 

permission of Yale University Press. 

clothingfashionHilary DavidsonJane AustenRegency YearsYale University Press 

 

The “heritage” Austen relies on presenting Regency fashions as part of the display of period objects 

authenticating the narrative space. I recognize that in popular culture “Regency England becomes a timeless, 

mythological place called Austenshire,” dominated by the flickering light of cinema bedazzling audiences 

with all its “bonnets and carriages and parks and starched pinnies, and Colin Firth and Alan Rickman striding 

about in ruffled shirts and shiny boots.” The modern bodies of actresses portraying Austen heroines “evoke, 

through carriage, gestures and attitude, a late 20th-century Western female corporeality” enacting “history as 

the present in costume” and an assertive physicality appealing to modern viewers. No actor will ever wear his 

tight jacket and breeches with the unthinking ease of the Regency gentleman, who knew no other clothed 

https://yalebooks.yale.edu/book/9780300218725/dress-age-jane-austen
https://lithub.com/tag/clothing/
https://lithub.com/tag/fashion/
https://lithub.com/tag/hilary-davidson/
https://lithub.com/tag/jane-austen/
https://lithub.com/tag/regency-years/
https://lithub.com/tag/yale-university-press/
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experience. The weather requirements of filming costume dramas bias screen audiences towards an endless-

summer view of Regency dress, according well with muslins and parasols. 

“In any search for Jane Austen,” as Emily Auerbach cautions, “we must break free of dear Aunt Jane . . . We 

must strip off those ruffles and ringlets added to her portrait, restore the deleted fleas and bad breath to her 

letters, and meet Jane Austen’s sharp, uncompromising gaze head on.” In dress terms the “ruffles and 

ringlets” are the fashion-plate, screen idealizations of Regency dress, and the “fleas and bad breath” are 

prosaic flannel underwear, stockings darned into lumps, and muddy, manure-coated streets. However, filmed 

Austen can suggest the lived effect of clothes in her lifetime, “of interest . . . as objects of desire in their own 

right.” If readers, re-enactors, curators, collectors, writers and designers now desire Regency clothing, the 

screen has shaped their vision. 

____________________________ 

 

 

 

Hilary Davidson 

Hilary Davidson is a dress and textile historian based between Britain and Australia, and an Honorary 

Associate at the University of Sydney. She has curated, lectured, broadcast and published extensively in her 

field. 

 

https://lithub.com/tight-breeches-and-loose-gowns-going-deep-on-the-fashion-of-jane-austen/ 

  

https://lithub.com/author/hilarydavidson1/
https://lithub.com/tight-breeches-and-loose-gowns-going-deep-on-the-fashion-of-jane-austen/
https://lithub.com/author/hilarydavidson1/
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We’re Living in a Post-Antibiotic World 

A new CDC report warns: “Stop referring to a coming post-antibiotic era—it’s already here.” Contrast that to 

a 1944 article on the promise of penicillin. 

 

Molecular model of Penicillin by Dorothy Hodgkin, c.1945 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Liz Tracey 

On November 13, the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC) released a 148-page report on 

antibiotic resistance in the U.S., and the threat it poses to us. It presents a stark view of the current state of the 

“war on germs”: old organisms have gained resistance, benign organisms are becoming infectious, few new 

antibiotics are entering the research pipeline, and the time between a new drug being released and resistance 

developing can be short (for some, a year or less.) The foreword does not mince words: “Stop referring to a 

coming post-antibiotic era — it’s already here.” 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Molecular_model_of_Penicillin_by_Dorothy_Hodgkin_(9663803982).jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/liz-tracey/
https://www.cdc.gov/drugresistance/pdf/threats-report/2019-ar-threats-report-508.pdf
https://www.cdc.gov/drugresistance/pdf/threats-report/2019-ar-threats-report-508.pdf
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“Stop referring to a coming post-antibiotic era — it’s already here.” 

U.S. Center for Disease Control 

Contrast this with an article published in The American Scholar in 1944, where Jane Stafford recounts the 

history of penicillin and its then-new promise. At that time, it was still being used mostly in military hospitals, 

as well as civilian facilities that would act as research sites where the safety of the antibiotic, as well as what 

infections it might be effective against, could be assessed. How penicillin worked (by stopping the growth of 

the bacterial cell wall) wasn’t yet known, just that it seemed to be a “miracle drug” that could prevent untold 

deaths due to infections. 

However, even then the optimism brought by the dawn of the “antibiotic age” was tempered with caution: 

Penicillin… has stimulated the search for other antibiotics[…]. From such knowledge should come not only 

new weapons for fighting germs, but better, more rational use of those we already have. 

When Stafford’s article was published, there were still many classes of antibiotic to be found. But as of June 

2019, of the 42 drugs in development, only 11 are new classes or work differently than existing drugs. The 

rest are simply different iterations of what we already have, which can mean organisms may already know 

how to defeat them (or will evolve the means to do it quickly). As pharmaceutical companies see little profit 

motive in researching new antibiotics, the pipeline may grow even slimmer. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

The human element in antibiotic resistance cannot be overstated—it’s our overuse and misuse that drives the 

arms race between us and these organisms, and while there may be some promise in old and new non-drug 

strategies (phage therapy and CRISPR are examples) the costs, potential side effects and limited scopes make 

them more of a costly last resort than the “new penicillin” we might hope for. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world/?utm_term=were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-

world&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-

On+Software&utm_medium=email  

https://daily.jstor.org/were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world/?utm_term=were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41206781?mag=were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41206781?mag=were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.nature.com/articles/521402a
https://www.nature.com/articles/521402a
https://daily.jstor.org/were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world/?utm_term=were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world/?utm_term=were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world/?utm_term=were-living-in-a-post-antibiotic-world&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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How to Save a Dying Language 

The Hawaiian language nearly went extinct. Now it’s being taught in dozens of immersion schools. 

ALIA WONG 

SOLOMON ENOS 

Editor's Note: In the next five years, most of America’s most experienced teachers will retire. The Baby 

Boomers are leaving behind a nation of more novice educators. In 1988, a teacher most commonly had 15 

years of experience. Less than three decades later, that number had fallen to just three years leading a 

classroom. The Atlantic’s “On Teaching” project is crisscrossing the country to talk to veteran educators. This 

story is the ninth in our series. 

The orphan was surveying the sea from atop a lava-rock shrine when he saw them—omens that looked just as 

his uncle, a kahuna, had foretold. There was a flock of airborne stingrays amid a series of towers, all hovering 

over a forest floating above the surface. 

The orphan sounded the alarm as soon as the apparition materialized, just as the kahuna had instructed. But 

then the boy’s curiosity got the best of him. He ran down to the shore and immediately began swimming. And 

as he swam he realized: It wasn’t divine intervention—at least, not directly. Rather, what he saw as an omen 

was a massive, man-made object. And inside that object were actual men, who saw the boy in the water and 

called to him, inviting him aboard. 

The perfect present for your favorite curious mind. 

https://www.theatlantic.com/author/alia-wong/
http://www.solomonenos.com/
https://www.gse.upenn.edu/news/press-releases/richard-ingersoll-updates-landmark-study-american-teaching-force-now-covering-3
https://www.gse.upenn.edu/news/press-releases/richard-ingersoll-updates-landmark-study-american-teaching-force-now-covering-3
http://www.theatlantic.com/education/category/teaching-education-history/
https://www.smithsonianmag.com/travel/six-sacred-sites-of-hawaii-272451/?page=4
http://www.coffeetimes.com/henry.htm
https://konahistorical.org/mailes-meanderings/hikiau-heiau-written-in-stone
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Give a year’s worth of ideas and insights, starting at less than $1 per week. 

 

Give The Atlantic 

The boy found himself among American sailors on a commercial seafaring expedition, one that eventually 

took him thousands of miles away, to Connecticut. That’s where the boy stayed until he died from typhus a 

decade later, in 1818, just as he was preparing to finally return to his island home. 

Kaipo‘i Kelling, a longtime educator who teaches fifth and sixth graders at one of Hawaii’s several dozen 

Hawaiian-language immersion schools, told me this mo‘olelo—“story,” “legend,” “history”—because he 

wanted to make a point. Hawaii is still witnessing the ripple effects of this fateful moment two centuries ago. 

The merchant seamen from the United States whom the boy encountered, coupled with the wave of American 

missionaries who followed that ship, fundamentally altered the Hawaiian way of life, nearly destroying the 

Hawaiian language along the way. In fact, it’s a miracle the language survived at all after what happened in 

Honolulu in 1893. 

 

In January of that year, a group of businessmen backed by the American ambassador overthrew Hawaii’s 

monarchy, laying the groundwork for annexation to the United States. The territorial 

government established English as the only official language. From then on, people caught speaking 

Hawaiian faced severe social ostracism. 

The English-only law had an immediate chilling effect that prevented subsequent generations of Native 

Hawaiians from learning their linguistic ancestry. Preannexation, Native Hawaiians were some of the world’s 

most gifted communicators, with centuries of history and culture bound to an oral tradition. The arrival of 

missionaries had by the mid-1800s brought the printed word, and led to the creation of a slew of Hawaiian-

language newspapers—or nūpepa. According to a write-up by Kamehameha Schools, by 1834, more than 

nine in 10 Hawaiians were literate, up from close to zero percent just a dozen years prior. 

Read: De-stigmatizing Hawaii’s creole language 

https://adclick.g.doubleclick.net/pcs/click%3Fxai%3DAKAOjstDuKdXR1795SJKTlIniA7wYot77rT6xUNxlEDJCG--BjWFlr2XXKw932b40CGxkIr8qtWX2IE1_CNY1HEskazB9mZ2R6Tq0J1ZUEqZW3o3EMJjX6TYSiDyfHnX7SX4hjQSMYORnY2ByNl4WTTQheK-Lgk16-62hBJh_FoCcAkXPdz-Ej0XZrNA_U2zAdLXcyec9I0jR90zrKdJBpv_k21tbZZJrjWnsbObJf-J6U5vTcK1PSEZjjOXRCYt2KL9rx10V7gT_hPJdMLmqSW5EoMl7GF55M-JMg%26sig%3DCg0ArKJSzKip3rxkhSCUEAE%26urlfix%3D1%26adurl%3Dhttps:/accounts.theatlantic.com/products/gift/?source=house-promo
https://www.courant.com/news/connecticut/hc-xpm-1993-07-16-0000007271-story.html
https://www.hawaiinewsnow.com/story/38006499/hawaiian-word-of-the-day-moolelo/
https://www.theatlantic.com/notes/2015/09/remembering-the-nation-of-hawaii/408190/
https://www.theatlantic.com/notes/2015/09/remembering-the-nation-of-hawaii/408190/
http://www.hawaiipublicschools.org/TeachingAndLearning/StudentLearning/HawaiianEducation/Pages/History-of-the-Hawaiian-Education-program.aspx
http://nupepa.org/
https://apps.ksbe.edu/kaiwakiloumoku/node/606
https://www.theatlantic.com/education/archive/2015/11/hawaiian-pidgin-recognized/416883/
https://adclick.g.doubleclick.net/pcs/click?xai=AKAOjstDuKdXR1795SJKTlIniA7wYot77rT6xUNxlEDJCG--BjWFlr2XXKw932b40CGxkIr8qtWX2IE1_CNY1HEskazB9mZ2R6Tq0J1ZUEqZW3o3EMJjX6TYSiDyfHnX7SX4hjQSMYORnY2ByNl4WTTQheK-Lgk16-62hBJh_FoCcAkXPdz-Ej0XZrNA_U2zAdLXcyec9I0jR90zrKdJBpv_k21tbZZJrjWnsbObJf-J6U5vTcK1PSEZjjOXRCYt2KL9rx10V7gT_hPJdMLmqSW5EoMl7GF55M-JMg&sig=Cg0ArKJSzKip3rxkhSCUEAE&urlfix=1&adurl=https:/accounts.theatlantic.com/products/gift/?source=house-promo
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But as literacy rose, other aspects of Hawaiian culture receded—including the kapu  system of governance, 

which enforced strict social rules; the low-fat, nutrient-rich diet; the kapa-bark clothing; and the hula as a 

sacred form of cultural and spiritual expression. This was not the first time Hawaiians had experienced loss at 

this scale. A century before the overthrow, British explorers brought diseases that decimated the Native 

Hawaiian population. By the time Hawaii became a state, in 1959, the Hawaiian language had lost a critical 

mass of native speakers. According to one study, fewer than 30 students were studying Hawaiian at the 

University of Hawai‘i’s flagship campus during the school year that began in 1960. Other indigenous 

languages were undergoing their own protracted deaths—roughly 230 of them went extinct at some point 

between 1950 and 2010. In the ’60s, estimates suggest that fewer than 2,000 people could speak Hawaiian 

fluently, and just a few dozen of them were children. 

But then something remarkable happened. An unlikely Hawaiian renaissance blossomed in the ’60s and into 

the ’70s, initially driven by artists who sought to reclaim traditional music and dance. Ironically, the rise of 

Hawaii’s tourism industry, spurred by advances in aviation, helped support this renaissance, because visitors 

wanted to experience Hawaiian culture. Tiki bars and commercialized luaus were a poor substitute for what 

was lost in the overthrow, but the appropriation of Hawaiianness allowed the authentic aspects of Hawaiian 

life to creep back in. Then, in 1978, the state of Hawaii held a constitutional convention, prompted in part by 

questions about land rights and a return of Native Hawaiian sovereignty. Among other measures aimed at 

improving natives’ well-being, the convention made Hawaiian an official language for the first time since the 

kingdom had fallen. 

This move enabled the beginnings of the modern-day Hawaiian-immersion movement—the one Kelling, the 

educator, is now striving to advance. Activists “knew that raising children in an environment where Hawaiian 

was the ordinary language of interaction was central to the survival of the language,” reads a historical 

overview of ‘Aha Pūnana Leo, a leading Hawaiian-immersion organization that founded its first early-

education program on Kaua‘i in the mid-’80s. Later, Pūnana Leo launched a preschool out of downtown 

Honolulu’s historic schoolhouse and church—whose surrounding graveyard memorializes missionaries and 

plantation tycoons, and where Kelling began his teaching career in the early ’90s. Today, Pūnana Leo—

whose name translates into “nest of voices”—comprises 12 programs across the state. 

Once the Pūnana Leo movement took off, a network of activists set its sights on rescinding the Hawaiian-

language prohibition in public schools, which remained codified in the constitution (even if it wasn’t enforced 

in practice). “The most significant language initiative has been the development of Hawaiian immersion 

preschool and K-12 education,” two UH scholars wrote in a 1997 analysis, because “this is potentially a way 

of reversing the decline of fluent young speakers.” Today, roughly two dozen of Hawaii’s public schools 

teach exclusively in Hawaiian, about a third of them charters. 

The number of Hawaiian speakers in the state is now 18,000, roughly half of them fluent. 

 

“So what’s the forest?” Kelling asked me, returning to the mo‘olelo about the orphan. We were leaning on a 

table in his classroom at Ke Kula ‘o Samuel M. Kamakau, a Hawaiian-immersion charter school on O‘ahu 

whose campus is tucked amid wetlands and ancient fishponds in a region separated from Honolulu by a 

prehistoric volcano’s sprawling remains. The 48-year-old teacher, wearing a backwards hat and rubber 

slippers (known outside of Hawaii as the more onomatopoeic “flip-flops”), reached to a table nearby. He 

grabbed some drawings his students recently made, sliding them in front of me. “What are the stingrays?” 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/20704579?seq=1
http://ulukau.org/elib/collect/hulili04/index/assoc/D0.dir/doc261.pdf
https://memory.loc.gov/diglib/legacies/loc.afc.afc-legacies.200002884/
https://www.hawaiimagazine.com/content/rediscovering-art-form-hawaiian-kapa
https://www2.hawaii.edu/~donaghy/eng/call1997.html
http://www.unesco.org/new/en/culture/themes/endangered-languages/atlas-of-languages-in-danger/
https://www.google.com/url?q=https://www.npr.org/sections/codeswitch/2019/06/22/452551172/the-hawaiian-language-nearly-died-a-radio-show-sparked-its-revival&sa=D&ust=1575909426340000&usg=AFQjCNGVptdkgn2qW4Fx31e84P-ZqubgkA
https://www.google.com/url?q=https://www.nytimes.com/1985/09/22/us/hawaiians-fear-loss-of-the-native-language.html&sa=D&ust=1575909426341000&usg=AFQjCNGfVTKbY5N-fpikIA0EgEMYkRuJfw
https://web.archive.org/web/20080905143456/http:/www.kanehulafestival.com/Uncle%20George%20Pictures.htm
https://www.npr.org/templates/transcript/transcript.php?storyId=574985965
https://ledkaapana.com/about/
http://www.hawaiihistory.org/index.cfm?PageID=346
https://www.culturalsurvival.org/publications/cultural-survival-quarterly/struggle-hawaiian-sovereignty-introduction
https://www.culturalsurvival.org/publications/cultural-survival-quarterly/struggle-hawaiian-sovereignty-introduction
http://www.hawaiipublicschools.org/TeachingAndLearning/StudentLearning/HawaiianEducation/Pages/Hawaiian-language-immersion-schools.aspx
https://www.civilbeat.org/projects/learning-hilo/
https://www.nbcnews.com/news/asian-america/hawaiian-language-pidgin-data-revealed-new-u-s-census-bureau-n495006
https://www.uhfoundation.org/saving-hawaiian-language
https://www.hawaiimagazine.com/content/upgrade-your-rubber-slippers-these-local-labels
https://www.hawaiimagazine.com/content/upgrade-your-rubber-slippers-these-local-labels
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If it wasn’t already obvious, the kids’ waxy, vibrant illustrations made the answer undeniable. “It’s the haole 

people coming,” I responded. Haole, as in “outsider” or “foreigner.” 

 

A  drawing by one of Kelling’s students portraying the haole people’s arrival. (Courtesy of Kaipo‘i Kelling) 

In New Haven, Connecticut, 5,000 miles from Hawaii, the boy found his way to a stairwell at Yale University 

and started to cry, Kelling said, grieving his island home. Other versions of the mo‘olelo suggest that the boy 

was also mourning something else—his inability to receive an education like the one being offered to the 

students around him. 

I realized I didn’t even know who the boy was, so I asked. 

Kelling’s smirk stretched into a grin. He’d been anticipating this question. “Hold on,” he responded. “We’re 

getting to him.” 

Turns out, this was the point in the mo‘olelo at which his students, too, had wrapped up their most recent 

lesson in class. “The kids don’t know it yet,” Kelling continued, “but this is the boy that’s gonna put their 

language into letters.” 

http://wehewehe.org/gsdl2.85/cgi-bin/hdict?e=q-11000-00---off-0hdict--00-1----0-10-0---0---0direct-10-ED--4--textpukuielbert%2ctextmamaka-----0-1l--11-en-Zz-1---Zz-1-home-haole--00-3-1-00-0--4----0-0-11-00-0utfZz-8-00&a=d&d=D3012
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Kelling taps into traditional Hawaiian techniques of instruction by incorporating mo‘olelo into virtually every 

one of his fifth- and sixth-grade lessons for an array of subjects, from social studies to science. Furthermore, 

he typically shares these mo‘olelo orally, often spreading a story’s plot over several days or even weeks of 

instruction. And after describing the designated scene, Kelling usually has each of his students draw it—

however he or she interprets it. 

This approach, Kelling told me, has all kinds of benefits. For one, it reclaims customs that Western 

assimilation sought to phase out. Mo‘olelo, traditionally, were told aloud; repeating this process, for Kelling, 

creates a visceral appreciation for that history in students who may otherwise be detached from it, humanizing 

the stakes. “Language is the soul of the people,” Kelling said—it’s not just for communicating, but also for 

understanding and feeling and remembering. 

Experiential-learning techniques such as these have been found to promote memory and motivation. Kelling 

focuses on students’ cultural identity, leveraging his personal experience of growing up in a school system 

that downplayed the Hawaiian language and failed to engage him in his education. 

 

https://www.hawaiinewsnow.com/story/38006499/hawaiian-word-of-the-day-moolelo/
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/full/10.1177/1053825916676190
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/full/10.1177/1053825916685737
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A drawing by one of Kelling’s students depicting the mo‘olelo about the boy. (Courtesy of Kaipo‘i Kelling) 

The reliance on storytelling bolsters his teaching, too. “We come to understand sorrow or love or joy or 

indecision in particularly rich ways through the characters and incidents we become familiar with in novels or 

plays,” wrote Kathy Carter, a University of Arizona education scholar who studies teaching and language, in a 

1993 paper for Educational Researcher. “This richness and nuance cannot be expressed in definitions, 

statements of fact, or abstract propositions. It can only be demonstrated or evoked through story.” Studies also 

show that culture-based education can increase students’ self-confidence, self-esteem, and resiliency—skills 

that may have pronounced value for indigenous youth. Native Hawaiians are disproportionately poor: 

Roughly 14 percent of Hawaii residents who identify as Native Hawaiian live in poverty, according to 2017 

data, compared with less than 10 percent for the state population as a whole. They also experience higher than 

average rates of teen pregnancy, substance abuse, and suicide. 

An immersion student writes an assignment in Hawaiian about Kamehameha III, who became king in 

1825 at the age of 10 and helped advance Hawaii’s literacy movement. (Courtesy of Kaipo’i Kelling) 

 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/1177300?seq=1#page_scan_tab_contents
http://www.ksbe.edu/_assets/spi/pdfs/reports/cbe/A_Brief_Overview_of_Culture-Based_Education_v3.pdf
http://www.ksbe.edu/_assets/spi/pdfs/CBE_relationship_to_student_outcomes.pdf
https://www.civilbeat.org/2018/09/poverty-persists-among-hawaiians-despite-low-unemployment/
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Ultimately, it’s hard to compare the educational merits of Hawaiian-immersion schools with those of their 

traditional K–12 counterparts. Too many factors are at play. One of the big issues, several of the people whom 

I interviewed for this story told me, is the failure of conventional academic standards to acknowledge 

indigenous worldviews. But for Kelling and other immersion advocates, that doesn’t matter. In just a few 

decades, immersion schools have helped Native Hawaiians to reclaim their language. 

Kelling's students display their science projects. The black poster board alludes to Mauna Kea’s 

controversial Thirty Meter Telescope. (Courtesy of Kaipo‘i Kelling) 

 

Kelling didn’t appreciate the language until relatively late in life. Raised in a working-class neighborhood 

near Pearl Harbor, Kelling liked “climbing trees and stuff” as a kid and was obsessed with surfing as a teen. 

He didn’t speak a lick of Hawaiian. Perhaps thanks to the constitutional ban, which was lifted just as Kelling 

was making his way through adolescence, he would’ve struggled to learn it even if he tried. After enrolling at 

the University of Hawai‘i, he eventually decided to major in Hawaiian. It was through this degree program 

that he started teaching at Pūnana Leo’s downtown Honolulu preschool. These early teaching experiences 

exposed Kelling firsthand to the consequences of linguistic and cultural erasure; he was overwhelmed with a 

sense of urgency. 

                                 
The late Edward Ka’anana, a native Hawaiian speaker whose "language was something I wanted to emulate," 

Kelling says. (Courtesy of Kaipo‘i Kelling) 
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And it was largely through mo‘olelo that he came to this revelation. Mo‘o refers to the small green lizards 

found throughout the islands, but according to some analyses it also means “succession,” “trajectory”—an 

allusion to the lizard’s skeleton, the way the vertebrae connect piece by piece. ʻŌlelo means “language,” 

speech.” Mo‘olelo, then, is the succession of talk or language, and it’s how Native Hawaiians communicated 

and spread knowledge before the islands were infiltrated by the outsiders who would eventually destroy their 

kingdom. 

In his classroom, Kelling motioned toward a patchwork of faces in the middle of the back wall. Each of the 

people displayed on this board represents a major development in the Hawaiian language’s trajectory, he told 

me. “Everything we talk about in this literacy nation—this legacy—it all begins with the boy,” he said, 

gesturing to the artifacts that symbolize Hawaii’s printing press and its powerful monarchy. “I didn’t tell them 

his name yet—and that’s on purpose. I want them to know the story and then the name.” 

 

The boy’s name was Henry ‘Ōpūkahaʻia. He spent his early days in New Haven sleeping in the horse stables 

and working odd jobs, observing the scholars around him. Finally, ‘Ōpūkahaʻia’s curiosity caught the 

attention of Yale’s president, who provided the boy with a tutor (and later made him the first student at a 

nearby private school aimed at evangelizing young, indigenous men). Through the Bible, ‘Ōpūkahaʻia learned 

how to read and write, becoming one of the first known Native Hawaiians to convert to Christianity. He rose 

in prominence among local Protestant leaders, and by the time he turned 26, he’d been asked to join their 

1818 mission to the islands and help proselytize his new faith.    

Read: Madame Pele’s grip on Hawaii 

Of course, ‘Ōpūkahaʻia would never go back to the Pacific. He died on the eve of his long-awaited 

homecoming, so close to his scheduled departure that his booklet with the Hawaiian alphabet—one he’d 

created himself, extrapolating from English—was already packed up, sitting on the docks. But others shared 

his vision of bringing the written word to Hawaii’s people. While ‘Ōpūkahaʻia was in Connecticut, King 

Kamehameha II, who’d already learned the English alphabet, was on a mission to infuse the kingdom with 

literacy—to empower it with a robust network of schools and a prolific printing press. He let the missionaries 

stay in exchange for their commitment to teaching the Hawaiian people how to read and write. And there’s a 

http://www.kumukahi.org/units/na_kanaka/kaaike/moolelo
http://www.cornwallhistoricalsociety.org/exhibits/foreign_mission_school.html
https://www.theatlantic.com/science/archive/2018/05/madame-peles-grip-on-hawaii/560102/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

47 

good chance Ōpūkahaʻia’s orthography did in fact find its way to Hawaii—by way of the missionaries who 

knew him. 

They spread the Gospel some, but mostly they helped enable the king’s literacy crusade. A mass-produced 

spelling book was first published in 1822, and within a few months thousands of copies had been printed; by 

1829, the number had soared to 120,000. The number of schoolhouses soared, too—to roughly 1,000 by the 

end of that decade. “Our kūpuna [elders] sunk their teeth into reading and writing like a tiger shark,” notes a 

post by Kamehameha Schools, “and would not let go.” 

Nearly two centuries later, the remarkable rise of Hawaii’s immersion schools is a testament to that 

fortitude—onipa‘a, as a Hawaiian queen once put it. That queen, Lydia Liliʻuokalani, was her sovereign 

nation’s last leader. “E ‘onipa‘a i ka ‘imi na‘auao,” she proclaimed as she watched her kingdom dissolve. “Be 

steadfast in the seeking of knowledge.” 

 

This article is part of our project “On Teaching,” which is supported by grants from the William and Flora 

Hewlett Foundation, the Spencer Foundation, the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation, and the Panta Rhea 

Foundation. 

We want to hear what you think about this article. Submit a letter to the editor or write to 

letters@theatlantic.com. 

 

ALIA WONG is a staff writer at The Atlantic, where she covers education and families. 
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https://www.theatlantic.com/education/archive/2019/12/how-hawaiian-language-was-saved-

extinction/603097/ 

https://www.hawaiinewsnow.com/story/36117767/hawaiian-word-of-the-day-onipaa/
https://www.theatlantic.com/contact/letters/
https://www.theatlantic.com/author/alia-wong/
https://www.theatlantic.com/education/archive/2019/12/how-hawaiian-language-was-saved-extinction/603097/
https://www.theatlantic.com/education/archive/2019/12/how-hawaiian-language-was-saved-extinction/603097/
https://www.theatlantic.com/author/alia-wong/
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Excited-state aromaticity 

DIPC   

We usually take for granted that aromaticity is something that belongs to the ground state of a molecule; but 

the fact is that nothing forbids aromaticity appearing in an excited state. In the same way that molecular 

properties are largely affected by the ground-state aromaticity, excited-state aromaticity can guide the 

understanding of excited-state processes, the associated photochemistry, and, ultimately, will provide the 

tools for the development of novel functional materials. 

Annulenes are organic hydrocarbons that have molecules containing simple single rings of carbon atoms 

linked by alternating single and double bonds. Such compounds have even numbers of carbon atoms. The 

simplest one is benzene, C6H6. Higher annulenes are usually referred to by the number of carbon atoms in the 

ring, as in [10]-annulene, C10H10. 

You could expect that all annulenes are aromatic, like benzene, but that is not the case. Recall that aromaticity 

– the fact that all bonds are the same length intermediate between single and double C-C bonds – arise 

because the electrons in the π-orbitals are delocalized over the ring, giving an extra stabilization energy. The 

condition for such delocalization is that a compound should have a planar ring with (4n+2) pi electrons – this 

is known as the Hückel rule. Thus, [10]-annulene has (4n+2) pi electrons with n = 2, but is not aromatic 

because it is not planar. Aromaticity plays a key role in the understanding of molecular properties and 

chemical reactions due to its effects on the energy of the molecule. 

A modification of the molecule usually results in changes in both the ground and the excited states. For 

revealing the effect of excited-state aromaticity, a modulation of aromaticity in the excited state is a 

prerequisite. Hence, in order to understand the aromaticity effects in the excited states, electronic effects that 

solely appear in the excited states without perturbing the ground-state nature are essential. Taking this into 

consideration, excited-state charge transfer processes, a shift of π-electron density between specific π-

conjugated moieties in the excited states, can be a very effective approach to modulate the aromaticity only in 

the excited states. 

Now, a team of researchers has focused 1 on an π-conjugated oligomer composed of a central 1,6-

methano[10]annulene (M10A) and two 5-dicyanomethyl-thiophene (DT) peripheries in exo geometry. This 

compound (TMTQ) is an acceptor-donor-acceptor system, and the team has investigated a two-electron 

transfer process dominantly stabilized by an aromatization in the low-energy excited state. 

In TMTQ, the DT units serve as electron acceptors due to the strong electron-withdrawing nature of the 

dicyanomethylene groups. On the other hand, the non-aromatic core annulene of TMTQ, due to its highly 

distorted and quinoidal structure, facilitates M10A to act as an electron donor. This acceptor-donor-acceptor 

segmentation of TMTQ is an ideal configuration to promote excited-state intramolecular charge transfer 

processes. 

Along the symmetric acceptor-donor-acceptor geometry, it is expected that the intramolecular charge transfer 

process gives rise to a shift of two π-electrons from M10A to DT units. Based on Baird’s rule – a reversal of 

ground-state aromaticity in the excited triplet state – this can lead to an aromatization of the core annulene in 

M10A by a change of its 10π electrons in the ground state into 8π electrons in the charge transfer (CT) state.  

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/12/12/excited-state-aromaticity/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6434-1
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The authors demonstrate that the aromatization of TMTQ in the excited state is induced by the intramolecular 

charge transfer process, as it is directly and quantitatively observed using optical spectroscopic measurements. 

This suggests that the control and modulation of photoinduced charge-separation mechanisms can be one of 

the most effective approaches to control the excited-state aromaticity. 

This observation gives a comprehensive understanding of the effect of excited-state aromaticity, which will 

provide crucial insights into the application of excited-state aromaticity for the design of functional 

photoactive materials. 

  

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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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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Can Crops’ Wild Relatives Save Troubled Agriculture? 

Cultivating a limited number of crops reduced the genetic diversity of plants, endangering harvests. Seed 

collectors hope to fix it by finding the plants’ wild cousins. 

 

 Photo by Shakeel Ahmad Jatoi 

By: Lela Nargi 

In September 2017, when temperatures in Pakistan’s Gilgit-Baltistan region were mild and the thick snow 

blankets that block passage around the Himalayas later in the season were a still-distant threat, Sadar U. 

Siddiqui and his companions trekked up through the mountains on a mission to find a wild variety of 

chickpea. Back in Islamabad, he’d visited the National Herbarium and gotten a good look at the plant species 

called Medicago sativa subsp. falcata that had sickle-shaped fruit and thin, spiky leaves. If the plant was 

somewhere out there on the precipitously rocky slopes, Siddiqui, Genebank curator of Pakistan’s Plant 

Genetic Resources Program (PGRP), had yet to find evidence of it. 

One day, though, driving along “no roads, only dangerous jeep tracks” as the afternoon waned, Siddiqui and 

his companions spotted a goat “finding something to eat,” he says. That something was Medicago sativa 

subsp. falcata. The goat had ravaged the shrubby clump of plants until all that remained were a few pods and 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/lela-nargi/
http://www.parc.gov.pk/index.php/en/research-divisions/social-sciences/128-narc/pgri/plant-genetic-resources-program/578-pgrp-achievements
http://www.parc.gov.pk/index.php/en/research-divisions/social-sciences/128-narc/pgri/plant-genetic-resources-program/578-pgrp-achievements
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leaves. Siddiqui and his companions—taxonomist Amir Sultan and biologist Shakeel Ahmad Jatoi—chased 

the animal off. They poured seed from two or three of the remaining pods into paper sacks and counted 

themselves lucky. Jatoi had gone on a similar expedition to Balochistan and had found, rather 

than Octhochloa compressa and other species, “A housing colony, cemented roads, and not a single plant,” 

says Siddiqui. 

Were these efforts enough to ensure longterm global food security in the face of climactic upheaval? 

Siddiqui’s efforts ran parallel to those of seed collectors from 24 developing countries in Europe, Africa, 

Asia, and the Americas, who have spent the last several years in a race against ravenous livestock, habitat 

loss, and the effects of climate change as they search for wild relatives of crops vital to human diets. The 

endeavor, called Crop Wild Relatives Project (CWRP) and overseen by the Crop Trust in Bonn and Kew’s 

Millennium Seed Bank (MSB) outside London, has three phases. Phase one was a gap analysis to identify 

what critical seeds were missing in gene banks in certain regions. Phase two, which Siddiqui took part in, 

entailed seed collecting and distribution to international gene banks. Phase three, currently ongoing, focuses 

on pre-breeding—identifying desirable characteristics in those collected wild seeds. 

As phase three begins, the question is: Were these efforts enough to ensure longterm global food security in 

the face of climactic upheaval? 

The Tilt toward Genetic Erosion 

For all the evident diversity in your supermarket shopping cart, agriculture has a dirty secret hidden in plain 

sight. Only nine crops out of a 120 cultivated worldwide supply three-quarters of the energy we get from 

plant-based foods. A mere three crops—wheat, rice, and maize—supply half of that, according to the UN’s 

Food and Agriculture Organization (FAO). By comparison, when our ancestors began to transition from a 

hunter-gatherer lifestyle to agriculture some 13,000 years ago, they were eating thousands of different plants. 

Once upon a not-so-distant time, there was also much greater variety in the species of seeds that produced our 

wheat, rice, and maize. Wheat is the main staple crop in Pakistan, which once grew hundreds of varieties of it. 

That number has dwindled to 95. Almost all the remaining varieties of wheat were genetically modified to be 

high-yield and disease-resistant monocultures, and to grow with chemical inputs. This story repeats in many 

countries—China had 10,000 varieties of wheat in 1949, but only 1,000 in 1970, and considerably fewer now. 

Chickpeas, barley, lentils, sorghum, pigeonpeas, carrots, apples, millet, alfalfa, sweet potatoes, and rye have 

all been whittled down to a handful of mostly-engineered species. They’re controlled by massive international 

agrochemical conglomerates: Dow/Dupont, ChemChina/Syngenta, Bayer/Monsanto. 
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This precipitous drop in diversity began in the 1950s and ‘60s, during the Green Revolution. Confronted with 

a burgeoning global population, governments worked furiously to ramp up crop production in order to feed 

more people. A super-productive rice breed called IR8, for example, was hailed as a “miracle seed” and 

credited with staving off starvation in India, even producing enough for export; traditional rice varietals were 

then abandoned in its favor. 

Crop-by-crop, country-by-country, we’ve achieved a worldwide homogeneity—and “genetic erosion.” It’s a 

massive threat to food security, according to a paper published in 2014 by the National Academy of 

Sciences that was co-written by Hannes Dempewolf, Crop Trust’s senior scientist. In the words of Indian 

environmental activist Vandana Shiva, we’ve hit a state of “seed emergency.” 

Crop monocultures that rely on chemical inputs are destructive to soil, water, air, and biodiversity, says the 

Union of Concerned Scientists. Reduced crop diversity is also bad for human health, and has been linked to 

upticks in conditions of “over-nourishment” like diabetes and obesity. Agriculture is already experiencing 

negative impacts from climate change—floods, droughts, extreme temperature fluctuations, earlier or later 

growing seasons, soil erosion, decreased pest and disease resilience, reduced nutritional value of crops. That 

makes this global monoculture of monocultures, all created from the same genetic building blocks, a few 

perfect storms or floods or fires away from being wiped out. Our commercial crops lack resistance, and 

there’s not enough genetic diversity in the seeds we’ve got left to cultivate new strains to fight new battles on 

our fields. 

This is where crop wild relatives, which geneticist Jack Harlan credited with standing “between us and 

catastrophic starvation on a scale we cannot imagine,” come in. If we can collect enough wild seeds before 

the goats eat them all, we might regain the diversity we need to develop hardy crops, locally, that can weather 

whatever future hardships are in store on our rapidly morphing planet. 

Why Crop Wild Relatives? 

During phase two’s collecting years, CWRP expeditions yielded 4,644 collections, from 371 species and 28 

crop gene pools. Some of these are already being pre-bred in their countries of origin; scientists are 

determining their particular traits and developing germplasm—living genetic material—that can be used to 

create resilient hybrids. (Notably, not all modified crops are engineered to be, say, Roundup-ready; 

individual farmers have been selectively breeding seeds to tap their useful properties for millennia.) 

Under the International Treaty for Plant Genetic Resources for Food and Agriculture, signatory countries and 

gene banks agree to freely share seeds to improve crops. Companies making commercialized hybrids from 

these resources must contribute a portion of profits “to promote sustainable farming or conservation of genetic 

diversity” in developing countries, according to Science News. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.7249/mg161rc.11?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://uknowledge.uky.edu/upk_environmental_sciences/5/
http://www.fao.org/3/x0262e/x0262e02.htm
https://www.jstor.org/stable/23770973?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://www.jstor.org/stable/23770973?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://www.ucsusa.org/resources/hidden-costs-industrial-agriculture
https://www.ucsusa.org/resources/hidden-costs-industrial-agriculture
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41480667?seq=1#metadata_info_tab_contents?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41480667?seq=1#metadata_info_tab_contents?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://www.jstor.org/stable/25434347?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://www.jstor.org/stable/44214697?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://www.jstor.org/stable/44214697?mag=can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture
https://gizmodo.com/not-all-gmo-plants-are-created-equal-1697200939
http://www.fao.org/3/a-i0510e.pdf
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Photograph by Shakeel Ahmad Jatoi 

In joining the CWRP, Pakistan “stood out compared to other countries in how the project [got] a conversation 

going about the importance of crop wild relatives,” says Dempewolf. “It stimulated a national movement to 

conserve and collect material and use it in pre-breeding.” Over two years, Siddiqui and his team bolstered 

Pakistan’s depleted seed bank collections with 2 million wild seeds from 32 species of 18 crops. 

The effort was fraught with challenges on multiple fronts, though. Siddiqui’s gene bank staff is comprised 

largely of a shifting cast of temp workers; teaching them basic protocols—like how to not mislabel 

materials—is an ongoing struggle. The vehicles at his disposal for collecting expeditions (they continue to 

collect seeds on their own) are prone to breakdowns and his state funders “think it’s luxurious for government 

servants to buy a double-cab 4-wheel-drive car that can [make it] into the mountains, and not get stuck in 

sand,” he says. 

Help came in various forms from the CWRP. Siddiqui and Jatoi, along with another researcher, travelled to 

the Millennium Seed Bank for training in seed processing, handling, germination, and viability testing. MSB 

also compiled a Pakistan-specific collecting guide that provided taxonomical details, info on where plants 

have historically been found, and when they bloom. Says Kew’s CWRP coordinator Christopher Cockel, such 

guides “are valuable so you don’t waste so much time going out on speculative trips.” 

Siddiqui did find the guide helpful, even though its accuracy could be hobbled by unexpected variables. 

“Sometimes we couldn’t [collect] seed because they’d matured earlier than expected, and sometimes we 
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found drought conditions [and no seed],” he says. Sometimes, enthusiastic locals unwittingly sent him on long 

wild goose chases. 

Still, the team managed to collect Pakistan’s first-ever wild rice specimen, Oryza coarctata, in a delta near the 

Arabian Sea. “It was the end of the season and we were not sure we could find anything,” he says. But there 

the panicles stood in brackish water amid the tides, being munched by buffalo, with what Siddiqui feels sure 

is a salt-tolerant gene “that will be very important for us” as sea levels rise. Not least because, as a new study 

out of the University of Minnesota found, in developing countries like Pakistan, crop yields are already 

plummeting and hunger is inching upward. 

Next Steps 

Two-thirds of Oryza coarctata and all the seed Siddiqui collected were sent back to MSB. It stores ideally, 

10,000 per species and sends about 100 on to crop-specific gene banks. Cereals go to the International Center 

for Agriculture Research in the Dry Areas (ICARDA), apples, carrots, and peas to the USDA, and bananas to 

KU Leuven in Belgium—because the world’s banana experts are based there, says Cockel. The gene banks 

grow out the seeds to actively regenerate them, providing them with enough to work with. Collections of 

these new lines of seed, which inevitably lose some of their wild traits when regenerated, are sent to 

the Global Seed Vault in Svalbard, for additional backup. 

A seed-counting machine. Photograph by Shakeel Ahmad Jatoi 

https://theconversation.com/climate-change-is-affecting-crop-yields-and-reducing-global-food-supplies-118897
https://theconversation.com/climate-change-is-affecting-crop-yields-and-reducing-global-food-supplies-118897
https://www.seedvault.no/
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One-third of Siddiqui’s collected seed remains in Pakistan. The National Institute for Biotechnology and 

Genetic Engineering in Faisalbad has started pre-breeding a chickpea wild relative; Sargodha University in 

Punjab is pre-breeding Daucus carota carota, a wild carrot relative. It can take a decade or longer to get them 

to a point where they can be crossed with modern varieties from there. 

What Siddiqui really wants is a pre-breeding lab of his own, to make up for “gaps in our knowledge of how to 

use crop wild relatives effectively.” He’s got his eye on an x-ray machine like one he trained on at MSB, to 

determine if seed contain intact embryos that can germinate; and a hyper-efficient Austrian cooling system 

that uses only 1 kilowatt of energy to keep an entire stored seed collection at optimum temperature. 

The collection phase of the CWRP is over. But Siddiqui’s ongoing 12 expeditions a year target, not just wild 

relatives, but indigenous heirloom varieties grown by small farmers who “continue to play a key role in 

maintaining biological diversity,” according to FAO. A new accession now growing in PGRP’s botanical 

garden is a primitive wheat landrace found in Balochistan that contains twice the world average of zinc and 

iron. 

Some critics of the CWRP fear the likes of Bayer/Monsanto using crop wild relatives to usher in a new era of 

chemical-dependent monocultures. “Rescuing seeds… has effectively configured a ‘use pipeline’ to guide 

genetic resources away from the farming communities and toward breeders and biotechnologists, whose craft 

is strongly shaped by private sector interests in sellable seed,” writes Maywa Montenegro 

in Gastronomica. And although the Plant Treaty stipulates that genetic materials from wild relatives can’t be 

patented “in the form received,” Montenegro points out that their “derived products” can be. What threats 

to seed sovereignty—the right to collect, grow, and exchange seed—for non-commercial-scale farmers will 

that engender? 

Dempewolf of Crop Trust maintains that seed collections are a “key public good and that it’s the 

responsibility of public institutions to get engaged and not leave it to private institutions to do the right thing.” 

But whether a large-scale model of agriculture can now be built in which agrochemical companies do not 

dominate, and at a scale that can make a difference, remains to be seen. At the very least, capturing some wild 

and landrace varietals before they vanish along with “all our genetic inheritance,” as Dempewolf puts it, has 

been accomplished. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-

agriculture/?utm_term=We%27ve%20Hit%20a%20State%20of%20%2526ldquo%3BSeed%20Emergency%2

526rdquo%3B&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-

On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://gastronomica.org/2017/03/14/banking-on-wild-relatives-to-feed-the-world/
https://gastronomica.org/2017/03/14/banking-on-wild-relatives-to-feed-the-world/
https://sustainablefoodtrust.org/articles/food-sovereignty-seed/
https://daily.jstor.org/can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture/?utm_term=We%27ve%20Hit%20a%20State%20of%20%2526ldquo%3BSeed%20Emergency%2526rdquo%3B&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture/?utm_term=We%27ve%20Hit%20a%20State%20of%20%2526ldquo%3BSeed%20Emergency%2526rdquo%3B&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture/?utm_term=We%27ve%20Hit%20a%20State%20of%20%2526ldquo%3BSeed%20Emergency%2526rdquo%3B&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/can-crops-wild-relatives-save-troubled-agriculture/?utm_term=We%27ve%20Hit%20a%20State%20of%20%2526ldquo%3BSeed%20Emergency%2526rdquo%3B&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Hello 

 Sean Hill 

  

She, being the midwife 

and your mother’s 

longtime friend, said 

I see a heart; can you 

see it? And on the grey 

display of the ultrasound 

there you were as you were, 

our nugget, in that moment 

becoming a shrimp 

or a comma punctuating 

the whole of my life, separating 

its parts—before and after—, 

a shrimp in the sea 

of your mother, and I couldn’t 

help but see the fast 

beating of your heart 

translated on that screen 

and think and say to her, 

to the room, to your mother, 

to myself It looks like 

a twinkling star. 

I imagine I’m not 

the first to say that either. 

Unlike the first moments 

of my every day, 

the new of seeing you was the first 

—deserving of the definite article— 

moment I saw a star 

at once so small and so 

big, so close and getting closer 

every day, I pray.  

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuytyd-ilzgdjkh-o/
https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuytyd-ilzgdjkh-b/
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Copyright © 2019 by Sean Hill. Originally published in Poem-a-Day on December 13, 2019, 

by the Academy of American Poets. 

 

 

 

About this Poem 

  

“‘Hello’ is one of those occasional gifts, an unexpected poem that comes out as a fluent spill. 

After going to the first ultrasound with my wife, I returned to my office to go over things for an 

evening class, but I was so moved by what I’d just experienced that I had to 

articulate those overwhelming feelings in this poem—probably my first words to my child. It 

flowed out of me, and then in some fashion I got on with my day. I didn’t pray regularly at that 

time, so I was a little surprised by the last words of this poem.” 

—Sean Hill 

 

 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuytyd-ilzgdjkh-q/
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Sean Hill is the author of two poetry collections, most 

recently Dangerous Goods (Milkweed Editions, 

2014), which was awarded the Minnesota Book 

Award in Poetry. He directs the Minnesota 

Northwoods Writers Conference at Bemidji State 

University and lives in Helena, Montana. 

 

Poetry by Baker 
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Dangerous Goods 

(Milkweed Editions, 2014) 

  

 

 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuytyd-ilzgdjkh-o/ 

  

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuytyd-ilzgdjkh-z/
https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-ujuytyd-ilzgdjkh-o/
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Explore Icelandic Literary Culture 

 

BLAIR CARPENTER02-19-20 

Movement defines the nation of Iceland. Fault lines rumble just beneath the earth’s crust and active volcanoes 

mold the craggy alien landscape. Powerful storms rip across the island and the surrounding seas with alarming 

frequency, whipping volcanic stones and ash through the air so quickly they can strip paint off of a car. 

Historically, not many people are cut out for a life of continually battling the strongest forces mother earth can 

muster. Even now, only about 350,000 people live there. This despite being the nation with the longest 

continually recorded history, with Viking settlement accounts beginning in 874. 

The long, insular history transformed Iceland into one of the most literary countries in the world. In 2005 

UNESCO added Reykjavík to the Creative Cities Network for its dedication to literature. Iceland also has 

the most writers per capita, the most books published per capita, and more books read per person than 

anywhere else in the world. Every autumn, Iceland experiences a Jolabokaflod, or “Christmas Book Flood.” 

Icelanders rush to buy books for each other to open and read on Christmas Eve. 

After centuries of isolation, tourists now flock to Iceland. Why? Perhaps because of the amazing landscape 

featured in Game of Thrones. Perhaps the fact that over half of Icelanders feel they cannot totally deny the 

existence of elves. Maybe they just really want to try the hot dogs. 

Once your cab driver laughs at you for completely butchering the street your Airbnb is on (just me?), retreat 

to the best bookish destinations in Iceland. 

NATIONAL AND UNIVERSITY LIBRARY OF ICELAND 

For a broad sweep of Iceland’s contributions to writing, history, and culture, fill your brain at this 

Scandinavian behemoth. Resembling a bright red IKEA more than a classical house of literature, make no 

mistake: this giant and distinctive building is Iceland’s literary Mecca. 

After 16 years of construction (and nearly 30 years of planning) the library opened in 1994. Boasting 140,000 

square feet, the library houses nearly every work written in Iceland, as well as almost every work written 

about Iceland published elsewhere. It has been the legal deposit for Icelandic music since 1977 (insert Bjork 

joke). 

In addition to their massive archives, the library houses reading rooms for Medieval manuscripts and 

academic resources that are open to the public, all on the same campus. The National Women’s Archives call 

the library home, and have rotating exhibits there. I can feel my li’l history major heart fluttering now. 

IÐA ZIMSEN 

https://bookriot.com/author/
https://bookriot.com/tag/iceland/
https://en.unesco.org/creative-cities/home
https://www.bbc.com/news/magazine-24399599
https://www.npr.org/2012/12/25/167537939/literary-iceland-revels-in-its-annual-christmas-book-flood
https://guidetoiceland.is/history-culture/game-of-thrones-in-iceland
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/travel/destinations/europe/iceland/believes-elves-exist-mythology/
https://www.cntraveler.com/stories/2014-08-21/the-one-dish-to-eat-in-iceland
http://www.landsbokasafn.is/
https://www.facebook.com/IdaZimsen/
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This bookstore has it all: great atmosphere, classic marine architecture, warm coffee, and dogs! A favorite 

spot of local travel guides, this bookshop has lots of cozy corners to read, relax, and people watch. Right next 

door to the Reykjavík art museum, get your daily dose of culture without having to walk too much (real talk: 

there is SO MUCH walking on vacation). 

The shop stays open until 10:00 PM, even in the winter. Get your cozy fix after dinner! Always a bridesmaid, 

never a bride, IÐA Zimsen has been the Reykjavík Grapevine’s runner up for best bookshop several years 

running. Root for the underdog. Make sure you leave time for a trip to IÐA Zimsen. 

GLJÚFRASTEINN 

“Whoever doesn’t live in poetry cannot survive here on earth.” —Halldór Laxness, Under the Glacier. 

Lauded for the, “vivid epic power” of his novels, Halldór Laxness won the first Nobel prize in literature for 

Iceland in 1955. His works explore the stories of ordinary people and the sagas of their lives. His ability to 

“stare into the labyrinth of the human soul” gained him much critical acclaim. Laxness spearheaded the 

revival of epic Icelandic literature, and wrote the first Icelandic modernist novel. 

You can visit the house where he lived with his family and worked for over 50 years just outside Reykjavík. If 

you come in the summer, the Halldór Laxness foundation hosts weekly concerts (everything from Beethoven 

to experimental Icelandic pop) at the house June–August. 

The house has also been perfectly preserved since Laxness died in the late 1990s, and it’s full of art and 

artifacts from Laxness’s prolific travels. Come for the pillar of Icelandic literature, stay for the stunning, 

authentic, mid-century Scandinavian furniture. 

HELLISGERDI 

Once you’ve educated yourself on Icelandic literary culture and loaded yourself down with books, you’ll need 

a place to read them. In my opinion, there is no place better than Hellisgerdi, or the Little People’s Park in 

Hafnarfjörður. Situated just south of Reykjavík, giant deposits of volcanic rock enshrine this quaint fishing 

village. The shadows of the lava formations provide the perfect cover for magical folk. 

Part Shire, part Narnia, part Terabithia, this park is a tribute to the Icelandic obsession with elves. Legend has 

it that the huldufólk (the hidden folk) have lived there for thousands of years (and perhaps still do). Lose 

yourself in the craggy moss-covered boulders, stairs cut into stone, and fields of wildflowers set beneath 

elegantly sculpted trees. It is also the world’s northernmost bonsai garden. 

Hellisgerdi is the most well-known, but parks and natural areas lie scattered all over Hafnarfjörður. Tuck 

yourself under a crag and read about vikings, storms, vengeful elf-queens, and other fodder for epic sagas. 

Whether you do it with coffee or Fjallagrassa (schnapps made from Icelandic moss), hot dogs or Kjötsupa 

(lamb stew), the best part of experiencing literature in Iceland is to immerse yourself in the landscape that 

inspired the world’s heartiest appetite for stories. 

https://bookriot.com/2020/02/19/icelandic-literary-culture/ 

https://grapevine.is/shopping-2018/2018/04/28/best-of-reykjavik-2018-best-bookshop/
http://www.gljufrasteinn.is/en/home
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1400034418/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1400034418
https://bookriot.com/2020/02/19/icelandic-literary-culture/
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Is It Ethical to Grow a Brain in a Petri Dish? 

Brain organoids could be the key to understanding brain diseases, which is why we should think carefully 

about how far we are prepared to take them. 

A brain organoid 

 via Flickr 

By: Sophie Fessl 

For Alexander Fleming, leaving a petri dish out in the air led to his now famous discovery of antibiotics. For 

Madeline Lancaster, leaving stem cells in a shaker led to the discovery of a new model for neuroscience: brain 

organoids. These blobs of tissue, grown from human stem cells, resemble some of the essential parts of the 

human brain. Although they are as small as apple seeds, brain organoids may hold the key to understanding 

one of life’s great mysteries: the human brain. 

Our brain is, arguably, the organ that most makes humans what we are. Our cerebral cortex, the outermost 

layer of the brain, underpins human cognition. When things go wrong in the cerebral cortex, either as we 

develop or as we age, this can cause neurological or psychiatric diseases. Neuroscientists have been trying to 

understand brain development and disease, but they have run into a pretty basic problem: We (usually) cannot 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/nihgov/32829360978/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/sophie-fessl/
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collect brain tissue from living people. So neuroscientists are limited to studying tissue that is donated by 

those who have died or observing a living brain “behave” in an MRI. 

The Old Model: The Limits of Lab Rats 

To help fill in the gaps in our knowledge of the brain, scientists have turned to the proverbial lab rats (which 

are actually mice). Mice, rats, primates and other animals have given scientists the chance to tease apart the 

roles of genes, molecules, and cells in brain development and disease. Some important insights were gained 

from these animals. Genetically engineered mice helped researchers understand how a protein called alpha-

synuclein can misfold and clump together in the Parkinson’s-diseased brain, potentially injuring nerve cells. 

Research into Alzheimer’s disease got a boost by mice that were genetically engineered to have mutations 

linked to Alzheimer’s. These mice have helped scientists understand how misfolded beta-amyloid proteins 

stick together in plaques in the brain, a hallmark of the disease. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

But a mouse is not a human: mice do not behave as humans do; mouse brains are simpler than human brains; 

and the mouse genome is not the human genome. Researchers argue that a modified mouse or other animal do 

not reflect the complexity of humans, let alone the complexity of neurological or psychiatric conditions. For 

many conditions, researchers do not even know which gene defects are part of the underlying cause. Instead 

of creating a mouse that has the same gene defect as that found in human patients, researchers have had to 

make do with animal models that “behave” similarly to humans. 

In one test for depression-like behavior, researchers hold mice upside down by their tail and measure how 

long they struggle against it. Mice that give up sooner are judged to show greater “despair.” But researchers 

are rightly skeptical. “We can make models by challenging mice in different ways and looking at their 

behavior but it’s not at all clear that these animals have the same disease that we do,” the neuroscientist Fred 

H. Gage, President of the Salk Institute for Biological Studies, said. 

Organoids to the Rescue 

What then? Four millimeter brain organoids might seem an unlikely source for finding therapeutic 

breakthroughs for complex diseases. But much hope has been put into them since Madeline 

Lancaster presented the first such “minibrains” in 2013. As with many scientific developments, her discovery 

had an element of serendipity, but can’t be reduced to it. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/42619810?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26469870?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26469870?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3835543?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://www.jstor.org/stable/2892148?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26469870?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3817409/
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Lancaster, then a postdoc in a Vienna laboratory, wanted to understand how developing brain cells switch 

from dividing, when they make more of themselves, to differentiation, when they turn into neurons or glia 

cells. To start off, Lancaster used techniques to coax stem cells, which can develop into pretty much any 

tissue, towards becoming neurons. But she had also been intrigued by the success of another research team, 

which grew “mini-guts” in Matrigel, a gelatinous protein mixture. So once Lancaster had coaxed the stem 

cells into becoming neural cells, she took clusters of them and put them into a drop of Matrigel. This gave the 

cells enough support to grow into larger and more complex structures. 

The brain organoids had grown structures similar to those found in the human brain, including the cerebral 

cortex, the seat of human cognition. 

Gently shaking the cells in a bioreactor, caused them to specialize into recognizable rudiments of the human 

brain. Within about two months, the brain organoids had grown structures similar to those found in the human 

brain, including the cerebral cortex, the seat of human cognition. Organoids also have genetic similarities with 

the developing human brain. Moreover, many of the neurons in the organoids fired off electrical signals, the 

messages with which brain cells communicate. 

Lancaster immediately realized one of the big promises of brain organoids: As stem cells are their starting 

material, researchers can take skin samples from adults and re-program those cells into stem cells. These then 

provide material for a personalized brain organoid. In their first presentation of organoids, the researchers 

grew personalized organoids from the skin cells of a person with microcephaly. Microcephaly, a condition 

where the brain is smaller than normal, is difficult to study using mouse models. The researchers took a step 

toward figuring out why neuron-producing cells stop their job too soon, which could ultimately result in too 

few neurons. When they added a copy of the faulty gene, the researchers grew organoids with more neuron-

producing cells and, ultimately, more nerves. 

Toward a Better Model of Brain Disease 

Brain organoids certainly have their limitations: No two organoids are the same, potentially obscuring 

differences between personalized organoids. A lack of blood supply keeps the organoids small, as it limits the 

amount of oxygen that can get into their center. With about a couple of million neurons, a brain organoid has 

twice as many neurons as a cockroach, but far fewer than an adult zebrafish. Nevertheless, organoids have 

been used to investigate schizophrenia and autism, and scientists hope to use them to study a range of 

disorders, from Parkinson’s to Alzheimer’s to eye conditions, like macular degeneration. 

With time and intensive research, brain organoids are now better understood and being used in more complex 

experiments. One study found that organoids left to develop for 8 months formed neuronal circuits that 

sparked with activity, and grew light-sensitive neurons that responded when light was shone on them. Another 

lab has developed organoids that produce brain waves similar to those of premature human babies. 

Other researchers have developed workarounds to overcome the lack of blood supply. In another study, led by 

Fred Gage, neuroscientists transplanted human brain organoids straight into mouse brains. The organoids 

connected with the mouse’s blood supply, and connections between the human organoid and the animal’s 

brain sprouted. 

Crossing the Line 

https://daily.jstor.org/is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish/?utm_term=Is%20It%20Ethical%20to%20Grow%20a%20Brain%20in%20a%20Petri%20Dish&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish/?utm_term=Is%20It%20Ethical%20to%20Grow%20a%20Brain%20in%20a%20Petri%20Dish&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26466187?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC5659341/
https://www.cell.com/cell-stem-cell/fulltext/S1934-5909(19)30337-6
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC6331203/
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This brings up ethical questions: the small blobs of brain tissue aren’t fully fledged brains, sitting in vats 

thinking about the meaning of life. The brain waves observed in some mature organoids alone are unlikely to 

be enough to produce complex brain functions. And, isolated from sensory input, it is unclear whether the 

organoids could even “learn” cognitive processes. 

But implanting brain organoids into the brain of an actual living mouse could link the blob with the animal’s 

senses and motor system. These experiments hark to a related debate raging in science, about the creation and 

use of chimeras (animals into which human cells have been implanted). While in the U.S., the National 

Institutes of Health put in place a moratorium on funding research that investigates animal embryos 

containing human cells in 2015, in March, 2019, Japan announced a reversal of its ban, allowing scientists to 

grow human cells in animal embryos that are carried to term. 

It is important to ask whether the organoid enhances specific brain functions in the chimera, and at what point 

this enhancement crosses the line. 

A recent perspective published in Cell posited that, at the moment, the question isn’t whether we humanize an 

animal into which a human brain organoid is implanted. Instead, it is important to ask whether the organoid 

enhances specific brain functions in the chimera, and at what point this enhancement crosses the line, 

becoming harmful and unethical. The authors argue that current studies are more likely to worsen brain 

function than to improve it. 

At the moment, researchers need to make a surgical cavity to accommodate the organoid, which likely harms 

brain function. Once organoids can make up this deficit, which would be a notable achievement from a 

clinical perspective, and brain functions are enhanced above a critical threshold, perhaps the chimera should 

be given a higher moral status. This could go as far as giving the chimera the right of self-determination, the 

authors argue. Where this critical threshold lies is left open for debate, but the mirror test could be used to test 

for self-awareness in animals after organoid transplantation. 

With brain organoids, the scientific community could be in danger of crossing yet another ethical line, some 

researchers warn. At this year’s meeting of the Society for Neuroscience, the largest annual meeting of 

neuroscientists, a group of scientists sounded the warning bell that research is coming close to creating 

sentient brain blobs in the lab, while some may have done so already. 

The question here is at what point organoids, all on their own, develop consciousness or experience 

sentiments like pain. In 2018, a group of scientists, lawyers, ethicists, and philosophers, writing 

in Nature, advocated for an ethical debate on brain organoids. With their initiative, they wanted to get ahead 

of the science, establishing guidelines before brain organoid research could raise immediate concerns. 

At the meeting of the Society for Neuroscience, Elan Ohayon, director and founder of the Green 

Neuroscience Laboratory in San Diego, and his colleagues argued that serious concerns already have become 

reality. Ohayon presented a computer model which he believes helps to pinpoint when sentience is likely to 

arise. He suggests that some of the activity seen in organoids is reminiscent of the activity seen in developing 

animals and that organoid cultures may be capable of supporting sentient activity and behavior. Ohayon calls 

for a set of criteria to be applied to organoids that could help determine sentience and set ethical rules. 

https://www.cell.com/cell-stem-cell/fulltext/S1934-5909(19)30387-X?_returnURL=https%3A%2F%2Flinkinghub.elsevier.com%2Fretrieve%2Fpii%2FS193459091930387X%3Fshowall%3Dtrue
https://www.cell.com/cell-stem-cell/fulltext/S1934-5909(19)30387-X?_returnURL=https%3A%2F%2Flinkinghub.elsevier.com%2Fretrieve%2Fpii%2FS193459091930387X%3Fshowall%3Dtrue
https://www.jstor.org/stable/26472186?mag=is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-019-00790-x
https://daily.jstor.org/is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish/?utm_term=Is%20It%20Ethical%20to%20Grow%20a%20Brain%20in%20a%20Petri%20Dish&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/is-it-ethical-to-grow-a-brain-in-a-petri-dish/?utm_term=Is%20It%20Ethical%20to%20Grow%20a%20Brain%20in%20a%20Petri%20Dish&utm_campaign=jstordaily_12122019&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.cell.com/cell-stem-cell/fulltext/S1934-5909(19)30387-X?_returnURL=https%3A%2F%2Flinkinghub.elsevier.com%2Fretrieve%2Fpii%2FS193459091930387X%3Fshowall%3Dtrue
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-018-04813-x
https://www.abstractsonline.com/pp8/#!/7883/presentation/58037
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Brain organoids likely have a long way to go until they develop consciousness. And there is also likely a long 

way to go until they help researchers achieve therapeutic benefits. However, the promise of these blobs is so 

great that giving up brain organoid research altogether –—given the suffering caused by neurological and 

psychiatric diseases, and the lack of other models—could itself be unethical. Whether or not any ethical lines 

have been crossed already, it is high time that neuroscientists, and society, come to terms with the question: 

What will organoids be able to tell us, and are we prepared to pay the price? 
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Anna On The Neck 

by Anton Chekhov 

 

I 

AFTER the wedding they had not even light refreshments; the happy pair simply drank a glass of 

champagne, changed into their travelling things, and drove to the station. Instead of a gay wedding ball 

and supper, instead of music and dancing, they went on a journey to pray at a shrine a hundred and 

fifty miles away. Many people commended this, saying that Modest Alexeitch was a man high up in the 

service and no longer young, and that a noisy wedding might not have seemed quite suitable; and music 

is apt to sound dreary when a government official of fifty-two marries a girl who is only just eighteen. 

People said, too, that Modest Alexeitch, being a man of principle, had arranged this visit to the 

monastery expressly in order to make his young bride realize that even in marriage he put religion and 

morality above everything. 

The happy pair were seen off at the station. The crowd of relations and colleagues in the service stood, 

with glasses in their hands, waiting for the train to start to shout "Hurrah!" and the bride's father, 

Pyotr Leontyitch, wearing a top-hat and the uniform of a teacher, already drunk and very pale, kept 

craning towards the window, glass in hand and saying in an imploring voice: 

"Anyuta! Anya, Anya! one word!" 

Anna bent out of the window to him, and he whispered something to her, enveloping her in a stale smell 

of alcohol, blew into her ear -- she could make out nothing -- and made the sign of the cross over her 

face, her bosom, and her hands; meanwhile he was breathing in gasps and tears were shining in his 

eyes. And the schoolboys, Anna's brothers, Petya and Andrusha, pulled at his coat from behind, 

whispering in confusion: 

"Father, hush! . . . Father, that's enough. . . ." 

When the train started, Anna saw her father run a little way after the train, staggering and spilling his 

wine, and what a kind, guilty, pitiful face he had: 

"Hurra--ah!" he shouted. 

The happy pair were left alone. Modest Alexeitch looked about the compartment, arranged their things 

on the shelves, and sat down, smiling, opposite his young wife. He was an official of medium height, 

rather stout and puffy, who looked exceedingly well nourished, with long whiskers and no moustache. 

His clean-shaven, round, sharply defined chin looked like the heel of a foot. The most characteristic 

point in his face was the absence of moustache, the bare, freshly shaven place, which gradually passed 

into the fat cheeks, quivering like jelly. His deportment was dignified, his movements were deliberate, 

his manner was soft. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov
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"I cannot help remembering now one circumstance," he said, smiling. "When, five years ago, 

Kosorotov received the order of St. Anna of the second grade, and went to thank His Excellency, His 

Excellency expressed himself as follows: 'So now you have three Annas: one in your buttonhole and two 

on your neck.' And it must be explained that at that time Kosorotov's wife, a quarrelsome and frivolous 

person, had just returned to him, and that her name was Anna. I trust that when I receive the Anna of 

the second grade His Excellency will not have occasion to say the same thing to me." 

He smiled with his little eyes. And she, too, smiled, troubled at the thought that at any moment this man 

might kiss her with his thick damp lips, and that she had no right to prevent his doing so. The soft 

movements of his fat person frightened her; she felt both fear and disgust. He got up, without haste 

took off the order from his neck, took off his coat and waistcoat, and put on his dressing-gown. 

"That's better," he said, sitting down beside Anna. 

Anna remembered what agony the wedding had been, when it had seemed to her that the priest, and 

the guests, and every one in church had been looking at her sorrowfully and asking why, why was she, 

such a sweet, nice girl, marrying such an elderly, uninteresting gentleman. Only that morning she was 

delighted that everything had been satisfactorily arranged, but at the time of the wedding, and now in 

the railway carriage, she felt cheated, guilty, and ridiculous. Here she had married a rich man and yet 

she had no money, her wedding-dress had been bought on credit, and when her father and brothers 

had been saying good-bye, she could see from their faces that they had not a farthing. Would they have 

any supper that day? And tomorrow? And for some reason it seemed to her that her father and the 

boys were sitting tonight hungry without her, and feeling the same misery as they had the day after 

their mother's funeral. 

"Oh, how unhappy I am!" she thought. "Why am I so unhappy?" 

With the awkwardness of a man with settled habits, unaccustomed to deal with women, Modest 

Alexeitch touched her on the waist and patted her on the shoulder, while she went on thinking about 

money, about her mother and her mother's death. When her mother died, her father, Pyotr Leontyitch, 

a teacher of drawing and writing in the high school, had taken to drink, impoverishment had followed, 

the boys had not had boots or goloshes, their father had been hauled up before the magistrate, the 

warrant officer had come and made an inventory of the furniture. . . . What a disgrace! Anna had had 

to look after her drunken father, darn her brothers' stockings, go to market, and when she was 

complimented on her youth, her beauty, and her elegant manners, it seemed to her that every one was 

looking at her cheap hat and the holes in her boots that were inked over. And at night there had been 

tears and a haunting dread that her father would soon, very soon, be dismissed from the school for his 

weakness, and that he would not survive it, but would die, too, like their mother. But ladies of their 

acquaintance had taken the matter in hand and looked about for a good match for Anna. This Modest 

Alexevitch, who was neither young nor good-looking but had money, was soon found. He had a 

hundred thousand in the bank and the family estate, which he had let on lease. He was a man of 

principle and stood well with His Excellency; it would be nothing to him, so they told Anna, to get a 

note from His Excellency to the directors of the high school, or even to the Education Commissioner, to 

prevent Pyotr Leontyitch from being dismissed. 

While she was recalling these details, she suddenly heard strains of music which floated in at the 

window, together with the sound of voices. The train was stopping at a station. In the crowd beyond the 
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platform an accordion and a cheap squeaky fiddle were being briskly played, and the sound of a 

military band came from beyond the villas and the tall birches and poplars that lay bathed in the 

moonlight; there must have been a dance in the place. Summer visitors and townspeople, who used to 

come out here by train in fine weather for a breath of fresh air, were parading up and down on the 

platform. Among them was the wealthy owner of all the summer villas -- a tall, stout, dark man called 

Artynov. He had prominent eyes and looked like an Armenian. He wore a strange costume; his shirt 

was unbuttoned, showing his chest; he wore high boots with spurs, and a black cloak hung from his 

shoulders and dragged on the ground like a train. Two boar-hounds followed him with their sharp 

noses to the ground. 

Tears were still shining in Anna's eyes, but she was not thinking now of her mother, nor of money, nor 

of her marriage; but shaking hands with schoolboys and officers she knew, she laughed gaily and said 

quickly: 

"How do you do? How are you?" 

She went out on to the platform between the carriages into the moonlight, and stood so that they could 

all see her in her new splendid dress and hat. 

"Why are we stopping here?" she asked. 

"This is a junction. They are waiting for the mail train to pass." 

Seeing that Artynov was looking at her, she screwed up her eyes coquettishly and began talking aloud 

in French; and because her voice sounded so pleasant, and because she heard music and the moon was 

reflected in the pond, and because Artynov, the notorious Don Juan and spoiled child of fortune, was 

looking at her eagerly and with curiosity, and because every one was in good spirits -- she suddenly felt 

joyful, and when the train started and the officers of her acquaintance saluted her, she was humming 

the polka the strains of which reached her from the military band playing beyond the trees; and she 

returned to her compartment feeling as though it had been proved to her at the station that she would 

certainly be happy in spite of everything. 

The happy pair spent two days at the monastery, then went back to town. They lived in a rent-free flat. 

When Modest Alexevitch had gone to the office, Anna played the piano, or shed tears of depression, or 

lay down on a couch and read novels or looked through fashion papers. At dinner Modest Alexevitch 

ate a great deal and talked about politics, about appointments, transfers, and promotions in the service, 

about the necessity of hard work, and said that, family life not being a pleasure but a duty, if you took 

care of the kopecks the roubles would take care of themselves, and that he put religion and morality 

before everything else in the world. And holding his knife in his fist as though it were a sword, he would 

say: 

"Every one ought to have his duties!" 

And Anna listened to him, was frightened, and could not eat, and she usually got up from the table 

hungry. After dinner her husband lay down for a nap and snored loudly, while Anna went to see her 

own people. Her father and the boys looked at her in a peculiar way, as though just before she came in 
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they had been blaming her for having married for money a tedious, wearisome man she did not love; 

her rustling skirts, her bracelets, and her general air of a married lady, offended them and made them 

uncomfortable. In her presence they felt a little embarrassed and did not know what to talk to her 

about; but yet they still loved her as before, and were not used to having dinner without her. She sat 

down with them to cabbage soup, porridge, and fried potatoes, smelling of mutton dripping. Pyotr 

Leontyitch filled his glass from the decanter with a trembling hand and drank it off hurriedly, greedily, 

with repulsion, then poured out a second glass and then a third. Petya and Andrusha, thin, pale boys 

with big eyes, would take the decanter and say desperately: 

"You mustn't, father. . . . Enough, father. . . ." 

And Anna, too, was troubled and entreated him to drink no more; and he would suddenly fly into a 

rage and beat the table with his fists: 

"I won't allow any one to dictate to me!" he would shout. "Wretched boys! wretched girl! I'll turn you 

all out!" 

But there was a note of weakness, of good-nature in his voice, and no one was afraid of him. After 

dinner he usually dressed in his best. Pale, with a cut on his chin from shaving, craning his thin neck, he 

would stand for half an hour before the glass, prinking, combing his hair, twisting his black moustache, 

sprinkling himself with scent, tying his cravat in a bow; then he would put on his gloves and his top-hat, 

and go off to give his private lessons. Or if it was a holiday he would stay at home and paint, or play the 

harmonium, which wheezed and growled; he would try to wrest from it pure harmonious sounds and 

would sing to it; or would storm at the boys: 

"Wretches! Good-for-nothing boys! You have spoiled the instrument!" 

In the evening Anna's husband played cards with his colleagues, who lived under the same roof in the 

government quarters. The wives of these gentlemen would come in -- ugly, tastelessly dressed women, 

as coarse as cooks -- and gossip would begin in the flat as tasteless and unattractive as the ladies 

themselves. Sometimes Modest Alexevitch would take Anna to the theatre. In the intervals he would 

never let her stir a step from his side, but walked about arm in arm with her through the corridors and 

the foyer. When he bowed to some one, he immediately whispered to Anna: "A civil councillor . . . visits 

at His Excellency's"; or, "A man of means . . . has a house of his own." When they passed the buffet 

Anna had a great longing for something sweet; she was fond of chocolate and apple cakes, but she had 

no money, and she did not like to ask her husband. He would take a pear, pinch it with his fingers, and 

ask uncertainly: 

"How much?" 

"Twenty-five kopecks!" 

"I say!" he would reply, and put it down; but as it was awkward to leave the buffet without buying 

anything, he would order some seltzer-water and drink the whole bottle himself, and tears would come 

into his eyes. And Anna hated him at such times. 
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And suddenly flushing crimson, he would say to her rapidly: 

"Bow to that old lady!" 

"But I don't know her." 

"No matter. That's the wife of the director of the local treasury! Bow, I tell you," he would grumble 

insistently. "Your head won't drop off." 

Anna bowed and her head certainly did not drop off, but it was agonizing. She did everything her 

husband wanted her to, and was furious with herself for having let him deceive her like the veriest 

idiot. She had only married him for his money, and yet she had less money now than before her 

marriage. In old days her father would sometimes give her twenty kopecks, but now she had not a 

farthing. 

To take money by stealth or ask for it, she could not; she was afraid of her husband, she trembled 

before him. She felt as though she had been afraid of him for years. In her childhood the director of the 

high school had always seemed the most impressive and terrifying force in the world, sweeping down 

like a thunderstorm or a steam-engine ready to crush her; another similar force of which the whole 

family talked, and of which they were for some reason afraid, was His Excellency; then there were a 

dozen others, less formidable, and among them the teachers at the high school, with shaven upper lips, 

stern, implacable; and now finally, there was Modest Alexeitch, a man of principle, who even 

resembled the director in the face. And in Anna's imagination all these forces blended together into 

one, and, in the form of a terrible, huge white bear, menaced the weak and erring such as her father. 

And she was afraid to say anything in opposition to her husband, and gave a forced smile, and tried to 

make a show of pleasure when she was coarsely caressed and defiled by embraces that excited her 

terror. Only once Pyotr Leontyitch had the temerity to ask for a loan of fifty roubles in order to pay 

some very irksome debt, but what an agony it had been! 

"Very good; I'll give it to you," said Modest Alexeitch after a moment's thought; "but I warn you I 

won't help you again till you give up drinking. Such a failing is disgraceful in a man in the government 

service! I must remind you of the well-known fact that many capable people have been ruined by that 

passion, though they might possibly, with temperance, have risen in time to a very high 

And long-winded phrases followed: "inasmuch as . . .," "following upon which proposition . . . ," in 

view of the aforesaid contention . . ."; and Pyotr Leontyitch was in agonies of humiliation and felt an 

intense craving for alcohol. 

And when the boys came to visit Anna, generally in broken boots and threadbare trousers, they, too, 

had to listen to sermons. 

"Every man ought to have his duties!" Modest Alexeitch would say to them. 

And he did not give them money. But he did give Anna bracelets, rings, and brooches, saying that these 

things would come in useful for a rainy day. And he often unlocked her drawer and made an inspection 

to see whether they were all safe. 
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II 

Meanwhile winter came on. Long before Christmas there was an announcement in the local papers that 

the usual winter ball would take place on the twenty-ninth of December in the Hall of Nobility. Every 

evening after cards Modest Alexeitch was excitedly whispering with his colleagues' wives and glancing 

at Anna, and then paced up and down the room for a long while, thinking. At last, late one evening, he 

stood still, facing Anna, and said: 

"You ought to get yourself a ball dress. Do you understand? Only please consult Marya Grigoryevna 

and Natalya Kuzminishna." 

And he gave her a hundred roubles. She took the money, but she did not consult any one when she 

ordered the ball dress; she spoke to no one but her father, and tried to imagine how her mother would 

have dressed for a ball. Her mother had always dressed in the latest fashion and had always taken 

trouble over Anna, dressing her elegantly like a doll, and had taught her to speak French and dance the 

mazurka superbly (she had been a governess for five years before her marriage). Like her mother, 

Anna could make a new dress out of an old one, clean gloves with benzine, hire jewels; and, like her 

mother, she knew how to screw up her eyes, lisp, assume graceful attitudes, fly into raptures when 

necessary, and throw a mournful and enigmatic look into her eyes. And from her father she had 

inherited the dark colour of her hair and eyes, her highly-strung nerves, and the habit of always 

making herself look her best. 

When, half an hour before setting off for the ball, Modest Alexeitch went into her room without his coat 

on, to put his order round his neck before her pier-glass, dazzled by her beauty and the splendour of 

her fresh, ethereal dress, he combed his whiskers complacently and said: 

"So that's what my wife can look like . . . so that's what you can look like! Anyuta!" he went on, 

dropping into a tone of solemnity, "I have made your fortune, and now I beg you to do something for 

mine. I beg you to get introduced to the wife of His Excellency! For God's sake, do! Through her I may 

get the post of senior reporting clerk!" 

They went to the ball. They reached the Hall of Nobility, the entrance with the hall porter. They came 

to the vestibule with the hat-stands, the fur coats; footmen scurrying about, and ladies with low necks 

putting up their fans to screen themselves from the draughts. There was a smell of gas and of soldiers. 

When Anna, walking upstairs on her husband's arm, heard the music and saw herself full length in the 

looking-glass in the full glow of the lights, there was a rush of joy in her heart, and she felt the same 

presentiment of happiness as in the moonlight at the station. She walked in proudly, confidently, for the 

first time feeling herself not a girl but a lady, and unconsciously imitating her mother in her walk and 

in her manner. And for the first time in her life she felt rich and free. Even her husband's presence did 

not oppress her, for as she crossed the threshold of the hall she had guessed instinctively that the 

proximity of an old husband did not detract from her in the least, but, on the contrary, gave her that 

shade of piquant mystery that is so attractive to men. The orchestra was already playing and the dances 

had begun. After their flat Anna was overwhelmed by the lights, the bright colours, the music, the 

noise, and looking round the room, thought, "Oh, how lovely!" She at once distinguished in the crowd 

all her acquaintances, every one she had met before at parties or on picnics -- all the officers, the 

teachers, the lawyers, the officials, the landowners, His Excellency, Artynov, and the ladies of the 

highest standing, dressed up and very dcollettes, handsome and ugly, who had already taken up their 
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positions in the stalls and pavilions of the charity bazaar, to begin selling things for the benefit of the 

poor. A huge officer in epaulettes -- she had been introduced to him in Staro-Kievsky Street when she 

was a schoolgirl, but now she could not remember his name -- seemed to spring from out of the ground, 

begging her for a waltz, and she flew away from her husband, feeling as though she were floating away 

in a sailing-boat in a violent storm, while her husband was left far away on the shore. She danced 

passionately, with fervour, a waltz, then a polka and a quadrille, being snatched by one partner as soon 

as she was left by another, dizzy with music and the noise, mixing Russian with French, lisping, 

laughing, and with no thought of her husband or anything else. She excited great admiration among the 

men -- that was evident, and indeed it could not have been otherwise; she was breathless with 

excitement, felt thirsty, and convulsively clutched her fan. Pyotr Leontyitch, her father, in a crumpled 

dress-coat that smelt of benzine, came up to her, offering her a plate of pink ice. 

"You are enchanting this evening," he said, looking at her rapturously, "and I have never so much 

regretted that you were in such a hurry to get married. . . . What was it for? I know you did it for our 

sake, but . . ." With a shaking hand he drew out a roll of notes and said: "I got the money for my 

lessons today, and can pay your husband what I owe him." 

She put the plate back into his hand, and was pounced upon by some one and borne off to a distance. 

She caught a glimpse over her partner's shoulder of her father gliding over the floor, putting his arm 

round a lady and whirling down the ball-room with her. 

"How sweet he is when he is sober!" she thought. 

She danced the mazurka with the same huge officer; he moved gravely, as heavily as a dead carcase in 

a uniform, twitched his shoulders and his chest, stamped his feet very languidly -- he felt fearfully 

disinclined to dance. She fluttered round him, provoking him by her beauty, her bare neck; her eyes 

glowed defiantly, her movements were passionate, while he became more and more indifferent, and 

held out his hands to her as graciously as a king. 

"Bravo, bravo!" said people watching them. 

But little by little the huge officer, too, broke out; he grew lively, excited, and, overcome by her 

fascination, was carried away and danced lightly, youthfully, while she merely moved her shoulders 

and looked slyly at him as though she were now the queen and he were her slave; and at that moment it 

seemed to her that the whole room was looking at them, and that everybody was thrilled and envied 

them. The huge officer had hardly had time to thank her for the dance, when the crowd suddenly 

parted and the men drew themselves up in a strange way, with their hands at their sides. 

His Excellency, with two stars on his dress-coat, was walking up to her. Yes, His Excellency was 

walking straight towards her, for he was staring directly at her with a sugary smile, while he licked his 

lips as he always did when he saw a pretty woman. 

"Delighted, delighted . . ." he began. "I shall order your husband to be clapped in a lock-up for keeping 

such a treasure hidden from us till now. I've come to you with a message from my wife," he went on, 

offering her his arm. "You must help us. . . . M-m-yes. . . . We ought to give you the prize for beauty as 

they do in America. . . . M-m-yes. . . . The Americans. . . . My wife is expecting you impatiently." 
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He led her to a stall and presented her to a middle-aged lady, the lower part of whose face was 

disproportionately large, so that she looked as though she were holding a big stone in her mouth. 

"You must help us," she said through her nose in a sing-song voice. "All the pretty women are working 

for our charity bazaar, and you are the only one enjoying yourself. Why won't you help us?" 

She went away, and Anna took her place by the cups and the silver samovar. She was soon doing a 

lively trade. Anna asked no less than a rouble for a cup of tea, and made the huge officer drink three 

cups. Artynov, the rich man with prominent eyes, who suffered from asthma, came up, too; he was not 

dressed in the strange costume in which Anna had seen him in the summer at the station, but wore a 

dress-coat like every one else. Keeping his eyes fixed on Anna, he drank a glass of champagne and paid 

a hundred roubles for it, then drank some tea and gave another hundred -- all this without saying a 

word, as he was short of breath through asthma. . . . Anna invited purchasers and got money out of 

them, firmly convinced by now that her smiles and glances could not fail to afford these people great 

pleasure. She realized now that she was created exclusively for this noisy, brilliant, laughing life, with 

its music, its dancers, its adorers, and her old terror of a force that was sweeping down upon her and 

menacing to crush her seemed to her ridiculous: she was afraid of no one now, and only regretted that 

her mother could not be there to rejoice at her success. 

Pyotr Leontyitch, pale by now but still steady on his legs, came up to the stall and asked for a glass of 

brandy. Anna turned crimson, expecting him to say something inappropriate (she was already ashamed 

of having such a poor and ordinary father); but he emptied his glass, took ten roubles out of his roll of 

notes, flung it down, and walked away with dignity without uttering a word. A little later she saw him 

dancing in the grand chain, and by now he was staggering and kept shouting something, to the great 

confusion of his partner; and Anna remembered how at the ball three years before he had staggered 

and shouted in the same way, and it had ended in the police-sergeant's taking him home to bed, and 

next day the director had threatened to dismiss him from his post. How inappropriate that memory 

was! 

When the samovars were put out in the stalls and the exhausted ladies handed over their takings to the 

middle-aged lady with the stone in her mouth, Artynov took Anna on his arm to the hall where supper 

was served to all who had assisted at the bazaar. There were some twenty people at supper, not more, 

but it was very noisy. His Excellency proposed a toast: 

"In this magnificent dining-room it will be appropriate to drink to the success of the cheap dining-

rooms, which are the object of today's bazaar." 

The brigadier-general proposed the toast: "To the power by which even the artillery is vanquished," 

and all the company clinked glasses with the ladies. It was very, very gay. 

When Anna was escorted home it was daylight and the cooks were going to market. Joyful, intoxicated, 

full of new sensations, exhausted, she undressed, dropped into bed, and at once fell asleep. . . . 

It was past one in the afternoon when the servant waked her and announced that M. Artynov had 

called. She dressed quickly and went down into the drawing-room. Soon after Artynov, His Excellency 

called to thank her for her assistance in the bazaar. With a sugary smile, chewing his lips, he kissed her 
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hand, and asking her permission to come again, took his leave, while she remained standing in the 

middle of the drawing-room, amazed, enchanted, unable to believe that this change in her life, this 

marvellous change, had taken place so quickly; and at that moment Modest Alexeitch walked in . . . and 

he, too, stood before her now with the same ingratiating, sugary, cringingly respectful expression which 

she was accustomed to see on his face in the presence of the great and powerful; and with rapture, with 

indignation, with contempt, convinced that no harm would come to her from it, she said, articulating 

distinctly each word: 

"Be off, you blockhead!" 

From this time forward Anna never had one day free, as she was always taking part in picnics, 

expeditions, performances. She returned home every day after midnight, and went to bed on the floor 

in the drawing-room, and afterwards used to tell every one, touchingly, how she slept under flowers. 

She needed a very great deal of money, but she was no longer afraid of Modest Alexeitch, and spent his 

money as though it were her own; and she did not ask, did not demand it, simply sent him in the bills. 

"Give bearer two hundred roubles," or "Pay one hundred roubles at once." 

At Easter Modest Alexeitch received the Anna of the second grade. When he went to offer his thanks, 

His Excellency put aside the paper he was reading and settled himself more comfortably in his chair. 

"So now you have three Annas," he said, scrutinizing his white hands and pink nails -- "one on your 

buttonhole and two on your neck." 

Modest Alexeitch put two fingers to his lips as a precaution against laughing too loud and said: 

"Now I have only to look forward to the arrival of a little Vladimir. I make bold to beg your Excellency 

to stand godfather." 

He was alluding to Vladimir of the fourth grade, and was already imagining how he would tell 

everywhere the story of this pun, so happy in its readiness and audacity, and he wanted to say 

something equally happy, but His Excellency was buried again in his newspaper, and merely gave him 

a nod. 

And Anna went on driving about with three horses, going out hunting with Artynov, playing in one-act 

dramas, going out to supper, and was more and more rarely with her own family; they dined now 

alone. Pyotr Leontyitch was drinking more heavily than ever; there was no money, and the harmonium 

had been sold long ago for debt. The boys did not let him go out alone in the street now, but looked 

after him for fear he might fall down; and whenever they met Anna driving in Staro-Kievsky Street 

with a pair of horses and Artynov on the box instead of a coachman, Pyotr Leontyitch took off his top-

hat, and was about to shout to her, but Petya and Andrusha took him by the arm, and said imploringly: 

"You mustn't, father. Hush, father!" 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/anna-on-the-neck  

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/anna-on-the-neck
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The tricks that can turn you into a speed reader 

 

By Claudia Hammond 

 

Many of us would love to be able to read faster, yet still take everything in. There are methods dating back 

decades that people have tried in the hope of being able to digest a lengthy book in well under an hour. 

The most obvious method, which we all do from time to time, is to skim read, glancing through the text and 

flicking through the pages to try to find the key points. Or there’s meta-guiding where you use your finger to 

point to specific words, to keep your eyes on track without getting distracted. Or methods where you learn to 
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read several lines at a time. And now digital technologies have been developed, with apps that take text and 

then flash the words up one on the screen one at a time in rapid succession. 

There is no doubt that clever methods like these can help you get through the text faster. The question is how 

much understanding you trade in for that speed. When it comes to hard evidence, it can be difficult to assess 

commercial courses and apps claiming to improve your speed-reading abilities because experiments under 

controlled conditions conducted by independent observers are rare. 

For some answers, we can turn to the work of the late psychologist Keith Rayner who was at the University of 

California, San Diego. He spent many years assessing the mechanisms behind some of these methods and 

pioneered reading-speed research by tracking eye movements. In 2016, he published a paper reviewing 

what the latest science can tell us about attempts to speed read. 

 

Some speed readers can finish a long book in a matter of hours, while ostensibly also comprehending the 

information in it too (Credit: Getty Images) 

 

When we are reading, most word detection takes place in the central part of the retina called the fovea where 

there’s a high concentration of cells called cones. These cells detect the pattern of light and dark areas on the 

page, and pass that information on to the brain where the pattern is recognised as words. Some speed-reading 

methods aim to teach people to use more of their peripheral vision to read, allowing people to take in more 

than one word at a time. But in the periphery of the retina you find fewer cones and more of a cell type 

called rods, which aren’t as good at picking out light and dark areas on the page. 

https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20180810-can-you-read-at-superhuman-speeds
https://journals.sagepub.com/stoken/rbtfl/0GSjhNaccRKTY/full
https://link.springer.com/article/10.3758/BF03333690
https://link.springer.com/article/10.3758/BF03333690
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Words can be presented to us so rapidly that the brain doesn’t have time to process them 

How about presenting individual words to the eyes at speed? Rayner found that this can work very well for 

sentences, but it’s not only the eyes that limit our reading speeds – cognitive factors bring their own 

limitations. He concluded there’s a risk that once this method is scaled up to cover whole pages of text, words 

can be presented to us so rapidly that the brain doesn’t have time to process them. The result is our eyes pass 

over the words but we don’t understand them. 

So is there a way to speed up how quickly we can comprehend a word? When we read our inner voice 

sometimes vocalises the words in our head, and some suspect that this might slow us down. Could 

banishing that voice make a difference? Not necessarily. Internal vocalising might be helping us to 

understand what’s happening, according to research by eye-tracking psychologist Mallorie Leinenger. 

 

 

The difficulty is how to increase your reading speed without compromising on the ability to take in and 

understand the text (Credit: Getty Images) 

If it’s so hard to find a reliable method for speeding up our eyes and our minds, it raises the question of how 

speed-reading champions can devour entire books in minutes rather than hours and yet still seem to 

understand them. Is it possible that they are exceptionally good at effective skimming? 

In some situations skimming can work for the rest of us too. Sometimes all you want is to find one particular 

fact in a report, in which case skim reading is fine. And sometimes you just need to get the gist of things, in 

which case strategies such as reading headings, looking for keywords, reading the first paragraph of each 

https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20190819-what-your-inner-voice-says-about-you
https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20190819-what-your-inner-voice-says-about-you
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC4211933/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC4211933/
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section and then the first sentence of subsequent paragraphs is one way through it. Of course, it all depends on 

the type of material you are reading. It’s more likely to work with a textbook than with an experimental 

novel.    

But the good news is that there is a way of learning to read faster, and that is to practise. Again, we are not 

just limited by our vision. What matters is how fast you can identify a word – a process that is faster when the 

word is more familiar. So the more you read, the faster you can get. 

 

https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20191129-how-to-learn-to-speed-read 

  

https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20191129-how-to-learn-to-speed-read
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The Bee Dice Game 

by Paulé Bártón 
Issue no. 70 (Summer 1977) 

“He picked up 

a bee!” 

is what 

Belem shouted, high  

out loud. 

 

I saw a man crouched 

over flowers. He 

opened his hand, 

slow. 

We looked for the bee-sting hole, 

but none! 

None! 

He hushed us. He bent over 

flowers again. 

He grabbed another bee 

and shook it 

rattle like dice. 

Then he went his way. 

I shouted, “I won’t forget 

you, bee dice man!” 

Years I went working 

squid bins 

and shrimp boats. 

One day I went to Iguana Blue Cay 

to the bustle market. 

There was goings on 

by the dice wall. 

There was a crowd gathered 

whooping. 

Four men tossed dice  

I thought. 

I walked close. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bbcff6c79&e=d538c8f2e0
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One man tossed his dice 

off the wall. 

They were bees! 

I promise. 

The others tossed 

their bee dice. 

There was winning 

and losing. 

I recognized one 

then 

who was losing 

badly. 

He was out of practice 

I could tell. 

He had swollen hands. 

They had pollen stain. 

He could hardly toss the dice 

more. 

    —Translated from the Creole by Howard Norman 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not  … 

 listen to Episode 15 of The Paris Review Podcast Season 2, featuring Devendra Banhart 

reading Bártón’s short story “The Woe Shirt”? 

 read “Goatherd, Storyteller, Master,” by our own Brian Ransom on the Daily, featuring a brief 

look at the life and stories of Paulé Bartón? 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bbcff6c79&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=40c0039ce9&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=afd5633e17&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=364827c583&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bbcff6c79&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bbcff6c79&e=d538c8f2e0
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Cardiac glycosides are a novel family of senolytic compounds 

Authors: Pilar Picallos-Rabina and Manuel Collado are researchers at the Laboratory of Stem Cells in 

Cancer and Aging, Health Research Institute of Santiago de Compostela (IDIS), Santiago de Compostela, 

Spain 

Digitalis purpurea, a natural source of cardiac glycosaides 

Wouldn´t it be great to have a drug that could kill specifically our old damaged cells allowing us to have a 

better health at an advanced age? But we are not talking about a dreamed magic immortality 

pill. Senolytic drugs, compounds that kill senescent cells, are already a reality and represent a new concept 

that has emerged in very recent years and that promises the possibility of developing therapies for age-related 

diseases and possibly even for cancer. 

Normal cells in our organism have a limited proliferation potential, they can divide and function for a limited 

number of cell divisions before they cease proliferation and enter a state of permanent cell cycle arrest known 

as cellular senescence. Cells in senescence are alive and metabolically active but they are uncapable of 

undergoing further cell divisions. This process was discovered almost 60 years ago when pioneers of the cell 

culture technique realized that normal primary human cells extracted from tissues and put in plastic dishes in 

the laboratory could adapt and divide happily for a while before entering this special state known as 

senescence. This process was suggested to represent cellular aging. Cells in culture were behaving similarly, 

they thought, to what organisms do during life: they grow and divide before entering an “aging state”. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Senolytic
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cellular_senescence
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Interestingly, cancer cells never stop proliferating and they would divide in cell culture and in vivo 

indefinitely. 

Later on, it was shown that different aggressions to our cells can also trigger this state of senescence. Damage 

to our DNA, oxidative stress, activation of oncogenes, etc, can all induce senescence. In this way, damaged 

cells are restricted in their proliferation, avoiding the emergence of cells that could potentially grow to form a 

tumor. 

 

Diagram showing how oncogene activation (left side) or other types of damage (right side) lead to tumor 

development or replicative senescence during aging, respectively. Chemotherapeutic treatment of cancer can 

result in therapy-induced senescence while the accumulation of senescent cells during aging leads to tissue 

dysfunction, in both cases with deleterious effects on the surrounding tissue. The use of senolytics, cytotoxic 
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drugs with specificity for senescent cells, can remove senescent cells produced by chemotherapy of cancer or 

aging, resulting in both cases in tissue recovery. 

During life, as we age, these senescent cells are generated and accumulate with time contributing to aging and 

age-related diseases. Too many senescent cells that are not cleared efficiently build up and have detrimental 

activity due not only to their incapacity to proliferate but also mainly through their secretions. Senescent cells 

release huge amounts of soluble factors with potentially dangerous activities such as promotion of 

inflammation, remodeling of the cellular matrix, or induction of proliferation and invasiveness. 

Even though cancer cells deactivate the senescence response as part of their tumorigenic conversion, 

chemotherapy can still induce senescence in tumor cells. These senescent tumor cells might not be eliminated 

and could represent a risk for patients. Carrying damaged tumor cells around with the potential to re-grow has 

been proposed to be the basis for tumor relapse, a frequent and lethal event in cancer therapy. Also, 

senescence induction in tumor, and in normal cells, can have profound effects on neighboring tissue as a 

result of exposure to the secreted factors released by the senescent cells. Actually, some of the secondary 

effects produced by chemotherapy in cancer patients seems to be the result of senescence induction in normal 

cells. 

Recently, it was shown that senescent cells can be targeted by cytotoxic compounds with a specific senescent 

cell killing activity, compounds known as senolytics. These compounds exploit acquired vulnerabilities in 

senescent cells that make them susceptible for their cell killing activity. 

Senolytics can kill senescent cells that accumulate during aging and have been proved to have a positive 

effect on the healthspan of aged mice and in models of age-related diseases caused by the accumulation of 

senescent cells. In principle, senolytics could also be used as a means to improve cancer therapy by removing 

senescent tumor cells produced by chemotherapy, reducing at the same time the secondary effects caused by 

induction of senescence in normal cells. 

To identify novel senolytics we decided to search for this type of compounds in collaboration with Edu 

Dominguez and Mabel Loza, from BioFarma group at CIMUS (USC) experts on drug discovery. We 

designed a screening assay based on the human lung cancer cell line A549. We differentially labeled these 

cells in red, and induced senescence in them, or in green, and left them proliferating. We then mixed both 

types of cells in the same culture, measured the ratio of green/red cells and treated them with a known 

senolytic compound, ABT-263 (Navitoclax) or a library of compounds. After this treatment, we measured 

again the ratio of green/red cells, made some calculations comparing the ratios before and after treatment, and 

came up with some candidate hits. 

We used the Prestwick library of drug repositioning, composed of 1,280 already known and approved drugs. 

In this way, we could have an idea of the target and pathways involved because the compounds are known, 

and we could easily translate, in principle, this knowledge into the clinic, since the compounds are already 

approved for human use. 

After screenings and validations, we identified some hits, one of them Proscillaridin A, a Cardiac 

Glycoside (CG). But this is not the CG that is nowadays used in the clinic, so we tested Ouabain (a typical 

CG) and Digoxin (more frequently used in the clinic for the treatment of several heart diseases). We checked 

that the senolytic effect: (1) was a property of all the CGs family members, (2) was observed in tumor and 

http://www.usc.es/biofarma/
https://www.usc.es/cimus/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Navitoclax
http://www.prestwickchemical.com/libraries-screening-lib-pcl.html
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cardiac_glycoside
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cardiac_glycoside
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primary human cells, but not in mouse cells (more on this later), was independent of the chemotherapeutic 

reagent used to trigger senescence, (4) or of the type of senescence inducer. More importantly, it was 

reproduced by other laboratories. Our collaborators at IMDEA Food in Madrid, Pablo J Fernández and Maria 

Ikonomopoulou, had been searching for senolytic compounds using different systems (plant extracts and 

venoms). They told us they had some hits and when we checked, bingo, they were all CGs. 

We then wanted to figure out the molecular details of this senolytic activity of CGs. For this, we reasoned that 

the known target of therapeutic activity of CGs could also be the one responsible for the senolytic activity. 

CGs exert their therapeutic activity in cardiac diseases by binding and inhibiting the Na+/K+ ATPase pump. 

This enzyme resides in the membrane of the cell and it pumps out Na+ and pumps in K+. Mice (and rodents 

in general) express a Na+/K+ ATPase pump that is resistant to CGs. They evolved to express a mutant 

version of the Na+/K+ ATPase pump because they feed on the plants that produce these compounds, such as 

plants from the Digitalis genus, commonly known as foxgloves. So we managed to overexpress the mouse 

version of the Na+/K+ ATPase pump on human cells and checked their survival capacity when exposed to 

Digoxin, and found that they were more protected. Senescent human cells are killed by CGs because they 

show an imbalanced electrochemical gradient that make them more sensitive to these compounds. 

Finally, we wanted to test the senolytic activity of CGs on in vivo models. First, we checked the effect of 

combining Digoxin as a senolytic together with chemotherapeutic agents given in the clinic to cancer patients 

and that we know can induce senescence in the tumor cells. In these experiments we observed that the 

combination was very effective controlling and reducing the tumor, confirming our hypothesis. But we also 

tested if these compounds could serve as potential therapeutic agents on a lethal age-related disease, lung 

fibrosis. We induced fibrosis in mice and treated them with Digoxin. The lungs of Digoxin-treated animals 

showed a fantastic recovery and were almost free of the fibrotic response. 

In summary, we have identified a new family of broad spectrum senolytic compounds that can kill normal and 

tumor senescent cells and we have proved that the use of these compounds for age-related diseases or for 

cancer in combination with chemotherapeutic agents inducing senescence, holds the promise of novel, more 

effective and less toxic therapeutic interventions. 
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More on cellular senescence: 
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K, Ferbeyre G, Gil J, Hara E, Krizhanovsky V, Jurk D, Maier AB, Narita M, Niedernhofer L, Passos JF, 

Robbins PD, Schmitt CA, Sedivy J, Vougas K, von Zglinicki T, Zhou D, Serrano M, Demaria M. (2019) 

Cellular Senescence: Defining a Path Forward. Cell. doi: 10.1016/j.cell.2019.10.005. 
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What we get wrong about time 

 

 

Most of us tend to think of time as linear, absolute and constantly “running out” – but is that really 

true? And how can we change our perceptions to feel better about its passing? 

 

By Claudia Hammond 

 “Time” is the most frequently used noun in the English language. We all know what it feels like as time 

passes. Our present becomes the past as soon as it’s happened; today soon turns into yesterday. If you live in a 
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temperate climate, each year you see the seasons come and go. And as we reach adulthood and beyond, we 

become increasingly aware of the years flashing by.   

Although neuroscientists have been unable to locate a single clock in brain that is responsible for detecting 

time passing, humans are surprisingly good at it. If someone tells us they’re arriving in five minutes, we 

have a rough idea of when to start to look out for them. We have a sense of the weeks and months passing by. 

As a result, most of us would say that how time functions is fairly obvious: it passes, at a consistent and 

measurable rate, in a specific direction – from past to future. 

Of course, the human perspective of time may not be exclusively biological, but rather shaped by our culture 

and era. The Amondawa tribe in the Amazon, for example, has no word for “time” – which some say 

means they don’t have a notion of time as a framework in which events occur. (There are debates over 

whether this is purely a linguistic argument, or whether they really do perceive time differently.) Meanwhile, 

it’s hard to know with scientific precision how people conceived of time in the past, as experiments in time 

perception have only been conducted for the last 150 years. 

You might also like: 

 The pros and cons of the time-travelling mind   

 Who will be remembered in 1,000 years? 

 An effortless way to improve your memory 

What we do know is that Aristotle viewed the present as something continually changing and that by the year 

160, the Roman emperor-philosopher Marcus Aurelius was describing time as a river of passing events. And 

in the West, at least, many would still identify with these ideas. 

But physics tells a different story. However much time feels like something that flows in one direction, some 

scientists beg to differ.  

In the last century, Albert Einstein’s discoveries exploded our concepts of time. He showed us that time is 

created by things; it wasn’t there waiting for those things to act within it. He demonstrated that time is 

relative, moving more slowly if an object is moving fast. Events don’t happen in a set order. There isn’t a 

single universal “now”, in the sense that Newtonian physics would have it.  

It is true that many events in the Universe can be put into sequential order – but time is not always segmented 

neatly into the past, the present and the future. Some physical equations work in either direction. 

One aspect of time perception many of us share is how we think of our own past: as a kind of giant 

video library, an archive we can dip into to retrieve records of events in our lives 

A few theoretical physicists, such as the best-selling writer and physicist Carlo Rovelli take it even further, 

speculating that time neither flows, nor even exists. It is an illusion. 

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC2685824/
https://www.bbc.co.uk/news/science-environment-13452711
https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20161122-the-pros-and-cons-of-the-time-travelling-mind
https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20171220-how-to-be-remembered-in-1000-years
https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20180208-an-effortless-way-to-strengthen-your-memory
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2017/jul/25/carlo-rovelli-i-felt-the-beautiful-adventure-of-physics-was-a-story-that-had-to-be-told
https://qz.com/1279371/this-physicists-ideas-of-time-will-blow-your-mind/amp/
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Of course, although some physicists propose that time does not exist, time perception – our sense of time – 

does. This is why the evidence from physics is at odds with how life feels. Our shared idea of what the 

concept of “future” or “past” mean may not apply to everything everywhere in the Universe, but it does 

reflect the reality of our lives here on Earth. 

Like the Newtonian idea of absolute time, however, our belief in how time works for humans can also be 

misleading. And there may be a better approach. 

 

If memories were fixed like videotapes then imagining a new situation would be tricky (Credit: Javier 

Hirschfeld/Getty Images/Alamy) 

 

False pasts 

One aspect of time perception many of us share is how we think of our own past: as a kind of giant video 

library, an archive we can dip into to retrieve records of events in our lives. 

But psychologists have demonstrated that autobiographical memory is not like that at all. Most of us forget far 

more than we remember, sometimes forgetting events happened at all, despite others’ insistence that we were 

there. On occasion even the reminder does nothing to jog our memories. 

As we lay down memories, we alter them to make sense of what’s happened. Every time we recall a 

memory, we reconstruct the events in our mind and even change them to fit in with any new information 

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pubmed/25592676
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that might have come to light. And it’s much easier than you might think to convince people that they have 

had experiences which never happened. The psychologist Elisabeth Loftus has done decades of research on 

this, persuading people they remember kissing a giant green frog or that they once met Bugs Bunny in 

Disneyland (as he’s a Warner Bros character, so this can’t have happened). Even recounting an anecdote to 

our friends can mean our memory of that story goes back into the library slightly altered. 

 

People can be peruaded to "remember" events that never happened to them (Credit: Javier Hirschfeld/ Getty 

Images) 

Another mistake we make is to assume that imagining the future is completely different from thinking about 

the past. In fact, the two processes are linked. We recruit similar parts of the brain to reminisce or to picture 

our lives in years to come. It is the possession of our memories that permits us to imagine a future, remixing 

scenes to preview future events in a window in the mind.  This skill allows us to make plans and to try out 

different hypothetical possibilities before we commit. 

  

These curious sensations occur as a result of the way our brains deal with time. A baby, with little by way of 

autobiographical memory, lives constantly in the present. She’s happy. She’s crying. She’s hungry. She’s 

miserable. A baby experiences all this, but doesn’t think back to how cold it was last month or worry that 

temperature might drop again soon. 

Then gradually a toddler will begin to develop a sense of self. With that development comes an 

understanding of time, of yesterday as distinct from tomorrow. 

http://learnmem.cshlp.org/content/12/4/361.full
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/abs/10.1111/j.1467-8721.2008.00593.x?journalCode=cdpa
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/abs/10.1111/j.1467-8721.2008.00593.x?journalCode=cdpa
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Time is not only at the heart of the way we organise life, but the way we experience it 

Even at that age, though, imagining one’s self in the future remains a challenge. The psychologist Janie Busby 

Grant found that if you ask three-year-olds what they might do the following day, only a third can give an 

answer judged to be plausible. When the psychologist Cristina Atance gave small children some pretzels to 

eat followed by the option of more pretzels or some water, it won’t surprise you to learn that, thirsty after 

eating the salt, most chose water. But when she asked them what they would like to have when they came 

back the next day, most still opted for water. (Adults chose pretzels, knowing that by tomorrow they will 

feel hungry again.) Very small children are unable to imagine themselves in a future where they might feel 

differently than they do in this moment. 

The experience of time is actively created by our minds. Various factors are crucial to this construction of the 

perception of time – memory, concentration, emotion and the sense we have that time is somehow located in 

space. Our time perception roots us in our mental reality. Time is not only at the heart of the way we organise 

life, but the way we experience it. 

Of course, you could argue that it doesn’t really matter whether we perceive time accurately according to the 

laws of physics. On a daily basis, we can carry on walking without needing to remember that, however flat 

the world feels while you’re on the ground, it is spherical. We still talk of the Sun rising in the morning and 

setting in the evening, even though we know that it is the Earth and not that the Sun that is moving. Our 

perceptions don’t keep up with the science – and we can only create our everyday experience of the world 

using the senses we possess. 

 

https://psycnet.apa.org/record/2005-10369-002
https://psycnet.apa.org/record/2005-10369-002
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC1523428/
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If someone asked you to imagine floating to work on a lilo, most of us would have no problem imagining it 

(Credit: Javier Hirschfeld / Getty Images) 

Likewise, our perception of time is not something we can choose to ignore. However much you learn about 

four-dimensional space-time, waiting for that delayed train is still going to feel longer than having lunch with 

your friend. 

But even if we can’t change our perceptions of time, we can change the way we think about it – and perhaps 

feel better about its passing, and ourselves, as a result. 

Time for change 

 

 

We still talk of the Sun rising in the morning and setting in the evening, even though we know it is the 

Earth moving (Credit: Javier Hirschfeld/Getty Images) 

 

Instead of considering the past, present and future to be in a straight line, we can look on our memories as a 

resource to allow us to think of the future. 

This is crucial. Humans’ ability to time travel mentally, forward and back, is why we’re able to do so many of 

the things that set us apart – such as plan for the future or create a work of art. And the important role that 
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memory has to play within that isn’t a new idea: Aristotle, for example, described memories not as archives of 

our lives, but as tools for imagining the future. 

We shouldn’t curse our memories when they let us down 

This means that what may have seemed like a flaw before – our difficulty to recollect the past accurately – is 

actually an advantage. If memories were fixed like videotapes then imagining a new situation would be tricky. 

If I asked you to picture yourself arriving at your workplace next Tuesday morning not via your usual route, 

but instead floating on a lilo on a turquoise canal lined with tropical flowers, past familiar buildings right up 

to the front door of your office where your old school friends will greet you with a cocktail, in an instant most 

of you will be able to do it. (An exception is people with an unusual condition called severely deficient 

autobiographical memory.) 

Your memory is so flexible that in an instant you can summon up your personally-recorded memories of the 

street where you work, what it’s like to lie on a lilo, the faces of your school friends, images of tropical 

flowers and cocktails. You not only locate all these memories which might be decades apart, but you then 

splice them together to invent a scene you have never witnessed or even heard of before. 

Cognitively, it sounds like hard work. In fact, the flexibility of our memories makes it fairly easy to do.   

So we shouldn’t curse our memories when they let us down. They’re made to be changeable, in order that we 

can take millions of fragments of memories from different times of our lives and recombine them to give us 

endless imaginative possibilities for the future. 

In fact, when our memory for the past is damaged, so is our ability to think about the future. The 

neuroscientist Eleanor Maguire asked people to describe an imaginary future scenario in which they were 

standing in a museum. Some said it had a domed ceiling. Others a marble floor. But people with amnesia 

were unable to suggest what it might look like due to our reliance on memory to allow us to think about the 

future. 

Instead of thinking of our memories as a handy video archive, we can bear in mind that our memory of an 

event might not be perfect – and accept that others might have very different memories of the same event. 

Slowing down 

  

There’s one other thing we can do. The single question I have been most often asked after writing a book on 

time perception is, how can we slow time down? 

But I wonder whether we should be careful what we wish for. In middle age, the weeks and the years can feel 

as though they flash by. But part of our sense of time passing is dictated by the number of new memories we 

have made. When you look back on a busy holiday, even though it went quickly at the time, in retrospect it 

can feel as though you were away for ages. This is because of all those new memories you made by spending 

https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20181112-severely-deficient-autobiographical-memory-is-surprisi
https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20181112-severely-deficient-autobiographical-memory-is-surprisi
https://www.pnas.org/content/104/5/1726
https://www.pnas.org/content/104/5/1726
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a week outside your usual routine. If life feels as though it’s going fast, this could be a sign of a life that is 

full. 

If you do want to shed that unsettling feeling on a Sunday evening that the weekend has whizzed by, 

there is something you can do: constantly seek out new experiences 

Meanwhile, time does feel as though it’s going more slowly if you are bored or depressed or feeling lonely or 

feeling rejected, none of which we would want to seek out.  As Pliny the Younger wrote in 105, “The happier 

the time, the shorter it seems.” 

But if you do want to shed that unsettling feeling on a Sunday evening that the weekend has whizzed by, there 

is something you can do: constantly seek out new experiences. Take up new activities at weekends and visit 

new places, rather than heading for the same pub or cinema. All this fun means the time will fly in the 

moment – but because you will lay down more memories, when you get to Monday morning, the weekend 

will have felt long. 

 

As Pliny the Younger wrote in AD 105, “the happier the time, the shorter it seems” (Credit: Javier Hirschfeld/ 

Getty Images) 

Some routine, of course, is unavoidable. But if you can create a life which feels both novel and entertaining in 

the present, the weeks and years will feel long in retrospect. Even varying your route to work can make a 

difference. The more memories you can create for yourself in everyday life, the longer your life will feel 

when you look back. 
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The way we experience time in our minds is never going to match up with the latest discoveries in physics. 

We all know what the passing of time feels like. Although we can’t change the way our brains perceive time, 

there are better ways we can start to think about it. But even then, the way it warps in certain situations will 

continue to surprise and unsettle us. In the end, perhaps, St Augustine put it best when he asked: “What then 

is time? If no one asks me, then I know. If I wish to explain it to someone who asks, I know it not.” 

Claudia Hammond is the author of Time Warped: Unlocking The Secrets Of Time Perception. 

 

https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20191203-what-we-get-wrong-about-time?xtor=ES-213-

[BBC%20Features%20Newsletter]-2019December13-[Future%7c+Image] 

  

https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20191203-what-we-get-wrong-about-time?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2019December13-%5bFuture%7c+Image%5d
https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20191203-what-we-get-wrong-about-time?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2019December13-%5bFuture%7c+Image%5d
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The Art of Centering: Potter and Poet M.C. Richards on What She Learned at the Wheel About Non-

Dualism, Creative Wholeness, and the Poetry of Personhood 

“Centering is a verb… an ongoing process… a way of balancing, a spiritual resource in times of conflict, an 

imagination… an alchemical vessel, a retort, which bears an integration of purposes, an integration of levels 

of consciousness.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Looking back on the first thirteen years of Brain Pickings, I termed my thirteen most important life-

learnings “fluid reflections on keeping a solid center.” But how exactly do we locate our center and master its 

osmotic balance between fluidity and solidity? 

That is what poet, potter, and manual philosopher M.C. Richards (July 13, 1916–September 10, 1999) 

explores in her 1964 counterculture classic Centering: In Pottery, Poetry, and the Person (public library) — 

an inspired inquiry into “how we may seek to bring universe into a personal wholeness,” “to feel the whole in 

every part,” which popularized the now-commonplace notion of “both… and” as the non-dualistic, 

parallelistic alternative to the dualistic, perpendicularist “either… or” mindset. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/13-learnings-13-years/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/13-learnings-13-years/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/centering-in-pottery-poetry-and-the-person/oclc/1131542059&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
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After graduating from U.C. Berkeley, Richards was offered a tenure-track position at the University of 

Chicago, but was soon disillusioned with the hyperfocus on standardized achievement, competitive and 

vacant. Just after World War II, just before her thirtieth birthday, she made a radical leap of faith and joined 

the English faculty of the experimental Black Mountain College. 

 

Mary Caroline Richards at Black Mountain College (Getty Research Institute. Photographer unknown.) 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
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One of the school’s most beloved teachers, she founded Black Mountain Press with her students, teaching 

them the fundamentals of typesetting and publishing, and soon rose to head of faculty. She forged close 

friendships with John Cage, Merce Cunningham, and the famed Black Mountain Poets. Many decades before 

neurologist Oliver Sacks extolled the healing power of gardening, she lived with mentally handicapped adults 

in a working community based on biodynamic agriculture — the precursor to organic gardening and farming. 

In the 1950s, she returned to Black Mountain College not as a teacher but as a student — of pottery. The 

beautiful consonance she found between her two arts inspired a larger inquiry into the creative process, in a 

work of art and in the work of personhood. 

M.C. Richards: Four Virgins of the Elk Dance (Courtesy of Black Mountain College) 

Governed by her conviction that “poets are not the only poets” and that artists don’t leave their art at the 

studio, Richards explores the poetry of personhood through the metaphor of centering, drawn from the 

craftsmanship of pottery — a potter brings the clay to the center of the wheel, then begins the process of 

giving the amorphous spinning mass the desired shape. She writes: 

Centering is a verb. It is an ongoing process… Centering is not a model, but a way of balancing, a spiritual 

resource in times of conflict, an imagination. It seems in certain lights to be an alchemical vessel, a retort, 

which bears an integration of purposes, an integration of levels of consciousness. It can be called to, like a 

divine ear. 

[…] 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/john-cage/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/merce-cunningham/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/27/oliver-sacks-gardens/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
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Centering… is the discipline of bringing in (i.e., of sympathy or empathy) rather than of leaving out. Of 

saying “Yes, Yes” to what we behold. To what is holy and to what is unbearable. But my experience tells me 

now that there is an important crucial stage of saying Yes to a No. For resistance also must be embraced. Not 

only accepting resistance but practicing it. 

Art by Bhajju Shyam from Creation — a collection of illustrated origin myths from Indian folklore. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/15/creation-bhajju-shyam-gita-wolf-tara-books/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/15/creation-bhajju-shyam-gita-wolf-tara-books/
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This non-dualistic assent to other universe in all of its expressions is at the center of centering; it is also the 

lever by which we turn the negative into a generative place, in our individual experience and our collective 

aspirations. Richards writes: 

The hardest and most rewarding lesson has been to learn to experience antipathy objectively, with warmth. 

For antipathy follows a gesture of separating, and the goal, which is to be both separate and connected, 

requires that one move inwardly in opposite directions. Toward self-definition and toward community. 

Toward ethical individualism and toward social justice. It is this fusing of the opposites that Centering 

enables. 

[…] 

In centering the clay on the potter’s wheel, one centers down, yes, and then one immediately centers up! 

Down and up, wide and narrow, letting focus bear within it an expanded consciousness and letting a widened 

awareness (empathetic) have the commitment to detail of a focused attention. Not “either… or,” but 

“both… and.” You can perhaps feel the inner movement of a Centering consciousness that plays dynamically 

in the tides of inner and outer, self and other, in an instinctive hope toward wholeness. 

In its active practice of non-dualism, centering is thus a deepening of our understanding of reality, consonant 

with Nobel-winning physicist Frank Wilczek’s observation that “you can recognize a deep truth by the feature 

that its opposite is also a deep truth.” And yet, Richards cautions, centering must not become an item on the 

checklist of existential achievement — the moment it ceases to be a practice and becomes an object of 

striving, it becomes subject to corruption and distortion: 

“Center” and “centered” have come to be fairly widely used. They tend to imply a connection with the navel, 

with one-pointedness, on the way to bliss, realization, and inner peace. But these are not the goals of the 

Centering process. For it is a continual engagement with experience, not a withdrawal from it. It begins with 

pain and ends with paradox. It wrestles with evil and the daimonic as it does with angels and repentance. It is 

an activity of consciousness, not a stage of spiritual achievement. 

[…] 

I have found that Centering, like clay, … bears the future within it. For it contains a space for ongoing 

development and differentiation. In other words, it proves to be an open image, a vessel, holding a content 

that is life itself. 

Writing in the early 1960s — an era marked by the scar tissue of WWII and the new-growth optimism of civil 

rights and women’s emancipation, of space exploration and the decoding of life’s helix — Richards sees in 

the notion of centering an emblem of cultural evolution, as relevant to her own time as it is, after a half-

century turn of the cultural wheel, to ours: 

We find on so many fronts now, political and artistic as well as religious and economic, an imaginative thrust 

that goes not toward competitive violence and adversary motifs, but toward new social forms. Imagination is 

more and more recognized as a form of cognition. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/02/complementarity-frank-wilczek-a-beautiful-question/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/02/complementarity-frank-wilczek-a-beautiful-question/
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Art by Olivier Tallec from This Is a Poem That Heals Fish by Jean-Pierre Simeón. 

Richards defines the creative mind as the “mind that makes connections between things ordinarily thought to 

be different” — an embodiment of “the highest human capacity”: the capacity for metaphor. Echoing the 

stunning speech on poetry, power, and freedom that John F. Kennedy delivered in 1963, just as she was 

finishing her book, she writes: 

This is what fires our hearts, is it not? To feel ourselves free to love and to live. Unbullied and unbullying. 

Unhaunted by a conscience made guilty by social pressures and expectations. To act from source freely. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/24/this-is-a-poem-that-heals-fish/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/19/james-geary-i-is-an-other-children-metaphor/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/01/jfk-amherst-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/24/this-is-a-poem-that-heals-fish/
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The moment we begin to act freely, we come into contact with the unknown — contact that can be a 

shattering shock if we are hardened, or a shape-shifting revelation if we are fluid enough to embody new 

forms of understanding, of meaning, of being. Centering thus becomes the locus of fluidity: 

Art by Lia Halloran for The Universe in Verse. Available as a print. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://society6.com/product/every-atom-belonging-to-me-as-good-belongs-to-you-art-by-lia-halloran-for-the-universe-in-verse2373447_framed-print?sku=s6-11773478p21a12v61a13v58?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/every-atom-belonging-to-me-as-good-belongs-to-you-art-by-lia-halloran-for-the-universe-in-verse2373447_framed-print?sku=s6-11773478p21a12v61a13v58?curator=brainpicker
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Centering… brings us what we don’t already know… We may find, yes, that yesterday is over, and we do not 

perpetuate old confusions. We do not cling to the savagery of nationalisms, or the shame we feel for being as 

we are. We stand on the shore of an ocean and the pure wind blows us fresh and we wake out of an anguish of 

inner conflict into a deep breath that lets us rise to our feet and in a new levity we dance. It could be said that 

fidelity to the processes of Centering is a path to full breathing, to a balance willingly at risk. 

[…] 

The deeper we go into these realms, the more contact we make with another’s reality. The sharper the sense of 

pain and bliss as they interweave through the heartbreak and luck of life, the more the line between self and 

other may dissolve. 

In a sentiment evocative of Wendell Berry’s short and lovely poem about how to be a poet and a complete 

human being, Richards considers what drew her to the metaphor of centering and what it reveals about the 

poet in each of us: 

I am an odd bird in both academic and craft worlds, perhaps because I am a poet, and thus, by calling, busy 

with seeing the similarities between things ordinarily thought to be different, busy with feeling the sense of 

relatedness grow through my limbs like a smoke-tree wafting and fusing its images, busy with the innerness 

of outerness, eating life in its layers like a magic cake made of silica sounds shapes and temperatures and all 

the things that appear to be separated stacked together in transparencies of color, and it is perhaps my 

vocation to swallow it whole. The expanding universe. The resilient appetite. The continuous play. The 

changing, changeful person, mobile and intact, finding his way on. 

[…] 

For life — I am sure of this — is not transforming energy, but transforming person. Energy is the means. 

Being is not what but whom. It is Presence in whom and before whom we show ourselves. Let us ride our 

lives like natural beasts, like tempests, like the bounce of a ball or the slightest ambiguous hovering of ash, 

the drift of scent: let us stick to those currents that can carry us, membering them with our souls. Our world 

personifies us, we know ourselves by it. Let us then speak to each other in our most intimate concern. 

Centering is an intimate, universal, revelatory read in its timeless totality. Complement it with Susan Sontag’s 

astute distinction between being in the middle and being in the center, then revisit Richards’s close friend and 

collaborator John Cage on the inner life of artists and their contemporary E.E. Cummings on what it really 

means to be an artist. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/03/m-c-richards-

centering/?mc_cid=91721b0981&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/12/how-to-be-a-poet-wendell-berry/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/12/how-to-be-a-poet-wendell-berry/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/24/susan-sontag-middle-center-jonathan-cott/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/07/05/where-the-heart-beats-john-cage-kay-larson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/e-e-cummings-miscellany-agony-of-the-artist/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/e-e-cummings-miscellany-agony-of-the-artist/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/03/m-c-richards-centering/?mc_cid=91721b0981&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/03/m-c-richards-centering/?mc_cid=91721b0981&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Betrothed 

by Anton Chekhov 

 

I 

IT was ten o'clock in the evening and the full moon was shining over the garden. In the Shumins' house 

an evening service celebrated at the request of the grandmother, Marfa Mihalovna, was just over, and 

now Nadya -- she had gone into the garden for a minute -- could see the table being laid for supper in 

the dining-room, and her grandmother bustling about in her gorgeous silk dress; Father Andrey, a 

chief priest of the cathedral, was talking to Nadya's mother, Nina Ivanovna, and now in the evening 

light through the window her mother for some reason looked very young; Andrey Andreitch, Father 

Andrey's son, was standing by listening attentively. 

It was still and cool in the garden, and dark peaceful shadows lay on the ground. There was a sound of 

frogs croaking, far, far away beyond the town. There was a feeling of May, sweet May! One drew deep 

breaths and longed to fancy that not here but far away under the sky, above the trees, far away in the 

open country, in the fields and the woods, the life of spring was unfolding now, mysterious, lovely, rich 

and holy beyond the understanding of weak, sinful man. And for some reason one wanted to cry. 

She, Nadya, was already twenty-three. Ever since she was sixteen she had been passionately dreaming 

of marriage and at last she was engaged to Andrey Andreitch, the young man who was standing on the 

other side of the window; she liked him, the wedding was already fixed for July 7, and yet there was no 

joy in her heart, she was sleeping badly, her spirits drooped. . . . She could hear from the open windows 

of the basement where the kitchen was the hurrying servants, the clatter of knives, the banging of the 

swing door; there was a smell of roast turkey and pickled cherries, and for some reason it seemed to 

her that it would be like that all her life, with no change, no end to it. 

Some one came out of the house and stood on the steps; it was Alexandr Timofeitch, or, as he was 

always called, Sasha, who had come from Moscow ten days before and was staying with them. Years 

ago a distant relation of the grandmother, a gentleman's widow called Marya Petrovna, a thin, sickly 

little woman who had sunk into poverty, used to come to the house to ask for assistance. She had a son 

Sasha. It used for some reason to be said that he had talent as an artist, and when his mother died 

Nadya's grandmother had, for the salvation of her soul, sent him to the Komissarovsky school in 

Moscow; two years later he went into the school of painting, spent nearly fifteen years there, and only 

just managed to scrape through the leaving examination in the section of architecture. He did not set up 

as an architect, however, but took a job at a lithographer's. He used to come almost every year, usually 

very ill, to stay with Nadya's grandmother to rest and recover. 

He was wearing now a frock-coat buttoned up, and shabby canvas trousers, crumpled into creases at 

the bottom. And his shirt had not been ironed and he had somehow all over a look of not being fresh. 

He was very thin, with big eyes, long thin fingers and a swarthy bearded face, and all the same he was 

handsome. With the Shumins he was like one of the family, and in their house felt he was at home. And 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov
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the room in which he lived when he was there had for years been called Sasha's room. Standing on the 

steps he saw Nadya, and went up to her. 

"It's nice here," he said. 

"Of course it's nice, you ought to stay here till the autumn." 

"Yes, I expect it will come to that. I dare say I shall stay with you till September." 

He laughed for no reason, and sat down beside her. 

"I'm sitting gazing at mother," said Nadya. "She looks so young from here! My mother has her 

weaknesses, of course," she added, after a pause, "but still she is an exceptional woman." 

"Yes, she is very nice . . ." Sasha agreed. "Your mother, in her own way of course, is a very good and 

sweet woman, but . . . how shall I say? I went early this morning into your kitchen and there I found 

four servants sleeping on the floor, no bedsteads, and rags for bedding, stench, bugs, beetles . . . it is just 

as it was twenty years ago, no change at all. Well, Granny, God bless her, what else can you expect of 

Granny? But your mother speaks French, you know, and acts in private theatricals. One would think 

she might understand." 

As Sasha talked, he used to stretch out two long wasted fingers before the listener's face. 

"It all seems somehow strange to me here, now I am out of the habit of it," he went on. "There is no 

making it out. Nobody ever does anything. Your mother spends the whole day walking about like a 

duchess, Granny does nothing either, nor you either. And your Andrey Andreitch never does anything 

either." 

Nadya had heard this the year before and, she fancied, the year before that too, and she knew that 

Sasha could not make any other criticism, and in old days this had amused her, but now for some 

reason she felt annoyed. 

"That's all stale, and I have been sick of it for ages," she said and got up. "You should think of 

something a little newer." 

He laughed and got up too, and they went together toward the house. She, tall, handsome, and well-

made, beside him looked very healthy and smartly dressed; she was conscious of this and felt sorry for 

him and for some reason awkward. 

"And you say a great deal you should not," she said. "You've just been talking about my Andrey, but 

you see you don't know him." 

"My Andrey. . . . Bother him, your Andrey. I am sorry for your youth." 
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They were already sitting down to supper as the young people went into the dining-room. The 

grandmother, or Granny as she was called in the household, a very stout, plain old lady with bushy 

eyebrows and a little moustache, was talking loudly, and from her voice and manner of speaking it 

could be seen that she was the person of most importance in the house. She owned rows of shops in the 

market, and the old-fashioned house with columns and the garden, yet she prayed every morning that 

God might save her from ruin and shed tears as she did so. Her daughter-in-law, Nadya's mother, Nina 

Ivanovna, a fair-haired woman tightly laced in, with a pince-nez, and diamonds on every finger, Father 

Andrey, a lean, toothless old man whose face always looked as though he were just going to say 

something amusing, and his son, Andrey Andreitch, a stout and handsome young man with curly hair 

looking like an artist or an actor, were all talking of hypnotism. 

"You will get well in a week here," said Granny, addressing Sasha. "Only you must eat more. What do 

you look like!" she sighed. "You are really dreadful! You are a regular prodigal son, that is what you 

are." 

"After wasting his father's substance in riotous living," said Father Andrey slowly, with laughing eyes. 

"He fed with senseless beasts." 

"I like my dad," said Andrey Andreitch, touching his father on the shoulder. "He is a splendid old 

fellow, a dear old fellow." 

Everyone was silent for a space. Sasha suddenly burst out laughing and put his dinner napkin to his 

mouth. 

"So you believe in hypnotism?" said Father Andrey to Nina Ivanovna. 

"I cannot, of course, assert that I believe," answered Nina Ivanovna, assuming a very serious, even 

severe, expression; "but I must own that there is much that is mysterious and incomprehensible in 

nature." 

"I quite agree with you, though I must add that religion distinctly curtails for us the domain of the 

mysterious." 

A big and very fat turkey was served. Father Andrey and Nina Ivanovna went on with their 

conversation. Nina Ivanovna's diamonds glittered on her fingers, then tears began to glitter in her eyes, 

she grew excited. 

"Though I cannot venture to argue with you," she said, "you must admit there are so many insoluble 

riddles in life!" 

"Not one, I assure you." 

After supper Andrey Andreitch played the fiddle and Nina Ivanovna accompanied him on the piano. 

Ten years before he had taken his degree at the university in the Faculty of Arts, but had never held 
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any post, had no definite work, and only from time to time took part in concerts for charitable objects; 

and in the town he was regarded as a musician. 

Andrey Andreitch played; they all listened in silence. The samovar was boiling quietly on the table and 

no one but Sasha was drinking tea. Then when it struck twelve a violin string suddenly broke; everyone 

laughed, bustled about, and began saying good-bye. 

After seeing her fianc out, Nadya went upstairs where she and her mother had their rooms (the lower 

storey was occupied by the grandmother). They began putting the lights out below in the dining-room, 

while Sasha still sat on drinking tea. He always spent a long time over tea in the Moscow style, drinking 

as much as seven glasses at a time. For a long time after Nadya had undressed and gone to bed she 

could hear the servants clearing away downstairs and Granny talking angrily. At last everything was 

hushed, and nothing could be heard but Sasha from time to time coughing on a bass note in his room 

below. 

 

II 

When Nadya woke up it must have been two o'clock, it was beginning to get light. A watchman was 

tapping somewhere far away. She was not sleepy, and her bed felt very soft and uncomfortable. Nadya 

sat up in her bed and fell to thinking as she had done every night in May. Her thoughts were the same 

as they had been the night before, useless, persistent thoughts, always alike, of how Andrey Andreitch 

had begun courting her and had made her an offer, how she had accepted him and then little by little 

had come to appreciate the kindly, intelligent man. But for some reason now when there was hardly a 

month left before the wedding, she began to feel dread and uneasiness as though something vague and 

oppressive were before her. 

"Tick-tock, tick-tock . . ." the watchman tapped lazily. ". . . Tick-tock." 

Through the big old-fashioned window she could see the garden and at a little distance bushes of lilac in 

full flower, drowsy and lifeless from the cold; and the thick white mist was floating softly up to the lilac, 

trying to cover it. Drowsy rooks were cawing in the far-away trees. 

"My God, why is my heart so heavy?" 

Perhaps every girl felt the same before her wedding. There was no knowing! Or was it Sasha's 

influence? But for several years past Sasha had been repeating the same thing, like a copybook, and 

when he talked he seemed nave and queer. But why was it she could not get Sasha out of her head? 

Why was it? 

The watchman left off tapping for a long while. The birds were twittering under the windows and the 

mist had disappeared from the garden. Everything was lighted up by the spring sunshine as by a smile. 

Soon the whole garden, warm and caressed by the sun, returned to life, and dewdrops like diamonds 

glittered on the leaves and the old neglected garden on that morning looked young and gaily decked. 
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Granny was already awake. Sasha's husky cough began. Nadya could hear them below, setting the 

samovar and moving the chairs. The hours passed slowly, Nadya had been up and walking about the 

garden for a long while and still the morning dragged on. 

At last Nina Ivanovna appeared with a tear-stained face, carrying a glass of mineral water. She was 

interested in spiritualism and homeopathy, read a great deal, was fond of talking of the doubts to which 

she was subject, and to Nadya it seemed as though there were a deep mysterious significance in all that. 

Now Nadya kissed her mother and walked beside her. 

"What have you been crying about, mother?" she asked. 

"Last night I was reading a story in which there is an old man and his daughter. The old man is in 

some office and his chief falls in love with his daughter. I have not finished it, but there was a passage 

which made it hard to keep from tears," said Nina Ivanovna and she sipped at her glass. "I thought of 

it this morning and shed tears again." 

"I have been so depressed all these days," said Nadya after a pause. "Why is it I don't sleep at night!" 

"I don't know, dear. When I can't sleep I shut my eyes very tightly, like this, and picture to myself 

Anna Karenin moving about and talking, or something historical from the ancient world. . . ." 

Nadya felt that her mother did not understand her and was incapable of understanding. She felt this 

for the first time in her life, and it positively frightened her and made her want to hide herself; and she 

went away to her own room. 

At two o'clock they sat down to dinner. It was Wednesday, a fast day, and so vegetable soup and bream 

with boiled grain were set before Granny. 

To tease Granny Sasha ate his meat soup as well as the vegetable soup. He was making jokes all 

through dinner-time, but his jests were laboured and invariably with a moral bearing, and the effect 

was not at all amusing when before making some witty remark he raised his very long, thin, deathly-

looking fingers; and when one remembered that he was very ill and would probably not be much 

longer in this world, one felt sorry for him and ready to weep. 

After dinner Granny went off to her own room to lie down. Nina Ivanovna played on the piano for a 

little, and then she too went away. 

"Oh, dear Nadya!" Sasha began his usual afternoon conversation, "if only you would listen to me! If 

only you would!" 

She was sitting far back in an old-fashioned armchair, with her eyes shut, while he paced slowly about 

the room from corner to corner. 
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"If only you would go to the university," he said. "Only enlightened and holy people are interesting, it's 

only they who are wanted. The more of such people there are, the sooner the Kingdom of God will come 

on earth. Of your town then not one stone will be left, everything will he blown up from the 

foundations, everything will be changed as though by magic. And then there will be immense, 

magnificent houses here, wonderful gardens, marvellous fountains, remarkable people. . . . But that's 

not what matters most. What matters most is that the crowd, in our sense of the word, in the sense in 

which it exists now -- that evil will not exist then, because every man will believe and every man will 

know what he is living for and no one will seek moral support in the crowd. Dear Nadya, darling girl, 

go away! Show them all that you are sick of this stagnant, grey, sinful life. Prove it to yourself at least!" 

"I can't, Sasha, I'm going to be married." 

"Oh nonsense! What's it for!" 

They went out into the garden and walked up and down a little. 

"And however that may be, my dear girl, you must think, you must realize how unclean, how immoral 

this idle life of yours is," Sasha went on. "Do understand that if, for instance, you and your mother and 

your grandmother do nothing, it means that someone else is working for you, you are eating up 

someone else's life, and is that clean, isn't it filthy?" 

Nadya wanted to say "Yes, that is true"; she wanted to say that she understood, but tears came into her 

eyes, her spirits drooped, and shrinking into herself she went off to her room. 

Towards evening Andrey Andreitch arrived and as usual played the fiddle for a long time. He was not 

given to much talk as a rule, and was fond of the fiddle, perhaps because one could be silent while 

playing. At eleven o'clock when he was about to go home and had put on his greatcoat, he embraced 

Nadya and began greedily kissing her face, her shoulders, and her hands. 

"My dear, my sweet, my charmer," he muttered. "Oh how happy I am! I am beside myself with 

rapture!" 

And it seemed to her as though she had heard that long, long ago, or had read it somewhere . . . in some 

old tattered novel thrown away long ago. In the dining-room Sasha was sitting at the table drinking tea 

with the saucer poised on his five long fingers; Granny was laying out patience; Nina Ivanovna was 

reading. The flame crackled in the ikon lamp and everything, it seemed, was quiet and going well. 

Nadya said good-night, went upstairs to her room, got into bed and fell asleep at once. But just as on 

the night before, almost before it was light, she woke up. She was not sleepy, there was an uneasy, 

oppressive feeling in her heart. She sat up with her head on her knees and thought of her fianc and her 

marriage. . . . She for some reason remembered that her mother had not loved her father and now had 

nothing and lived in complete dependence on her mother-in-law, Granny. And however much Nadya 

pondered she could not imagine why she had hitherto seen in her mother something special and 

exceptional, how it was she had not noticed that she was a simple, ordinary, unhappy woman. 

And Sasha downstairs was not asleep, she could hear him coughing. He is a queer, nave man, thought 

Nadya, and in all his dreams, in all those marvellous gardens and wonderful fountains one felt there 
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was something absurd. But for some reason in his navet, in this very absurdity there was something so 

beautiful that as soon as she thought of the possibility of going to the university, it sent a cold thrill 

through her heart and her bosom and flooded them with joy and rapture. 

"But better not think, better not think . . ." she whispered. "I must not think of it." 

"Tick-tock," tapped the watchman somewhere far away. "Tick-tock . . . tick-tock. . . ." 

 

III 

In the middle of June Sasha suddenly felt bored and made up his mind to return to Moscow. 

"I can't exist in this town," he said gloomily. "No water supply, no drains! It disgusts me to eat at 

dinner; the filth in the kitchen is incredible. . . ." 

"Wait a little, prodigal son!" Granny tried to persuade him, speaking for some reason in a whisper, 

"the wedding is to be on the seventh." 

"I don't want to." 

"You meant to stay with us until September!" 

"But now, you see, I don't want to. I must get to work." 

The summer was grey and cold, the trees were wet, everything in the garden looked dejected and 

uninviting, it certainly did make one long to get to work. The sound of unfamiliar women's voices was 

heard downstairs and upstairs, there was the rattle of a sewing machine in Granny's room, they were 

working hard at the trousseau. Of fur coats alone, six were provided for Nadya, and the cheapest of 

them, in Granny's words, had cost three hundred roubles! The fuss irritated Sasha; he stayed in his 

own room and was cross, but everyone persuaded him to remain, and he promised not to go before the 

first of July. 

Time passed quickly. On St. Peter's day Andrey Andreitch went with Nadya after dinner to Moscow 

Street to look once more at the house which had been taken and made ready for the young couple some 

time before. It was a house of two storeys, but so far only the upper floor had been furnished. There 

was in the hall a shining floor painted and parqueted, there were Viennese chairs, a piano, a violin 

stand; there was a smell of paint. On the wall hung a big oil painting in a gold frame -- a naked lady 

and beside her a purple vase with a broken handle. 

"An exquisite picture," said Andrey Andreitch, and he gave a respectful sigh. "It's the work of the 

artist Shismatchevsky." 

Then there was the drawing-room with the round table, and a sofa and easy chairs upholstered in 

bright blue. Above the sofa was a big photograph of Father Andrey wearing a priest's velvet cap and 

decorations. Then they went into the dining-room in which there was a sideboard; then into the 
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bedroom; here in the half dusk stood two bedsteads side by side, and it looked as though the bedroom 

had been decorated with the idea that it would always be very agreeable there and could not possibly be 

anything else. Andrey Andreitch led Nadya about the rooms, all the while keeping his arm round her 

waist; and she felt weak and conscience-stricken. She hated all the rooms, the beds, the easy chairs; she 

was nauseated by the naked lady. It was clear to her now that she had ceased to love Andrey Andreitch 

or perhaps had never loved him at all; but how to say this and to whom to say it and with what object 

she did not understand, and could not understand, though she was thinking about it all day and all 

night. . . . He held her round the waist, talked so affectionately, so modestly, was so happy, walking 

about this house of his; while she saw nothing in it all but vulgarity, stupid, nave, unbearable vulgarity, 

and his arm round her waist felt as hard and cold as an iron hoop. And every minute she was on the 

point of running away, bursting into sobs, throwing herself out of a window. Andrey Andreitch led her 

into the bathroom and here he touched a tap fixed in the wall and at once water flowed. 

"What do you say to that?" he said, and laughed. "I had a tank holding two hundred gallons put in the 

loft, and so now we shall have water." 

They walked across the yard and went out into the street and took a cab. Thick clouds of dust were 

blowing, and it seemed as though it were just going to rain. 

"You are not cold?" said Andrey Andreitch, screwing up his eyes at the dust. 

She did not answer. 

"Yesterday, you remember, Sasha blamed me for doing nothing," he said, after a brief silence. "Well, 

he is right, absolutely right! I do nothing and can do nothing. My precious, why is it? Why is it that the 

very thought that I may some day fix a cockade on my cap and go into the government service is so 

hateful to me? Why do I feel so uncomfortable when I see a lawyer or a Latin master or a member of 

the Zemstvo? O Mother Russia! O Mother Russia! What a burden of idle and useless people you still 

carry! How many like me are upon you, long-suffering Mother!" 

And from the fact that he did nothing he drew generalizations, seeing in it a sign of the times. 

"When we are married let us go together into the country, my precious; there we will work! We will 

buy ourselves a little piece of land with a garden and a river, we will labour and watch life. Oh, how 

splendid that will be!" 

He took off his hat, and his hair floated in the wind, while she listened to him and thought: "Good God, 

I wish I were home!" 

When they were quite near the house they overtook Father Andrey. 

"Ah, here's father coming," cried Andrey Andreitch, delighted, and he waved his hat. "I love my dad 

really," he said as he paid the cabman. "He's a splendid old fellow, a dear old fellow." 
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Nadya went into the house, feeling cross and unwell, thinking that there would be visitors all the 

evening, that she would have to entertain them, to smile, to listen to the fiddle, to listen to all sorts of 

nonsense, and to talk of nothing but the wedding. 

Granny, dignified, gorgeous in her silk dress, and haughty as she always seemed before visitors, was 

sitting before the samovar. Father Andrey came in with his sly smile. 

"I have the pleasure and blessed consolation of seeing you in health," he said to Granny, and it was 

hard to tell whether he was joking or speaking seriously. 

 

IV 

The wind was beating on the window and on the roof; there was a whistling sound, and in the stove the 

house spirit was plaintively and sullenly droning his song. It was past midnight; everyone in the house 

had gone to bed, but no one was asleep, and it seemed all the while to Nadya as though they were 

playing the fiddle below. There was a sharp bang; a shutter must have been torn off. A minute later 

Nina Ivanovna came in in her nightgown, with a candle. 

"What was the bang, Nadya?" she asked. 

Her mother, with her hair in a single plait and a timid smile on her face, looked older, plainer, smaller 

on that stormy night. Nadya remembered that quite a little time ago she had thought her mother an 

exceptional woman and had listened with pride to the things she said; and now she could not remember 

those things, everything that came into her mind was so feeble and useless. 

In the stove was the sound of several bass voices in chorus, and she even heard "O-o-o my G-o-od!" 

Nadya sat on her bed, and suddenly she clutched at her hair and burst into sobs. 

"Mother, mother, my own," she said. "If only you knew what is happening to me! I beg you, I beseech 

you, let me go away! I beseech you!" 

"Where?" asked Nina Ivanovna, not understanding, and she sat down on the bedstead. "Go where?" 

For a long while Nadya cried and could not utter a word. 

"Let me go away from the town," she said at last. "There must not and will not be a wedding, 

understand that! I don't love that man . . . I can't even speak about him." 

"No, my own, no!" Nina Ivanovna said quickly, terribly alarmed. "Calm yourself -- it's just because 

you are in low spirits. It will pass, it often happens. Most likely you have had a tiff with Andrey; but 

lovers' quarrels always end in kisses!" 

"Oh, go away, mother, oh, go away," sobbed Nadya. 
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"Yes," said Nina Ivanovna after a pause, "it's not long since you were a baby, a little girl, and now you 

are engaged to be married. In nature there is a continual transmutation of substances. Before you know 

where you are you will be a mother yourself and an old woman, and will have as rebellious a daughter 

as I have." 

"My darling, my sweet, you are clever you know, you are unhappy," said Nadya. "You are very 

unhappy; why do you say such very dull, commonplace things? For God's sake, why?" 

Nina Ivanovna tried to say something, but could not utter a word; she gave a sob and went away to her 

own room. The bass voices began droning in the stove again, and Nadya felt suddenly frightened. She 

jumped out of bed and went quickly to her mother. Nina Ivanovna, with tear-stained face, was lying in 

bed wrapped in a pale blue quilt and holding a book in her hands. 

"Mother, listen to me!" said Nadya. "I implore you, do understand! If you would only understand how 

petty and degrading our life is. My eyes have been opened, and I see it all now. And what is your 

Andrey Andreitch? Why, he is not intelligent, mother! Merciful heavens, do understand, mother, he is 

stupid!" 

Nina Ivanovna abruptly sat up. 

"You and your grandmother torment me," she said with a sob. "I want to live! to live," she repeated, 

and twice she beat her little fist upon her bosom. "Let me be free! I am still young, I want to live, and 

you have made me an old woman between you!" 

She broke into bitter tears, lay down and curled up under the quilt, and looked so small, so pitiful, so 

foolish. Nadya went to her room, dressed, and sitting at the window fell to waiting for the morning. She 

sat all night thinking, while someone seemed to be tapping on the shutters and whistling in the yard. 

In the morning Granny complained that the wind had blown down all the apples in the garden, and 

broken down an old plum tree. It was grey, murky, cheerless, dark enough for candles; everyone 

complained of the cold, and the rain lashed on the windows. After tea Nadya went into Sasha's room 

and without saying a word knelt down before an armchair in the corner and hid her face in her hands. 

"What is it?" asked Sasha. 

"I can't . . ." she said. "How I could go on living here before, I can't understand, I can't conceive! I 

despise the man I am engaged to, I despise myself, I despise all this idle, senseless existence." 

"Well, well," said Sasha, not yet grasping what was meant. "That's all right . . . that's good." 

"I am sick of this life," Nadya went on. "I can't endure another day here. To-morrow I am going away. 

Take me with you for God's sake!" 

For a minute Sasha looked at her in astonishment; at last he understood and was delighted as a child. 

He waved his arms and began pattering with his slippers as though he were dancing with delight. 
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"Splendid," he said, rubbing his hands. "My goodness, how fine that is!" 

And she stared at him without blinking, with adoring eyes, as though spellbound, expecting every 

minute that he would say something important, something infinitely significant; he had told her 

nothing yet, but already it seemed to her that something new and great was opening before her which 

she had not known till then, and already she gazed at him full of expectation, ready to face anything, 

even death. 

"I am going to-morrow," he said after a moment's thought. "You come to the station to see me off. . . . 

I'll take your things in my portmanteau, and I'll get your ticket, and when the third bell rings you get 

into the carriage, and we'll go off. You'll see me as far as Moscow and then go on to Petersburg alone. 

Have you a passport?" 

"Yes." 

"I can promise you, you won't regret it," said Sasha, with conviction. "You will go, you will study, and 

then go where fate takes you. When you turn your life upside down everything will be changed. The 

great thing is to turn your life upside down, and all the rest is unimportant. And so we will set off to-

morrow?" 

"Oh yes, for God's sake!" 

It seemed to Nadya that she was very much excited, that her heart was heavier than ever before, that 

she would spend all the time till she went away in misery and agonizing thought; but she had hardly 

gone upstairs and lain down on her bed when she fell asleep at once, with traces of tears and a smile on 

her face, and slept soundly till evening. 

 

V 

A cab had been sent for. Nadya in her hat and overcoat went upstairs to take one more look at her 

mother, at all her belongings. She stood in her own room beside her still warm bed, looked about her, 

then went slowly in to her mother. Nina Ivanovna was asleep; it was quite still in her room. Nadya 

kissed her mother, smoothed her hair, stood still for a couple of minutes . . . then walked slowly 

downstairs. 

It was raining heavily. The cabman with the hood pulled down was standing at the entrance, drenched 

with rain. 

"There is not room for you, Nadya," said Granny, as the servants began putting in the luggage. "What 

an idea to see him off in such weather! You had better stop at home. Goodness, how it rains!" 

Nadya tried to say something, but could not. Then Sasha helped Nadya in and covered her feet with a 

rug. Then he sat down beside her. 
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"Good luck to you! God bless you!" Granny cried from the steps. "Mind you write to us from Moscow, 

Sasha!" 

"Right. Good-bye, Granny." 

"The Queen of Heaven keep you!" 

"Oh, what weather!" said Sasha. 

It was only now that Nadya began to cry. Now it was clear to her that she certainly was going, which 

she had not really believed when she was saying good-bye to Granny, and when she was looking at her 

mother. Good-bye, town! And she suddenly thought of it all: Andrey, and his father and the new house 

and the naked lady with the vase; and it all no longer frightened her, nor weighed upon her, but was 

nave and trivial and continually retreated further away. And when they got into the railway carriage 

and the train began to move, all that past which had been so big and serious shrank up into something 

tiny, and a vast wide future which till then had scarcely been noticed began unfolding before her. The 

rain pattered on the carriage windows, nothing could be seen but the green fields, telegraph posts with 

birds sitting on the wires flitted by, and joy made her hold her breath; she thought that she was going 

to freedom, going to study, and this was just like what used, ages ago, to be called going off to be a free 

Cossack. 

She laughed and cried and prayed all at once. 

"It's a-all right," said Sasha, smiling. "It's a-all right." 

 

VI 

Autumn had passed and winter, too, had gone. Nadya had begun to be very homesick and thought 

every day of her mother and her grandmother; she thought of Sasha too. The letters that came from 

home were kind and gentle, and it seemed as though everything by now were forgiven and forgotten. In 

May after the examinations she set off for home in good health and high spirits, and stopped on the way 

at Moscow to see Sasha. He was just the same as the year before, with the same beard and unkempt 

hair, with the same large beautiful eyes, and he still wore the same coat and canvas trousers; but he 

looked unwell and worried, he seemed both older and thinner, and kept coughing, and for some reason 

he struck Nadya as grey and provincial. 

"My God, Nadya has come!" he said, and laughed gaily. "My darling girl!" 

They sat in the printing room, which was full of tobacco smoke, and smelt strongly, stiflingly of Indian 

ink and paint; then they went to his room, which also smelt of tobacco and was full of the traces of 

spitting; near a cold samovar stood a broken plate with dark paper on it, and there were masses of 

dead flies on the table and on the floor. And everything showed that Sasha ordered his personal life in a 

slovenly way and lived anyhow, with utter contempt for comfort, and if anyone began talking to him of 

his personal happiness, of his personal life, of affection for him, he would not have understood and 

would have only laughed. 
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"It is all right, everything has gone well," said Nadya hurriedly. "Mother came to see me in Petersburg 

in the autumn; she said that Granny is not angry, and only keeps going into my room and making the 

sign of the cross over the walls." 

Sasha looked cheerful, but he kept coughing, and talked in a cracked voice, and Nadya kept looking at 

him, unable to decide whether he really were seriously ill or whether it were only her fancy. 

"Dear Sasha," she said, "you are ill." 

"No, it's nothing, I am ill, but not very . . ." 

"Oh, dear!" cried Nadya, in agitation. "Why don't you go to a doctor? Why don't you take care of your 

health? My dear, darling Sasha," she said, and tears gushed from her eyes and for some reason there 

rose before her imagination Andrey Andreitch and the naked lady with the vase, and all her past which 

seemed now as far away as her childhood; and she began crying because Sasha no longer seemed to her 

so novel, so cultured, and so interesting as the year before. "Dear Sasha, you are very, very ill . . . I 

would do anything to make you not so pale and thin. I am so indebted to you! You can't imagine how 

much you have done for me, my good Sasha! In reality you are now the person nearest and dearest to 

me." 

They sat on and talked, and now, after Nadya had spent a winter in Petersburg, Sasha, his works, his 

smile, his whole figure had for her a suggestion of something out of date, old-fashioned, done with long 

ago and perhaps already dead and buried. 

"I am going down the Volga the day after tomorrow," said Sasha, "and then to drink koumiss. I mean 

to drink koumiss. A friend and his wife are going with me. His wife is a wonderful woman; I am always 

at her, trying to persuade her to go to the university. I want her to turn her life upside down." 

After having talked they drove to the station. Sasha got her tea and apples; and when the train began 

moving and he waved his handkerchief at her, smiling, it could be seen even from his legs that he was 

very ill and would not live long. 

Nadya reached her native town at midday. As she drove home from the station the streets struck her as 

very wide and the houses very small and squat; there were no people about, she met no one but the 

German piano-tuner in a rusty greatcoat. And all the houses looked as though they were covered with 

dust. Granny, who seemed to have grown quite old, but was as fat and plain as ever, flung her arms 

round Nadya and cried for a long time with her face on Nadya's shoulder, unable to tear herself away. 

Nina Ivanovna looked much older and plainer and seemed shrivelled up, but was still tightly laced, and 

still had diamonds flashing on her fingers. 

"My darling," she said, trembling all over, "my darling!" 

Then they sat down and cried without speaking. It was evident that both mother and grandmother 

realized that the past was lost and gone, never to return; they had now no position in society, no 

prestige as before, no right to invite visitors; so it is when in the midst of an easy careless life the police 
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suddenly burst in at night and made a search, and it turns out that the head of the family has 

embezzled money or committed forgery -- and goodbye then to the easy careless life for ever! 

Nadya went upstairs and saw the same bed, the same windows with nave white curtains, and outside 

the windows the same garden, gay and noisy, bathed in sunshine. She touched the table, sat down and 

sank into thought. And she had a good dinner and drank tea with delicious rich cream; but something 

was missing, there was a sense of emptiness in the rooms and the ceilings were so low. In the evening 

she went to bed, covered herself up and for some reason it seemed to her to be funny lying in this snug, 

very soft bed. 

Nina Ivanovna came in for a minute; she sat down as people who feel guilty sit down, timidly, and 

looking about her. 

"Well, tell me, Nadya," she enquired after a brief pause, "are you contented? Quite contented?" 

"Yes, mother." 

Nina Ivanovna got up, made the sign of the cross over Nadya and the windows. 

"I have become religious, as you see," she said. "You know I am studying philosophy now, and I am 

always thinking and thinking. . . . And many things have become as clear as daylight to me. It seems to 

me that what is above all necessary is that life should pass as it were through a prism." 

"Tell me, mother, how is Granny in health?" 

"She seems all right. When you went away that time with Sasha and the telegram came from you, 

Granny fell on the floor as she read it; for three days she lay without moving. After that she was always 

praying and crying. But now she is all right again." 

She got up and walked about the room. 

"Tick-tock," tapped the watchman. "Tick-tock, tick-tock. . . ." 

"What is above all necessary is that life should pass as it were through a prism," she said; "in other 

words, that life in consciousness should be analyzed into its simplest elements as into the seven primary 

colours, and each element must be studied separately." 

What Nina Ivanovna said further and when she went away, Nadya did not hear, as she quickly fell 

asleep. 

May passed; June came. Nadya had grown used to being at home. Granny busied herself about the 

samovar, heaving deep sighs. Nina Ivanovna talked in the evenings about her philosophy; she still lived 

in the house like a poor relation, and had to go to Granny for every farthing. There were lots of flies in 

the house, and the ceilings seemed to become lower and lower. Granny and Nina Ivanovna did not go 

out in the streets for fear of meeting Father Andrey and Andrey Andreitch. Nadya walked about the 
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garden and the streets, looked at the grey fences, and it seemed to her that everything in the town had 

grown old, was out of date and was only waiting either for the end, or for the beginning of something 

young and fresh. Oh, if only that new, bright life would come more quickly -- that life in which one will 

be able to face one's fate boldly and directly, to know that one is right, to be light-hearted and free! And 

sooner or later such a life will come. The time will come when of Granny's house, where things are so 

arranged that the four servants can only live in one room in filth in the basement -- the time will come 

when of that house not a trace will remain, and it will be forgotten, no one will remember it. And 

Nadya's only entertainment was from the boys next door; when she walked about the garden they 

knocked on the fence and shouted in mockery: "Betrothed! Betrothed!" 

A letter from Sasha arrived from Saratov. In his gay dancing handwriting he told them that his journey 

on the Volga had been a complete success, but that he had been taken rather ill in Saratov, had lost his 

voice, and had been for the last fortnight in the hospital. She knew what that meant, and she was 

overwhelmed with a foreboding that was like a conviction. And it vexed her that this foreboding and 

the thought of Sasha did not distress her so much as before. She had a passionate desire for life, longed 

to be in Petersburg, and her friendship with Sasha seemed now sweet but something far, far away! She 

did not sleep all night, and in the morning sat at the window, listening. And she did in fact hear voices 

below; Granny, greatly agitated, was asking questions rapidly. Then some one began crying. . . . When 

Nadya went downstairs Granny was standing in the corner, praying before the ikon and her face was 

tearful. A telegram lay on the table. 

For some time Nadya walked up and down the room, listening to Granny's weeping; then she picked up 

the telegram and read it. 

It announced that the previous morning Alexandr Timofeitch, or more simply, Sasha, had died at 

Saratov of consumption. 

Granny and Nina Ivanovna went to the church to order a memorial service, while Nadya went on 

walking about the rooms and thinking. She recognized clearly that her life had been turned upside 

down as Sasha wished; that here she was, alien, isolated, useless and that everything here was useless to 

her; that all the past had been torn away from her and vanished as though it had been burnt up and the 

ashes scattered to the winds. She went into Sasha's room and stood there for a while. 

"Good-bye, dear Sasha," she thought, and before her mind rose the vista of a new, wide, spacious life, 

and that life, still obscure and full of mysteries, beckoned her and attracted her. 

She went upstairs to her own room to pack, and next morning said good-bye to her family, and full of 

life and high spirits left the town -- as she supposed for ever. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/betrothed  

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/betrothed
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The Race for Number One 

by Jack London 

 

The Race for Number One was published in 1912. It is featured in our collection of Winter Sports 

Stories. "It's dogs as well as men that will win this race. It's a hundred and ten miles, and you'll have to relay 

as frequently as you can." 
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I. 

"Huh! Get on to the glad rags!" 

Shorty surveyed his partner with simulated disapproval, and Smoke, vainly attempting to rub the wrinkles out 

of the pair of trousers he had just put on, was irritated. 

"They sure fit you close for a second-hand buy," Shorty went on. "What was the tax?" 

"One hundred and fifty for the suit," Smoke answered. "The man was nearly my own size. I thought it was 

remarkable reasonable. What are you kicking about?" 

"Who? Me? Oh, nothin'. I was just thinkin' it was goin' some for a meat-eater that hit Dawson in an ice-jam, 

with no grub, one suit of underclothes, a pair of mangy moccasins, an' overalls that looked like they'd ben 

through the wreck of the Hesperus. Pretty gay front, pardner. Pretty gay front. Say--?" 

"What do you want now?" Smoke demanded testily. 

"What's her name?" 

"There isn't any her, my friend. I'm to have dinner at Colonel Bowie's, if you want to know. The trouble with 

you, Shorty, is you're envious because I'm going into high society and you're not invited." 

"Ain't you some late?" Shorty queried with concern. 

"What do you mean?" 

"For dinner. They'll be eatin' supper when you get there." 

Smoke was about to explain with elaborate sarcasm when he caught the twinkle in the others' eyes. He went 

on dressing, with fingers that had lost their deftness, tying a Windsor tie in a bow-knot at the throat of the soft 

cotton shirt. 

"Wish I hadn't sent all my starched shirts to the laundry," Shorty murmured sympathetically. "I might a-fitted 

you out." 

By this time Smoke was straining at a pair of shoes. The thick woollen socks were too thick to go into them. 

He looked appealingly at Shorty, who shook his head. 

"Nope. If I had thin ones I wouldn't lend 'em to you. Back to the moccasins, pardner. You'd sure freeze your 

toes in skimpy-fangled gear like that." 

"I paid fifteen dollars for them, second-hand," Smoke lamented. 
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"I reckon they won't be a man not in moccasins." 

"But there are to be women, Shorty. I'm going to sit down and eat with real live women--Mrs Bowie, and 

several others, so the Colonel told me." 

"Well, moccasins won't spoil their appetite none," was Shorty's comment. "Wonder what the Colonel wants 

with you?" 

"I don't know, unless he's heard about my finding Surprise Lake. It will take a fortune to drain it, and the 

Guggenheims are out for investment." 

"Reckon that's it. That's right, stick to the moccasins. Gee! That coat is sure wrinkled, an' it fits you a mite too 

swift. Just peck around at your vittles. If you eat hearty you'll bust through. And if them women-folks gets to 

droppin' handkerchiefs, just let 'em lay. Don't do any pickin' up. Whatever you do, don't." 

II. 

As became a high-salaried expert and the representative of the great house of Guggenheim, Colonel Bowie 

lived in one of the most magnificent cabins in Dawson. Of squared logs, hand-hewn, it was two stories high, 

and of such extravagant proportions that it boasted a big living room that was used for a living room and for 

nothing else. 

Here were big bear-skins on the rough board floor, and on the walls horns of moose and caribou. Here roared 

an open fireplace and a big wood-burning stove. And here Smoke met the social elect of Dawson-- not the 

mere pick-handle millionaires, but the ultra-cream of a mining city whose population had been recruited from 

all the world-- men like Warburton Jones, the explorer and writer, Captain Consadine of the Mounted Police, 

Haskell, Gold Commissioner of the North-West Territory, and Baron Von Schroeder, an emperor's favourite 

with an international duelling reputation. 

And here, dazzling in evening gown, he met Joy Gastell, whom hitherto he had encountered only on trail, 

befurred and moccasined. At dinner he found himself beside her. 

"I feel like a fish out of water," he confessed. "All you folks are so real grand you know. Besides I never 

dreamed such oriental luxury existed in the Klondike. Look at Von Schroeder there. He's actually got a dinner 

jacket, and Consadine's got a starched shirt. I noticed he wore moccasins just the same. How do you like MY 

outfit?" 

He moved his shoulders about as if preening himself for Joy's approval. 

"It looks as if you'd grown stout since you came over the Pass," she laughed. 

"Wrong. Guess again." 

"It's somebody else's." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

123 

"You win. I bought it for a price from one of the clerks at the A. C. Company." 

"It's a shame clerks are so narrow-shouldered," she sympathized. "And you haven't told me what you think of 

MY outfit." 

"I can't," he said. "I'm out of breath. I've been living on trail too long. This sort of thing comes to me with a 

shock, you know. I'd quite forgotten that women have arms and shoulders. To-morrow morning, like my 

friend Shorty, I'll wake up and know it's all a dream. Now, the last time I saw you on Squaw Creek--" 

"I was just a squaw," she broke in. 

"I hadn't intended to say that. I was remembering that it was on Squaw Creek that I discovered you had feet." 

"And I can never forget that you saved them for me," she said. "I've been wanting to see you ever since to 

thank you--" (He shrugged his shoulders deprecatingly). "And that's why you are here to-night--" 

"You asked the Colonel to invite me?" 

"No! Mrs Bowie. And I asked her to let me have you at table. And here's my chance. Everybody's talking. 

Listen, and don't interrupt. You know Mono Creek?" 

"Yes." 

"It has turned out rich--dreadfully rich. They estimate the claims as worth a million and more apiece. It was 

only located the other day." 

"I remember the stampede." 

"Well, the whole creek was staked to the sky-line, and all the feeders, too. And yet, right now, on the main 

creek, Number Three below Discovery is unrecorded. The creek was so far away from Dawson that the 

Commissioner allowed sixty days for recording after location. Every claim was recorded except Number 

Three Below. It was staked by Cyrus Johnson. And that was all. Cyrus Johnson has disappeared. Whether he 

died, whether he went down river or up, nobody knows. Anyway, in six days, the time for recording will be 

up. Then the man who stakes it, and reaches Dawson first and records it, gets it." 

"A million dollars," Smoke murmured. 

"Gilchrist, who has the next claim below, has got six hundred dollars in a single pan off bedrock. He's burned 

one hole down. And the claim on the other side is even richer. I know." 

"But why doesn't everybody know?" Smoke queried skeptically. 

"They're beginning to know. They kept it secret for a long time, and it is only now that it's coming out. Good 

dog-teams will be at a premium in another twenty-four hours. Now, you've got to get away as decently as you 
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can as soon as dinner is over. I've arranged it. An Indian will come with a message for you. You read it, let on 

that you're very much put out, make your excuses, and get away." 

"I--er--I fail to follow." 

"Ninny!" she exclaimed in a half-whisper. "What you must do is to get out to-night and hustle dog-teams. I 

know of two. There's Hanson's team, seven big Hudson Bay dogs--he's holding them at four hundred each. 

That's top price to-night, but it won't be to-morrow. And Sitka Charley has eight Malemutes he's asking thirty-

five hundred for. To-morrow he'll laugh at an offer of five thousand. Then you've got your own team of dogs. 

And you'll have to buy several more teams. That's your work to-night. Get the best. It's dogs as well as men 

that will win this race. It's a hundred and ten miles, and you'll have to relay as frequently as you can." 

"Oh, I see, you want me to go in for it," Smoke drawled. 

"If you haven't the money for the dogs, I'll--" 

She faltered, but before she could continue, Smoke was speaking. 

"I can buy the dogs. But--er--aren't you afraid this is gambling?" 

"After your exploits at roulette in the Elkhorn," she retorted, "I'm not afraid that you're afraid. It's a sporting 

proposition, if that's what you mean. A race for a million, and with some of the stiffest dog-mushers and 

travellers in the country entered against you. They haven't entered yet, but by this time to-morrow they will, 

and dogs will be worth what the richest man can afford to pay. Big Olaf is in town. He came up from Circle 

City last month. He is one of the most terrible dog-mushers in the country, and if he enters he will be your 

most dangerous man. Arizona Bill is another. He's been a professional freighter and mail-carrier for years. It 

he goes in, interest will be centred on him and Big Olaf." 

"And you intend me to come along as a sort of dark horse." 

"Exactly. And it will have its advantages. You will not be supposed to stand a show. After all, you know, you 

are still classed as a chechaquo. You haven't seen the four seasons go around. Nobody will take notice of you 

until you come into the home stretch in the lead." 

"It's on the home stretch the dark horse is to show up its classy form, eh?" 

She nodded, and continued earnestly. "Remember, I shall never forgive myself for the trick I played on the 

Squaw Creek Stampede until you win this Mono claim. And if any man can win this race against the old-

timers, it's you." 

It was the way she said it. He felt warm all over, and in his heart and head. He gave her a quick, searching 

look, involuntary and serious, and for the moment that her eyes met his steadily, ere they fell, it seemed to 

him that he read something of vaster import than the claim Cyrus Johnson had failed to record. 

"I'll do it," he said. "I'll win it." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

125 

The glad light in her eyes seemed to promise a greater need than all the gold in the Mono claim. He was 

aware of a movement of her hand in her lap next to his. Under the screen of the tablecloth he thrust his own 

hand across and met a firm grip of woman's fingers that sent another wave of warmth through him. 

"What will Shorty say?" was the thought that flashed whimsically through his mind as he withdrew his hand. 

He glanced almost jealously at the faces of Von Schroeder and Jones, and wondered if they had not divined 

the remarkableness and deliciousness of this woman who sat beside him. 

He was aroused by her voice, and realized that she had been speaking some moments. 

"So you see, Arizona Bill is a white Indian," she was saying. "And Big Olaf is--a bear wrestler, a king of the 

snows, a mighty savage. He can out-travel and out-endure an Indian, and he's never known any other life but 

that of the wild and the frost." 

"Who's that?" Captain Consadine broke in from across the table. 

"Big Olaf," she answered. "I was just telling Mr Bellew what a traveller he is." 

"You're right," the Captain's voice boomed. "Big Olaf is the greatest traveller in the Yukon. I'd back him 

against Old Nick himself for snow-bucking and ice-travel. He brought in the government dispatches in 1895, 

and he did it after two couriers were frozen on Chilcoot and the third drowned in the open water of Thirty 

Mile." 

III. 

Smoke had travelled in a leisurely fashion up to Mono Creek, fearing to tire his dogs before the big race. 

Also, he had familiarized himself with every mile of the trail and located his relay camps. So many men had 

entered the race, that the hundred and ten miles of its course was almost a continuous village. Relay camps 

were everywhere along the trail. Von Schroeder, who had gone in purely for the sport, had no less than eleven 

dog teams--a fresh one for every ten miles. Arizona Bill had been forced to content himself with eight teams. 

Big Olaf had seven, which was the complement of Smoke. In addition, over two-score of other men were in 

the running. Not every day, even in the golden north, was a million dollars the prize for a dog race. The 

country had been swept of dogs. No animal of speed and endurance escaped the fine-tooth comb that had 

raked the creeks and camps, and the prices of dogs had doubled and quadrupled in the course of the frantic 

speculation. 

Number Three Below Discovery was ten miles up Mono Creek from its mouth. The remaining hundred miles 

was to be run on the frozen breast of the Yukon. On Number Three itself were fifty tents and over three 

hundred dogs. The old stakes, blazed and scrawled sixty days before by Cyrus Johnson, still stood, and every 

man had gone over the boundaries of the claim again and again, for the race with dogs was to be preceded by 

a foot and obstacle race. Each man had to re-locate the claim for himself, and this meant that he must place 

two centre-stakes and four corner-stakes and cross the creek twice, before he could start for Dawson with his 

dogs. 

Furthermore, there were to be no 'sooners.' Not until the stroke of midnight of Friday night was the claim 

open for re-location, and not until the stroke of midnight could a man plant a stake. This was the ruling of the 
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Gold Commissioner at Dawson, and Captain Consadine had sent up a squad of mounted police to enforce it. 

Discussion had arisen about the difference between sun-time and police-time, but Consadine had sent forth 

his fiat that police time went, and, further, that it was the watch of Lieutenant Pollock that went. 

The Mono trail ran along the level creek-bed, and, less than two feet in width, was like a groove, walled on 

either side by the snow- fall of months. The problem of how forty-odd sleds and three hundred dogs were to 

start in so narrow a course was in everybody's mind. 

"Huh!" said Shorty. "It's goin' to be the gosh-dangdest mix-up that ever was. I can't see no way out, Smoke, 

except main strength an' sweat an' to plow through. If the whole creek was glare-ice they ain't room for a 

dozen teams abreast. I got a hunch right now they's goin' to be a heap of scrappin' before they get strung out. 

An' if any of it comes our way you got to let me do the punchin'." 

Smoke squared his shoulders and laughed non-committally. 

"No you don't!" his partner cried in alarm. "No matter what happens, you don't dast hit. You can't handle dogs 

a hundred miles with a busted knuckle, an' that's what'll happen if you land on somebody's jaw." 

Smoke nodded his head. 

"You're right, Shorty. I couldn't risk the chance." 

"An' just remember," Shorty went on, "that I got to do all the shovin' for them first ten miles an' you got to 

take it easy as you can. I'll sure jerk you through to the Yukon. After that it's up to you an' the dogs. Say--

what d'ye think Schroeder's scheme is? He's got his first team a quarter of a mile down the creek an' he'll 

know it by a green lantern. But we got him skinned. Me for the red flare every time." 

IV. 

The day had been clear and cold, but a blanket of cloud formed across the face of the sky and the night came 

on warm and dark, with the hint of snow impending. The thermometer registered fifteen below zero, and in 

the Klondike-winter fifteen below is esteemed very warm. 

At a few minutes before midnight, leaving Shorty with the dogs five hundred yards down the creek, Smoke 

joined the racers on Number Three. There were forty-five of them waiting the start for the thousand-thousand 

dollars Cyrus Johnson had left lying in the frozen gravel. Each man carried six stakes and a heavy wooden 

mallet, and was clad in a smock-like parka of heavy cotton drill. 

Lieutenant Pollock, in a big bearskin coat, looked at his watch by the light of a fire. It lacked a minute of 

midnight. 

"Make ready," he said, as he raised a revolver in his right hand and watched the second hand tick around. 
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Forty-five hoods were thrown back from the parkas. Forty-five pairs of hands unmittened, and forty-five pairs 

of moccasins pressed tensely into the packed snow. Also, forty-five stakes were thrust into the snow, and the 

same number of mallets lifted in the air. 

The shots rang out, and the mallets fell. Cyrus Johnson's right to the million had expired. To prevent 

confusion, Lieutenant Pollock had insisted that the lower centre-stake be driven first, next the south-eastern; 

and so on around the four sides, including the upper centre-stake on the way. 

Smoke drove in his stake and was away with the leading dozen. Fires had been lighted at the corners, and by 

each fire stood a policeman, list in hand, checking off the names of the runners. A man was supposed to call 

out his name and show his face. There was to be no staking by proxy while the real racer was off and away 

down the creek. 

At the first corner, beside Smoke's stake, Von Schroeder placed his. The mallets struck at the same instant. As 

they hammered, more arrived from behind and with such impetuosity as to get in one another's way and cause 

jostling and shoving. Squirming through the press and calling his name to the policeman, Smoke saw the 

Baron, struck in collision by one of the rushers, hurled clean off his feet into the snow. But Smoke did not 

wait. Others were still ahead of him. By the light of the vanishing fire he was certain that he saw the back, 

hugely looming, of Big Olaf, and at the south-western corner Big Olaf and he drove their stakes side by side. 

It was no light work, this preliminary obstacle race. The boundaries of the claim totalled nearly a mile, and 

most of it was over the uneven surface of a snow-covered, niggerhead flat. All about Smoke men tripped and 

fell, and several times he pitched forward himself, jarringly, on hands and knees. Once, Big Olaf fell so 

immediately in front of him as to bring him down on top. 

The upper centre-stake was driven by the edge of the bank, and down the bank the racers plunged, across the 

frozen creek-bed, and up the other side. Here, as Smoke clambered, a hand gripped his ankle and jerked him 

back. In the flickering light of a distant fire, it was impossible to see who had played the trick. But Arizona 

Bill, who had been treated similarly, rose to his feet and drove his fist with a crunch into the offender's face. 

Smoke saw and heard as he was scrambling to his feet, but before he could make another lunge for the bank a 

fist dropped him half-stunned into the snow. He staggered up, located the man, half-swung a hook for his jaw, 

then remembered Shorty's warning and refrained. The next moment, struck below the knees by a hurtling 

body, he went down again. 

It was a foretaste of what would happen when the men reached their sleds. Men were pouring over the other 

bank and piling into the jam. They swarmed up the bank in bunches, and in bunches were dragged back by 

their impatient fellows. More blows were struck, curses rose from the panting chests of those who still had 

wind to spare, and Smoke, curiously visioning the face of Joy Gastell, hoped that the mallets would not be 

brought into play. Overthrown, trod upon, groping in the snow for his lost stakes, he at last crawled out of the 

crush and attacked the bank farther along. Others were doing this, and it was his luck to have many men in 

advance of him in the race for the northwestern corner. 

Down to the fourth corner, he tripped midway and in the long sprawling fall lost his remaining stake. For five 

minutes he groped in the darkness before he found it, and all the time the panting runners were passing him. 

From the last corner to the creek he began overtaking men for whom the mile-run had been too much. In the 

creek itself Bedlam had broken loose. A dozen sleds were piled up and overturned, and nearly a hundred dogs 
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were locked in combat. Among them men struggled, tearing the tangled animals apart, or beating them apart 

with clubs. In the fleeting glimpse he caught of it, Smoke wondered if he had ever seen a Dore grotesquery to 

compare. 

Leaping down the bank beyond the glutted passage, he gained the hard-footing of the sled-trail and made 

better time. Here, in packed harbours beside the narrow trail, sleds and men waited for runners that were still 

behind. From the rear came the whine and rush of dogs, and Smoke had barely time to leap aside into the deep 

snow. A sled tore past, and he made out the man, kneeling and shouting madly. Scarcely was it by when it 

stopped with a crash of battle. The excited dogs of a harboured sled, resenting the passing animals, had got 

out of hand and sprung upon them. 

Smoke plunged around and by. He could see the green lantern of Von Schroeder, and, just below it, the red 

flare that marked his own team. Two men were guarding Schroeder's dogs, with short clubs interposed 

between them and the trail. 

"Come on, you Smoke! Come on, you Smoke!" he could hear Shorty calling anxiously. 

"Coming!" he gasped. 

By the red flare he could see the snow torn up and trampled, and from the way his partner breathed he knew a 

battle had been fought. He staggered to the sled, and, in a moment he was falling on it, Shorty's whip snapped 

as he yelled: "Mush! you devils! Mush!" 

The dogs sprang into the breast-bands, and the sled jerked abruptly ahead. They were big animals--Hanson's 

prize team of Hudson Bays-- and Smoke had selected them for the first stage, which included the ten miles of 

Mono, the heavy-going of the cut-off across the flat at the mouth, and the first ten miles of the Yukon stretch. 

"How many are ahead?" he asked. 

"You shut up an' save your wind," Shorty answered. "Hi! you brutes! Hit her up! Hit her up!" 

He was running behind the sled, towing on a short rope. Smoke could not see him; nor could he see the sled 

on which he lay at full length. The fires had been left in the rear, and they were tearing through a wall of 

blackness as fast as the dogs could spring into it. This blackness was almost sticky, so nearly did it take on the 

seeming of substance. 

Smoke felt the sled heel up on one runner as it rounded an invisible curve, and from ahead came the snarls of 

beasts and the oaths of men. This was known afterward as the Barnes-Slocum Jam. It was the teams of these 

two men which first collided, and into it, at full career, piled Smoke's seven big fighters. Scarcely more than 

semi- domesticated wolves, the excitement of that night on Mono Creek had sent every dog fighting-mad. The 

Klondike dogs, driven without reins, cannot be stopped except by voice, so that there was no stopping this 

glut of struggle that heaped itself between the narrow rims of the creek. From behind, sled after sled hurled 

into the turmoil. Men who had their teams nearly extricated were overwhelmed by fresh avalanches of dogs--

each animal well-fed, well-rested, and ripe for battle. 
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"It's knock down an' drag out an' plow through!" Shorty yelled in his partner's ear. "An' watch out for your 

knuckles! You drag out an' let me do the punchin'!" 

What happened in the next half hour Smoke never distinctly remembered. At the end he emerged exhausted, 

sobbing for breath, his jaw sore from a first-blow, his shoulder aching from the bruise of a club, the blood 

running warmly down one leg from the rip of a dog's fangs, and both sleeves of his parka torn to shreds. As in 

a dream, while the battle still raged behind, he helped Shorty reharness the dogs. One, dying, they cut from 

the traces, and in the darkness they felt their way to the repair of the disrupted harnesses. 

"Now you lie down an' get your wind back," Shorty commanded. 

And through the darkness the dogs sped, with unabated strength, down Mono Creek, across the long cut-off, 

and to the Yukon. Here, at the junction with the main river-trail, somebody had lighted a fire, and here Shorty 

said good bye. By the light of the fire, as the sled leaped behind the flying dogs, Smoke caught another of the 

unforgettable pictures of the North Land. It was of Shorty, swaying and sinking down limply in the snow, 

yelling his parting encouragement, one eye blackened and closed, knuckles bruised and broken, and one arm, 

ripped and fang-torn, gushing forth a steady stream of blood. 

V. 

"How many ahead?" Smoke asked, as he dropped his tired Hudson Bays and sprang on the waiting sled at the 

first relay station. 

"I counted eleven," the man called after him, for he was already away behind the leaping dogs. 

Fifteen miles they were to carry him on the next stage, which would fetch him to the mouth of White River. 

There were nine of them, but they composed his weakest team. The twenty-five miles between White River 

and Sixty Mile he had broken into two stages because of ice- jams, and here two of his heaviest, toughest 

teams were stationed. 

He lay on the sled at full length, face-down, holding on with both hands. Whenever the dogs slacked from 

topmost speed he rose to his knees, and, yelling and urging, clinging precariously with one hand, threw his 

whip into them. Poor team that it was, he passed two sleds before White River was reached. Here, at the 

freeze-up, a jam had piled a barrier allowing the open water, that formed for half a mile below, to freeze 

smoothly. This smooth stretch enabled the racers to make flying exchanges of sleds, and down all the course 

they had placed their relays below the jams. 

Over the jam and out on to the smooth, Smoke tore along, calling loudly, "Billy! Billy!" 

Billy heard and answered, and by the light of the many fires on the ice, Smoke saw a sled swing in from the 

side and come abreast. Its dogs were fresh and overhauled his. As the sleds swerved toward each other he 

leaped across and Billy promptly rolled off. 

"Where's Big Olaf?" Smoke cried. 
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"Leading!" Billy's voice answered; and the fires were left behind and Smoke was again flying through the 

wall of blackness. 

In the jams of that relay, where the way led across a chaos of up- ended ice-cakes, and where Smoke slipped 

off the forward end of the sled and with a haul-rope toiled behind the wheel-dog, he passed three sleds. 

Accidents had happened, and he could hear the men cutting out dogs and mending harnesses. 

Among the jams of the next short relay into Sixty Mile, he passed two more teams. And that he might know 

adequately what had happened to them, one of his own dogs wrenched a shoulder, was unable to keep up, and 

was dragged in the harness. Its team-mates, angered, fell upon it with their fangs, and Smoke was forced to 

club them off with the heavy butt of his whip. As he cut the injured animal out, he heard the whining cries of 

dogs behind him and the voice of a man that was familiar. It was Von Schroeder. Smoke called a warning to 

prevent a rear-end collision, and the Baron, hawing his animals and swinging on the gee-pole, went by a 

dozen feet to the side. Yet so impenetrable was the blackness that Smoke heard him pass but never saw him. 

On the smooth stretch of ice beside the trading post at Sixty Mile, Smoke overtook two more sleds. All had 

just changed teams, and for five minutes they ran abreast, each man on his knees and pouring whip and voice 

into the maddened dogs. But Smoke had studied out that portion of the trail, and now marked the tall pine on 

the bank that showed faintly in the light of the many fires. Below that pine was not merely darkness, but an 

abrupt cessation of the smooth stretch. There the trail, he knew, narrowed to a single sled-width. Leaning out 

ahead, he caught the haul-rope and drew his leaping sled up to the wheel-dog. He caught the animal by the 

hind-legs and threw it. With a snarl of rage it tried to slash him with its fangs, but was dragged on by the rest 

of the team. Its body proved an efficient brake, and the two other teams, still abreast, dashed ahead into the 

darkness for the narrow way. 

Smoke heard the crash and uproar of their collision, released his wheeler, sprang to the gee-pole, and urged 

his team to the right into the soft snow where the straining animals wallowed to their necks. It was exhausting 

work, but he won by the tangled teams and gained the hard-packed trail beyond. 

VI. 

On the relay out of Sixty Mile, Smoke had next to his poorest team, and though the going was good, he had 

set it a short fifteen miles. Two more teams would bring him in to Dawson and to the Gold- Recorder's office, 

and Smoke had selected his best animals for the last two stretches. Sitka Charley himself waited with the eight 

Malemutes that would jerk Smoke along for twenty miles, and for the finish, with a fifteen-mile run, was his 

own team--the team he had had all winter and which had been with him in the search for Surprise Lake. 

The two men he had left entangled at Sixty Mile failed to overtake him, and, on the other hand, his team 

failed to overtake any of the three that still led. His animals were willing, though they lacked stamina and 

speed, and little urging was needed to keep them jumping into it at their best. There was nothing for Smoke to 

do but to lie face-downward and hold on. Now and again he would plunge out of the darkness into the circle 

of light about a blazing fire, catch a glimpse of furred men standing by harnessed and waiting dogs, and 

plunge into the darkness again. Mile after mile, with only the grind and jar of the runners in his ears, he sped 

on. Almost automatically he kept his place as the sled bumped ahead or half- lifted and heeled on the swings 

and swerves of the bends. First one, and then another, without apparent rhyme or reason, three faces limned 

themselves on his consciousness: Joy Gastell's, laughing and audacious; Shorty's, battered and exhausted by 
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the struggle down Mono Creek; and John Bellew's, seamed and rigid, as if cast in iron, so unrelenting was its 

severity. And sometimes Smoke wanted to shout aloud, to chant a paean of savage exultation, as he 

remembered the office of the Billow and the serial story of San Francisco which he had left unfinished, along 

with the other fripperies of those empty days. 

The grey twilight of morning was breaking as he exchanged his weary dogs for the eight fresh Malemutes. 

Lighter animals than Hudson Bays, they were capable of greater speed, and they ran with the supple 

tirelessness of true wolves. Sitka Charley called out the order of the teams ahead. Big Olaf led, Arizona Bill 

was second, and Von Schroeder third. These were the three best men in the country. In fact, ere Smoke had 

left Dawson, the popular betting had placed them in that order. While they were racing for a million, at least 

half a million had been staked by others on the outcome of the race. No one had bet on Smoke, who, despite 

his several known exploits, was still accounted a chechaquo with much to learn. 

As daylight strengthened, Smoke caught sight of a sled ahead, and, in half an hour, his own lead-dog was 

leaping at its tail. Not until the man turned his head to exchange greetings, did Smoke recognize him as 

Arizona Bill. Von Schroeder had evidently passed him. The trail, hard-packed, ran too narrowly through the 

soft snow, and for another half-hour Smoke was forced to stay in the rear. Then they topped an ice-jam and 

struck a smooth stretch below, where were a number of relay camps and where the snow was packed widely. 

On his knees, swinging his whip and yelling, Smoke drew abreast. He noted that Arizona Bill's right arm 

hung dead at his side, and that he was compelled to pour leather with his left hand. Awkward as it was, he had 

no hand left with which to hold on, and frequently he had to cease from the whip and clutch to save himself 

from falling off. Smoke remembered the scrimmage in the creek bed at Three Below Discovery, and 

understood. Shorty's advice had been sound. 

"What's happened?" Smoke asked, as he began to pull ahead. 

"I don't know," Arizona Bill answered. "I think I threw my shoulder out in the scrapping." 

He dropped behind very slowly, though when the last relay station was in sight he was fully half a mile in the 

rear. Ahead, bunched together, Smoke could see Big Olaf and Von Schroeder. Again Smoke arose to his 

knees, and he lifted his jaded dogs into a burst of speed such as a man only can who has the proper instinct for 

dog- driving. He drew up close to the tail of Von Schroeder's sled, and in this order the three sleds dashed out 

on the smooth going, below a jam, where many men and many dogs waited. Dawson was fifteen miles away. 

Von Schroeder, with his ten-mile relays, had changed five miles back, and would change five miles ahead. So 

he held on, keeping his dogs at full leap. Big Olaf and Smoke made flying changes, and their fresh teams 

immediately regained what had been lost to the Baron. Big Olaf led past, and Smoke followed into the narrow 

trail beyond. 

"Still good, but not so good," Smoke paraphrased Spencer to himself. 

Of Von Schroeder, now behind, he had no fear; but ahead was the greatest dog-driver in the country. To pass 

him seemed impossible. Again and again, many times, Smoke forced his leader to the other's sled-trail, and 

each time Big Olaf let out another link and drew away. Smoke contented himself with taking the pace, and 

hung on grimly. The race was not lost until one or the other won, and in fifteen miles many things could 

happen. 
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Three miles from Dawson something did happen. To Smoke's surprise, Big Olaf rose up and with oaths and 

leather proceeded to fetch out the last ounce of effort in his animals. It was a spurt that should have been 

reserved for the last hundred yards instead of being begun three miles from the finish. Sheer dog-killing that it 

was, Smoke followed. His own team was superb. No dogs on the Yukon had had harder work or were in 

better condition. Besides, Smoke had toiled with them, and eaten and bedded with them, and he knew each 

dog as an individual, and how best to win in to the animal's intelligence and extract its last least shred of 

willingness. 

They topped a small jam and struck the smooth-going below. Big Olaf was barely fifty feet ahead. A sled shot 

out from the side and drew in toward him, and Smoke understood Big Olaf's terrific spurt. He had tried to 

gain a lead for the change. This fresh team that waited to jerk him down the home stretch had been a private 

surprise of his. Even the men who had backed him to win had had no knowledge of it. 

Smoke strove desperately to pass during the exchange of sleds. Lifting his dogs to the effort, he ate up the 

intervening fifty feet. With urging and pouring of leather, he went to the side and on until his lead-dog was 

jumping abreast of Big Olaf's wheeler. On the other side, abreast, was the relay sled. At the speed they were 

going, Big Olaf did not dare the flying leap. If he missed and fell off, Smoke would be in the lead and the race 

would be lost. 

Big Olaf tried to spurt ahead, and he lifted his dogs magnificently, but Smoke's leader still continued to jump 

beside Big Olaf's wheeler. For half a mile the three sleds tore and bounced along side by side. The smooth 

stretch was nearing its end when Big Olaf took the chance. As the flying sleds swerved toward each other, he 

leaped, and the instant he struck he was on his knees, with whip and voice spurting the fresh team. The 

smooth pinched out into the narrow trail, and he jumped his dogs ahead and into it with a lead of barely a 

yard. 

A man was not beaten until he was beaten, was Smoke's conclusion, and drive no matter how, Big Olaf failed 

to shake him off. No team Smoke had driven that night could have stood such a killing pace and kept up with 

fresh dogs--no team save this one. Nevertheless, the pace WAS killing it, and as they began to round the bluff 

at Klondike City, he could feel the pitch of strength going out of his animals. Almost imperceptibly they 

lagged, and foot by foot Big Olaf drew away until he led by a score of yards. 

A great cheer went up from the population of Klondike City assembled on the ice. Here the Klondike entered 

the Yukon, and half a mile away, across the Klondike, on the north bank, stood Dawson. An outburst of 

madder cheering arose, and Smoke caught a glimpse of a sled shooting out to him. He recognized the splendid 

animals that drew it. They were Joy Gastell's. And Joy Gastell drove them. The hood of her squirrel-skin 

parka was tossed back, revealing the cameo-like oval of her face outlined against her heavily-massed hair. 

Mittens had been discarded, and with bare hands she clung to whip and sled. 

"Jump!" she cried, as her leader snarled at Smoke's. 

Smoke struck the sled behind her. It rocked violently from the impact of his body, but she was full up on her 

knees and swinging the whip. 

"Hi! You! Mush on! Chook! Chook!" she was crying, and the dogs whined and yelped in eagerness of desire 

and effort to overtake Big Olaf. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

133 

And then, as the lead-dog caught the tail of Big Olaf's sled, and yard by yard drew up abreast, the great crowd 

on the Dawson bank went mad. It WAS a great crowd, for the men had dropped their tools on all the creeks 

and come down to see the outcome of the race, and a dead heat at the end of a hundred and ten miles justified 

any madness. 

"When you're in the lead I'm going to drop off!" Joy cried out over her shoulder. 

Smoke tried to protest. 

"And watch out for the dip curve half way up the bank," she warned. 

Dog by dog, separated by half a dozen feet, the two teams were running abreast. Big Olaf, with whip and 

voice, held his own for a minute. Then, slowly, an inch at a time, Joy's leader began to forge past. 

"Get ready!" she cried to Smoke. "I'm going to leave you in a minute. Get the whip." 

And as he shifted his hand to clutch the whip, they heard Big Olaf roar a warning, but too late. His lead-dog, 

incensed at being passed, swerved in to the attack. His fangs struck Joy's leader on the flank. The rival teams 

flew at one another's throats. The sleds overran the fighting brutes and capsized. Smoke struggled to his feet 

and tried to lift Joy up. But she thrust him from her, crying: "Go!" 

On foot, already fifty feet in advance, was Big Olaf, still intent on finishing the race. Smoke obeyed, and 

when the two men reached the foot of the Dawson bank, he was at the others heels. But up the bank Big Olaf 

lifted his body hugely, regaining a dozen feet. 

Five blocks down the main street was the Gold Recorder's office. The street was packed as for the witnessing 

of a parade. Not so easily this time did Smoke gain to his giant rival, and when he did he was unable to pass. 

Side by side they ran along the narrow aisle between the solid walls of fur-clad, cheering men. Now one, now 

the other, with great convulsive jerks, gained an inch or so only to lose it immediately after. 

If the pace had been a killing one for their dogs, the one they now set themselves was no less so. But they 

were racing for a million dollars and great honour in Yukon Country. The only outside impression that came 

to Smoke on that last mad stretch was one of astonishment that there should be so many people in the 

Klondike. He had never seen them all at once before. 

He felt himself involuntarily lag, and Big Olaf sprang a full stride in the lead. To Smoke it seemed that his 

heart would burst, while he had lost all consciousness of his legs. He knew they were flying under him, but he 

did not know how he continued to make them fly, nor how he put even greater pressure of will upon them and 

compelled them again to carry him to his giant competitor's side. 

The open door of the Recorder's office appeared ahead of them. Both men made a final, futile spurt. Neither 

could draw away from the other, and side by side they hit the doorway, collided violently, and fell headlong 

on the office floor. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

134 

They sat up, but were too exhausted to rise. Big Olaf, the sweat pouring from him, breathing with tremendous, 

painful gasps, pawed the air and vainly tried to speak. Then he reached out his hand with unmistakable 

meaning; Smoke extended his, and they shook. 

"It's a dead heat," Smoke could hear the Recorder saying, but it was as if in a dream, and the voice was very 

thin and very far away. "And all I can say is that you both win. You'll have to divide the claim between you. 

You're partners." 

Their two arms pumped up and down as they ratified the decision. Big Olaf nodded his head with great 

emphasis, and spluttered. At last he got it out. 

"You damn chechaquo," was what he said, but in the saying of it was admiration. "I don't know how you done 

it, but you did." 

Outside the great crowd was noisily massed, while the office was packing and jamming. Smoke and Big Olaf 

essayed to rise, and each helped the other to his feet. Smoke found his legs weak under him, and staggered 

drunkenly. Big Olaf tottered toward him. 

"I'm sorry my dogs jumped yours." 

"It couldn't be helped," Smoke panted back. "I heard you yell." 

"Say," Big Olaf went on with shining eyes. "That girl--one damn fine girl, eh?" 

"One damn fine girl," Smoke agreed. 

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

  

Sandra Beasley 

  

To be apart, I’m told. 

To be asunder. 

To be a privative, negative, reversing force. 

To be reached only by oaths and curses. 

To have black sheep sacrificed in my name 

because I’m a god, yes, 

https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-utlyidk-ilzgdjkh-o/
https://academyofamericanpoets.cmail20.com/t/y-l-utlyidk-ilzgdjkh-b/
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as we are all gods on occasion. 

To be bodied as I am bodied. 

To be rich of earth, 

which is to be chronically chthonic. 

To be where the gems are— 

underground. 

To be Dīs. To be Dīs. To be Dīs. 

To reject any pickaxe disguised as love.  

Copyright © 2020 by Sandra Beasley. Originally published in Poem-a-Day on January 10, 

2020, by the Academy of American Poets. 

 

 

About this Poem  

“Before there was Hades, there was the Roman god Dīs Pater. My work has always engaged 

mythologies and origin stories, but here I’m also inspired by my community of dis kin. My 

forthcoming collection, Made to Explode, includes poems that embrace a social model of 

disability rather than a medical model. In other words—a cure is not always the goal, and the 

problem often lies not in our disabilities, but in the failure of those around us to accommodate 

and include. In 2016, activist and writer Lawrence Carter-Long launched a campaign to reclaim 

‘disabled’ as an identity, versus ‘special’ or ‘different’ or any other euphemism.” 

—Sandra Beasley 
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Sandra Beasley is the author of three poetry 

collections, most recently Count the Waves (W.W. 

Norton & Company, 2015), and a memoir. She lives 

in Washington, D.C. 
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First ever antiferromagnetic topological insulator discovered 

DIPC   

A 

crystal of manganese bismuth telluride. Photo: A. Isaeva, TU Dresden/IFW Dresden 

Topological insulators are materials with special universal properties, which are protected against 

perturbations. Such properties are theoretically described by topology, a branch of mathematics concerned 

with the properties of geometrical objects that are unchanged by continuous deformations. Topological 

insulators are electronic materials that have a bulk band gap like an ordinary insulator but have conducting 

states on their boundaries, i.e., edges or surfaces. The conducting surface is not what makes topological 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
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insulators unique, but the fact that this surface state is particularly robust, potentially due to some symmetry 

like time-reversal. 

On the other hand, some metals, alloys and transition-element salts exhibit a form of magnetism called 

antiferromagnetism. This occurs below a certain temperature, named after Louis Néel, when an ordered array 

of atomic magnetic moments spontaneously forms in which alternate moments have opposite directions. 

There is therefore no net resultant magnetic moment in the absence of an applied field. This ordered 

arrangement of magnetic moments in a material normally prevents the formation of the kind of electronic 

order associated with a topological insulator. 

We should conclude, then, that an antiferromagnetic topological insulator (AFMTI) is, if not impossible, very 

unlikely to exist. And this would be most unfortunate because the combination of antiferromagnetic properties 

(magnetoresistance, spin torque, or ultrafast dynamics) combined with those of topological insulators hints to 

signi cant advances in novel electronics. 

But that an AFMTI would not exist is a conjecture. And, as in the case of mathematical conjectures, a single 

counterexample suffices to prove it wrong. Actually, the possibility of the existence of an AFMTI was 

predicted in 2010. Now, an international team of researchers using state-of-the-art ab initio techniques and 

Monte Carlo simulations along with the structural, transport, magnetic, and photoemission measurements has 

discovered 1 the first ever AFMTI compound, manganese bismuth telluride (MnBi2Te4). 

Crystalline MnBi2Te4 manages to combine these seemingly incompatible magnetic and topological orders. 

When cooled, the material becomes magnetic, and yet displays a kind of topological insulating behaviour. 

Unlike an ordinary topological insulator, for which every surface is conducting, such an antiferromagnetic 

topological insulator has surfaces that are conducting or insulating, depending on how the specific surface 

cuts through the alternating pattern of spins. 2. 

Built of septuple layer blocks stacked along the [0001] direction and weakly bound to each other by van der 

Waals forces, MnBi2Te4 develops an interlayer antiferromagnetic state, in which ferromagnetic Mn layers of 

neighboring blocks are coupled antiparallel to each other, while the easy axis of the staggered magnetization 

points perpendicular to the blocks. As an outcome of this discovery, a number of fundamental phenomena are 

expected to either eventually be observed, being among them quantized magnetoelectric coupling and axion 

insulator state or become accessible at elevated temperatures, like the quantum anomalous Hall effect and 

chiral Majorana fermions. 

  

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article are copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research paper. 

References 

1. M. M. Otrokov, I. I. Klimovskikh, H. Bentmann, D. Estyunin, A. Zeugner, Z. S. Aliev, S. Gaß, A. U. 

B. Wolter, A. V. Koroleva, A. M. Shikin, M. Blanco-Rey, M. Hoffmann, I. P. Rusinov, A. Yu. 

Vyazovskaya, S. V. Eremeev, Yu. M. Koroteev, V. M. Kuznetsov, F. Freyse, J. Sánchez-Barriga, I. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/01/09/first-ever-antiferromagnetic-topological-insulator-discovered/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6462-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/01/09/first-ever-antiferromagnetic-topological-insulator-discovered/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6462-2
http://about.me/cesar_tome


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

140 

R. Amiraslanov, M. B. Babanly, N. T. Mamedov, N. A. Abdullayev, V. N. Zverev, A. Alfonsov, V. 

Kataev, B. Büchner, E. F. Schwier, S. Kumar, A. Kimura, L. Petaccia, G. Di Santo, R. C. Vidal, S. 

Schatz, K. Kißner, M. Ünzelmann, C. H. Min, Simon Moser, T. R. F. Peixoto, F. Reinert, A. Ernst, 

P. M. Echenique, A. Isaeva and E. V. Chulkov.(2019) Prediction and observation of an 

antiferromagnetic topological insulator. Nature doi: 10.1038/s41586-019-1840-9 ↩ 

2. R.S.K. Mong & J.E. Moore (2019) Magnetic and topological order united in a 

crystal Nature doi: 10.1038/d41586-019-03831-7 ↩ 

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/ 
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A Work Of Art 

by Anton Chekhov 

 

SASHA SMIRNOV, the only son of his mother, holding under his arm, something wrapped up in No. 223 of 

the Financial News, assumed a sentimental expression, and went into Dr. Koshelkov's consulting-room. 

"Ah, dear lad!" was how the doctor greeted him. "Well! how are we feeling? What good news have you for 

me?" 

Sasha blinked, laid his hand on his heart and said in an agitated voice: "Mamma sends her greetings to you, 

Ivan Nikolaevitch, and told me to thank you. . . . I am the only son of my mother and you have saved my life . 

. . you have brought me through a dangerous illness and . . . we do not know how to thank you." 

"Nonsense, lad!" said the doctor, highly delighted. "I only did what anyone else would have done in my 

place." 

"I am the only son of my mother . . . we are poor people and cannot of course repay you, and we are quite 

ashamed, doctor, although, however, mamma and I . . . the only son of my mother, earnestly beg you to 

accept in token of our gratitude . . . this object, which . . . An object of great value, an antique bronze. . . . A 

rare work of art." 

"You shouldn't!" said the doctor, frowning. "What's this for!" 

"No, please do not refuse," Sasha went on muttering as he unpacked the parcel. "You will wound mamma and 

me by refusing. . . . It's a fine thing . . . an antique bronze. . . . It was left us by my deceased father and we 

have kept it as a precious souvenir. My father used to buy antique bronzes and sell them to connoisseurs . . . 

Mamma and I keep on the business now." 

Sasha undid the object and put it solemnly on the table. It was a not very tall candelabra of old bronze and 

artistic workmanship. It consisted of a group: on the pedestal stood two female figures in the costume of Eve 

and in attitudes for the description of which I have neither the courage nor the fitting temperament. The 

figures were smiling coquettishly and altogether looked as though, had it not been for the necessity of 

supporting the candlestick, they would have skipped off the pedestal and have indulged in an orgy such as is 

improper for the reader even to imagine. 

Looking at the present, the doctor slowly scratched behind his ear, cleared his throat and blew his nose 

irresolutely. 

"Yes, it certainly is a fine thing," he muttered, "but . . . how shall I express it? . . . it's . . . h'm . . . it's not quite 

for family reading. It's not simply decollet but beyond anything, dash it all. . . ." 

"How do you mean?" 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov
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"The serpent-tempter himself could not have invented anything worse. . . . Why, to put such a phantasmagoria 

on the table would be defiling the whole flat." 

"What a strange way of looking at art, doctor!" said Sasha, offended. "Why, it is an artistic thing, look at it! 

There is so much beauty and elegance that it fills one's soul with a feeling of reverence and brings a lump into 

one's throat! When one sees anything so beautiful one forgets everything earthly. . . . Only look, how much 

movement, what an atmosphere, what expression!" 

"I understand all that very well, my dear boy," the doctor interposed, "but you know I am a family man, my 

children run in here, ladies come in." 

"Of course if you look at it from the point of view of the crowd," said Sasha, "then this exquisitely artistic 

work may appear in a certain light. . . . But, doctor, rise superior to the crowd, especially as you will wound 

mamma and me by refusing it. I am the only son of my mother, you have saved my life. . . . We are giving 

you the thing most precious to us and . . . and I only regret that I have not the pair to present to you. . . ." 

"Thank you, my dear fellow, I am very grateful . . . Give my respects to your mother but really consider, my 

children run in here, ladies come. . . . However, let it remain! I see there's no arguing with you." 

"And there is nothing to argue about," said Sasha, relieved. "Put the candlestick here, by this vase. What a 

pity we have not the pair to it! It is a pity! Well, good-bye, doctor." 

After Sasha's departure the doctor looked for a long time at the candelabra, scratched behind his ear and 

meditated. 

"It's a superb thing, there's no denying it," he thought, "and it would be a pity to throw it away. . . . But it's 

impossible for me to keep it. . . . H'm! . . . Here's a problem! To whom can I make a present of it, or to what 

charity can I give it?" 

After long meditation he thought of his good friend, the lawyer Uhov, to whom he was indebted for the 

management of legal business. 

"Excellent," the doctor decided, "it would be awkward for him as a friend to take money from me, and it will 

be very suitable for me to present him with this. I will take him the devilish thing! Luckily he is a bachelor 

and easy-going." 

Without further procrastination the doctor put on his hat and coat, took the candelabra and went off to Uhov's. 

"How are you, friend!" he said, finding the lawyer at home. "I've come to see you . . . to thank you for your 

efforts. . . . You won't take money so you must at least accept this thing here. . . . See, my dear fellow. . . . The 

thing is magnificent!" 

On seeing the bronze the lawyer was moved to indescribable delight. 
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"What a specimen!" he chuckled. "Ah, deuce take it, to think of them imagining such a thing, the devils! 

Exquisite! Ravishing! Where did you get hold of such a delightful thing?" 

After pouring out his ecstasies the lawyer looked timidly towards the door and said: "Only you must carry off 

your present, my boy. . . . I can't take it. . . ." 

"Why?" cried the doctor, disconcerted. 

"Why . . . because my mother is here at times, my clients . . . besides I should be ashamed for my servants to 

see it." 

"Nonsense! Nonsense! Don't you dare to refuse!" said the doctor, gesticulating. "It's piggish of you! It's a 

work of art! . . . What movement. . . what expression! I won't even talk of it! You will offend me!" 

"If one could plaster it over or stick on fig-leaves . . . " 

But the doctor gesticulated more violently than before, and dashing out of the flat went home, glad that he had 

succeeded in getting the present off his hands. 

When he had gone away the lawyer examined the candelabra, fingered it all over, and then, like the doctor, 

racked his brains over the question what to do with the present. 

"It's a fine thing," he mused, "and it would be a pity to throw it away and improper to keep it. The very best 

thing would be to make a present of it to someone. . . . I know what! I'll take it this evening to Shashkin, the 

comedian. The rascal is fond of such things, and by the way it is his benefit tonight." 

No sooner said than done. In the evening the candelabra, carefully wrapped up, was duly carried to 

Shashkin's. The whole evening the comic actor's dressing-room was besieged by men coming to admire the 

present; the dressing-room was filled with the hum of enthusiasm and laughter like the neighing of horses. If 

one of the actresses approached the door and asked: "May I come in?" the comedian's husky voice was heard 

at once: "No, no, my dear, I am not dressed!" 

After the performance the comedian shrugged his shoulders, flung up his hands and said: "Well what am I to 

do with the horrid thing? Why, I live in a private flat! Actresses come and see me! It's not a photograph that 

you can put in a drawer!" 

"You had better sell it, sir," the hairdresser who was disrobing the actor advised him. "There's an old woman 

living about here who buys antique bronzes. Go and enquire for Madame Smirnov . . . everyone knows her." 

The actor followed his advice. . . . Two days later the doctor was sitting in his consulting-room, and with his 

finger to his brow was meditating on the acids of the bile. All at once the door opened and Sasha Smirnov 

flew into the room. He was smiling, beaming, and his whole figure was radiant with happiness. In his hands 

he held something wrapped up in newspaper. 
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"Doctor!" he began breathlessly, "imagine my delight! Happily for you we have succeeded in picking up the 

pair to your candelabra! Mamma is so happy. . . . I am the only son of my mother, you saved my life. . . ." 

And Sasha, all of a tremor with gratitude, set the candelabra before the doctor. The doctor opened his mouth, 

tried to say something, but said nothing: he could not speak. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/anton-chekhov/short-story/a-work-of-art 
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Heterogeneous sorroundings are critical in the analysis of nerve ablation for treating chronic pains 

BCAM   

Tissue ablation 

using radiofrequency. Source: scientificanimations.com / Wikimedia Commons 

Chronic pain is one of the most common problems of advanced age. Even though the combination of physical 

therapy and analgesics such as nonsteroidal anti-inflammatory drugs is effective in chronic pain treatments, it 

only confers short-term benefits. On the other hand, it could be quite expensive and may have significant 

adverse side effects. 

Effective, lasting and cheaper alternatives are, therefore, considered, as the primary goal of the physicians 

responsible for the management of chronic pain is to find long-term solutions rather than short-lived 

interventions. Consequently, nonsurgical minimally invasive options for treating chronic pain have surged 

during the past decades, all of them focused on targeting nerves transmitting pain signals. Cryoablation (use 

of extreme cold), various laser therapies, high temperature radiofrequency, and chemical neurolysis, such as 

alcohol or phenol, are some of these options. 

Among these nonsurgical modalities, radiofrequency ablation (RFA) offers the advantage of being precise, 

reproducible, cheap and effective to a great extent. In radiofrequency ablation (RFA) part of the electrical 

conduction system of a dysfunctional tissue is ablated using the heat generated from medium frequency 

alternating current. RFA is generally conducted in the outpatient setting, using either local anesthetics or 

conscious sedation anesthesia. When it is delivered via catheter, it is called radiofrequency catheter ablation. 

The application of RFA is well tested for treating various tumors in liver, lung, kidney, bones, prostate, and 

breast. 

During RFA, a high frequency alternating current in the frequency range of 500 kHz is applied in the vicinity 

of a nerve via an electrode, leading to neurodestructive thermocoagulation, thereby degrading its ability to 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/bcam/
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conduct pain signals. The lesion produced due to the resistive heating during the RFA procedure may give 

pain relief for 12-18 months or longer, with minimal side effects and associated complications. Since the 

largest area of thermal lesion is produced along the axis of the electrode, the electrode is precisely placed 

parallel to the target nerve so as to maximize the damage to the adjacent nerve fibers. 

Several patient specific clinical studies of RFA in treating chronic pain of bones have already been performed 

and reported in the literature, though questions regarding anatomical targets, selection criteria, and evidence 

for effectiveness, are still open. 

Now, Sundeep Singh and Roderick Melnik 1have evaluated the effects of target nerve distance from the bone 

tissue during continuous RFA for chronic pain relief. 

Numerical modeling and simulations provide a powerful tool to predict such important characteristics as the 

temperature distribution and lesion volume during RFA. They give a quick, convenient and inexpensive a 

priori information during the treatment planning stage of RFA to medical practitioners. The present study is 

one of the first of its kind, focusing on the mathematical modeling of RFA in treating chronic pain within 

bones. As a result, the effect of target nerve distance from the bone on the efficacy of the continuous RFA 

procedure is quantified. 

The authors consider a generalized three-dimensional heterogeneous computational model comprising 

muscle,bone and target nerve. The continuous RFA is performed through a monopolar needle electrode 

placed parallel to the target nerve. Finally, the electric field and temperature distributions as well as the lesion 

volume attained during continuous RFA are obtained via a finite-element-based coupled thermo-electric 

analysis. 

The researchers find that there prevails a strong dependence of the distance between the target nerve and the 

bone on the outcomes of RFA. The nerve ablation volume decreases for the target nerve located closer to the 

bone and vice versa. Consequently, the effect of the heterogeneous surrounding in the analysis of nerve 

ablation for treating chronic pains is found to be critical and, therefore, conclusions from oversimplified 

studies based on the homogeneous surrounding assumption should not be considered. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

paper. 
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BCAM 

 

BCAM, The Basque Centre for Applied Mathematics, is the research center on applied mathematics created 

with the support of the Basque Government and the University of the Basque Country. It performs 

interdisciplinary research in the frontiers of mathematics, training and attracting talented scientists in the 

process. 

 Website:http://www.bcamath.org/en/ 

 Twitter:@BCAMBilbao 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/26/heterogeneous-sorroundings-are-critical-in-the-analysis-of-nerve-

ablation-for-treating-chronic-

pains/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28M

apping+Ignorance%29 

  

https://mappingignorance.org/author/bcam/
http://www.bcamath.org/en/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=BCAMBilbao&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/26/heterogeneous-sorroundings-are-critical-in-the-analysis-of-nerve-ablation-for-treating-chronic-pains/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/26/heterogeneous-sorroundings-are-critical-in-the-analysis-of-nerve-ablation-for-treating-chronic-pains/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/26/heterogeneous-sorroundings-are-critical-in-the-analysis-of-nerve-ablation-for-treating-chronic-pains/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/26/heterogeneous-sorroundings-are-critical-in-the-analysis-of-nerve-ablation-for-treating-chronic-pains/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 515  march 2020 

148 

 

Labyrinth 

 

 

Kenyatta Rogers 

I’ve lost something and I can’t describe 

what it is 

_____________ 

and what if that’s my job 

to say how empty an absence is 

_____________ 

like rolling 2 gears together 

and maybe teeth are missing in one 

or both 

_____________ 

or maybe trying to grind 

two stones that are 

polished and smoothed  

_____________ 

I’ve always liked 

a little grit 

_____________ 

but sand in my shoes 

or in my hair 

_____________ 

is like shattering 

a glass in carpet 

and using a broom to 

get it out 

____________ 

I can’t describe 

what it’s like to 

sit on opposite ends 

of a park bench and 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=bd3ab5f801&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=ad8c2e897b&e=29a6ecd6d1
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not know how 

to get any closer 

____________ 

I miss so many things 

and I’ve looked through my piggy 

bank and only found pennies 

____________ 

a pile of things that are 

almost completely worthless 

_____________ 

a shoebox full of sporks 

a well with a bucket and a rope 

that’s too short 

_____________ 

sometimes in my room 

it’s so dark that if I wake 

up I won’t know if it’s morning or night 

_____________ 

imagine being someplace you know 

so well but are lost and don’t have any idea 

how to get out 

____________ 

the rule is, put your right hand out 

lay it on the wall, and follow 

____________ 

sometimes the rules don’t apply to all of us 

I don’t want to sleep here again tonight 

 

 

 

“My love and I were doing a huge connect-the-dots puzzle, which in the end formed a group of words that 

looked like a maze. It reminded me of Daedalus and how he built a labyrinth so good he could barely escape 

it himself. I wasn’t the happiest and began to think about when we’re at our lowest point—how it can feel as 
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though our minds are playing tricks on us and sometimes it feels like nothing helps. I initially hand wrote this 

on some copy paper and drew the lines where the stanzas started and stopped, introducing a type of breath, 

interjection, and tension. The lines also worked as section breaks, mimicked a maze, and helped in drafts as I 

could go between the parts and compare them to each other while focusing on them as a unit.” 

 

—Kenyatta Rogers 

 

 

 

 

https://poets.us20.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=bd3ab5f801&e=29a6ecd6d1 

 

 

Kenyatta Rogers teaches at The Chicago High School for the Arts 

and is the co-host of the Sunday Reading Series with Simone 

Muench. He lives in Chicago, Illinois. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=bd3ab5f801&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=bd3ab5f801&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=2c50039769&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=1c0e87a878&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=1c0e87a878&e=29a6ecd6d1

