
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CONTENTS  

  

Ecologist and Philosopher David Abram on the Language of Nature and the Secret Wisdom of the More-

Than-Human World 

3 

Jenn Shapland on The Argonauts and Building a Life 9 

Jabberwocky 14 

The Lyric Beasts, by James Dickey 16 

Matter manipulation with terahertz radiation 18 

Love, Kindness, and the Song of the Universe: The Night Jack Kerouac Kept a Young Woman from 

Taking Her Own Life 

21 

The String Quartet 28 

Resurrected woolly mammoth genes illustrate genetic decline 32 

The Shortest Day: A Lyrical Illustrated Invitation to Presence with the Passage of Time, Our Ancient 

Relationship with the Sun, and the Cycles of Life 

36 

Denise Riley on the Temporal Dislocation of Profound Loss 53 

A Journey 60 

Problem protein could be new drug target for preventing heart attacks 69 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 518  march 2020 

2 

Margaret Atwood on Marriage 72 

The Story of the Year 74 

February Flu, by John Poch 80 

Siblings and discapacity 81 

How to Raise a Reader: Mary Shelley’s Father on Parenting and How an Early Love of Books Paves the 

Path to Lifelong Happiness 

84 

William Wilson, by Edgar Allan Poe 90 

Controlling tiny eye movements may lead to better vision 102 

Poverty, Anxiety, and Gender in Scottish Working-Class Literature 105 

Here and Now: An Illustrated Guided Meditation Inviting the Practice of Noticing as a Portal to Presence 115 

Melting ice floods the Arctic with fresh water, and it may cool Europe 125 

How Do You Know That You Love Somebody? Philosopher Martha Nussbaum’s Incompleteness 

Theorem of the Heart’s Truth, from Plato to Proust 

129 

At the Grave of Elizabeth Bishop 

by Henri Cole 

138 

Newspaper headlines influence online news search and engagement 140 

Breakthrough MRI imaging method promises early-stage cancer detection 143 

For Gothic Heroines, Haunted Houses Are Always Too Big 146 

 

  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 518  march 2020 

3 

 

Ecologist and Philosopher David Abram on the Language of Nature and the Secret Wisdom of the 

More-Than-Human World 

“We are human only in contact, and conviviality, with what is not human.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“We need another and a wiser and perhaps a more mystical concept of animals,” the great nature writer Henry 

Beston wrote in 1928 as he contemplated belonging and the web of life. “In a world older and more complete 

than ours they move finished and complete, gifted with extensions of the senses we have lost or never 

attained, living by voices we shall never hear.” The geologist Hans Cloos, a contemporary of Beston’s, 

complemented the sentiment beautifully in reflecting on our conversations with the planet: “We translate the 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/13/henry-beston-outermost-house-animals/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/05/conversations-with-the-earth-hans-cloos/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0679776397/braipick-20
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earth’s language into our own, and enrich the already bright and colorful surface of the present with the 

knowledge of the inexhaustible abundance of the past.” 

As we learn to translate the language of nature, there is more than mere astonishment at what we uncover; at 

the knowledge — nascent to science, ancient to native cultures the world over — of what trees feel and how 

they communicate, or of how other animal consciousnesses experience the world. There is magic — the 

realest, rawest form of magic we can access in an unsuperstitious world grounded in science but willing to 

soar beyond it, into other, non-materialist modes of perception. 

That is what ecologist and philosopher David Abram explores with equal parts scientific curiosity and 

reverence for native wisdom in The Spell of the Sensuous: Perception and Language in a More-Than-Human 

World (public library). 

 

Art by Jackie Morris from The Lost Words by Robert MacFarlane — a visual dictionary of poetic spells 

reclaiming nature’s language 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/26/the-hidden-life-of-trees-peter-wohlleben/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/26/the-hidden-life-of-trees-peter-wohlleben/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/14/the-soul-of-an-octopus-sy-montgomery/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0679776397/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0679776397/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/spell-of-the-sensuous-perception-and-language-in-a-more-than-human-world/oclc/1043904135&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
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Abram writes: 

Magic… in its perhaps most primordial sense, is the experience of existing in a world made up of multiple 

intelligences, the intuition that every form one perceives — from the swallow swooping overhead to the fly 

on a blade of grass, and indeed the blade of grass itself — is an experiencing form, an entity with its own 

predilections and sensations, albeit sensations that are very different from our own. 

[…] 

Caught up in a mass of abstractions, our attention hypnotized by a host of human-made technologies that only 

reflect us back to ourselves, it is all too easy for us to forget our carnal inherence in a more-than-human 

matrix of sensations and sensibilities. Our bodies have formed themselves in delicate reciprocity with the 

manifold textures, sounds, and shapes of an animate earth — our eyes have evolved in subtle interaction with 

other eyes, as our ears are attuned by their very structure to the howling of wolves and the honking of geese. 

To shut ourselves off from these other voices, to continue by our lifestyles to condemn these other 

sensibilities to the oblivion of extinction, is to rob our own senses of their integrity, and to rob our minds of 

their coherence. We are human only in contact, and conviviality, with what is not human. 

And yet a defining feature of what makes us human — our imagination — is predicated on a recognition of 

this sensorial interrelation. Two centuries after William Blake wrote in his searing defense of the 

imagination that “the tree which moves some to tears of joy is in the eyes of others only a green thing which 

stands in the way, [for] as a man is, so he sees,” Abram writes: 

That which we call imagination is from the first an attribute of the senses themselves; imagination is not a 

separate mental faculty (as we so often assume) but is rather the way the senses themselves have of throwing 

themselves beyond what is immediately given, in order to make tentative contact with the other sides of 

things that we do not sense directly, with the hidden or invisible aspects of the sensible. 

Echoing naturalist John Muir’s poetic observation that “when we try to pick out anything by itself, we find it 

hitched to everything else in the universe” and philosopher Alan Watts’s admonition that “Life and Reality 

are not things you can have for yourself unless you accord them to all others,” Abram considers the 

relationship between perception, sensation, and reality beyond our isolated experience: 

The “real world” in which we find ourselves, then — the very world our sciences strive to fathom — is not a 

sheer “object,” not a fixed and finished “datum” from which all subjects and subjective qualities could be 

pared away, but is rather an intertwined matrix of sensations and perceptions, a collective field of experience 

lived through from many different angles. The mutual inscription of others in my experience, and (as I must 

assume) of myself in their experiences, effects the interweaving of our individual phenomenal fields into a 

single, ever-shifting fabric, a single phenomenal world or “reality.” 

And yet, as we know from our everyday experience, the phenomenal world is remarkably stable and solid; we 

are able to count on it in so many ways, and we take for granted much of its structure and character. This 

experienced solidity is precisely sustained by the continual encounter with others, with other embodied 

subjects, other centers of experience. The encounter with other perceivers continually assures me that there is 

more to any thing, or to the world, than I myself can perceive at any moment. Besides that which I directly 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/14/william-blake-john-trusler-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/14/william-blake-john-trusler-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/06/alan-watts-reality/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/06/alan-watts-reality/
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see of a particular oak tree or building, I know or intuit that there are also those facets of the oak or building 

 

Illustration by Arthur Rackham for a rare 1917 edition of the Brothers Grimm fairy tales. (Art available as a 

print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/arthur-rackham-brothers-grimm/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-from-a-rare-1917-edition-of-the-brothers-grimm-fairy-tales_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-from-a-rare-1917-edition-of-the-brothers-grimm-fairy-tales_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/arthur-rackham-brothers-grimm/
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that are visible to the other perceivers that I see. I sense that that tree is much more than what I directly see of 

it, since it is also what the others whom I see perceive of it; I sense that as a perceivable presence it already 

existed before I came to look at it, and indeed that it will not dissipate when I turn away from it, since it 

remains an experience for others — not just for other persons, but… for other sentient organisms, for the birds 

that nest in its branches and for the insects that move along its bark, and even, finally, for the sensitive cells 

and tissues of the oak itself, quietly drinking sunlight through its leaves. It is this informing of my perceptions 

by the evident perceptions and sensations of other bodily entities that establishes, for me, the relative solidity 

and stability of the world. 

 

Art from Trees at Night by Art Young, 1926. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/cathedral-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/cathedral-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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This recognition of the reality of other experiences calls to mind the distinction philosopher Martin Buber 

drew nearly a century earlier between the I-It and I-Thou orientations toward what is other than oneself. And 

this recognition, Abram argues, is the key to redeeming our connection to the rest of nature and the more-

than-human world, so artificially severed in modern Western culture. “We call it ‘Nature’; only reluctantly 

admitting ourselves to be ‘Nature’ too,” Denise Levertov captured this modern hijacking of our essence in her 

exquisite poem “Sojourns in the Parallel World.” Abram considers what it takes for us to heal the artificial 

severance into parallels and re-intersect our own experience with the manifold realities of that “other” world: 

Direct, prereflective perception is inherently synaesthetic, participatory, and animistic, disclosing the things 

and elements that surround us not as inert objects but as expressive subjects, entities, powers, potencies. And 

yet most of us seem, today, very far from such experience. Trees rarely, if ever, speak to us; animals no longer 

approach us as emissaries from alien zones of intelligence; the sun and the moon no longer draw prayers from 

us but seem to arc blindly across the sky. 

[…] 

We may acknowledge, intellectually, our body’s reliance upon those plants and animals that we consume as 

nourishment, yet the civilized mind still feels itself somehow separate, autonomous, independent of the body 

and of bodily nature in general. Only as we begin to notice and to experience, once again, our immersion in 

the invisible air do we start to recall what it is to be fully a part of this world… This breathing landscape is no 

longer just a passive backdrop against which human history unfolds, but a potentized field of intelligence in 

which our actions participate. 

In the remainder of the altogether enchanting The Spell of the Sensuous, Abrams visits with various native 

cultures to learn from their wisdom and mirror it back through the lens of a more-than-scientific 

understanding of the world. Complement it with a lovely illustrated dictionary of poetic spells reclaiming the 

language of nature, then revisit the great marine biologist and poetic science writer Rachel Carson, who 

awakened the modern ecological conscience, on science and our spiritual bond with nature. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/07/the-spell-of-the-sensuous-david-

abram/?mc_cid=9dda4e713e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/18/i-and-thou-martin-buber/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/america-ferrera-sojourns-in-the-parallel-world-denise-levertov/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0679776397/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/20/rachel-carson-lost-woods-the-real-world-around-us/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/07/the-spell-of-the-sensuous-david-abram/?mc_cid=9dda4e713e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/07/the-spell-of-the-sensuous-david-abram/?mc_cid=9dda4e713e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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VIA TIN HOUSE 

The Maggie Nelson Test for Lesbian Dating Success 

Jenn Shapland on The Argonauts and Building a Life 

By Jenn Shapland 

 

 “What books should I read?” A asked. I sat on the floor of the blank but bougie living room of a house she 

miraculously owned, playing with her small dog. She was paging through a catalog for blinds, in the process 

of redecorating on a level far beyond my means. The question itself should have been a dead giveaway: if you 

have to ask, you’ll never know. Instead, the next time I got into her Prius I slid a stack of books into her arms, 

Maggie Nelson’s The Argonauts nestled in as though an afterthought. Hardly! Heart raced as I thought of her 

reading it—It’s a sexy book!—and reading me in it. 

I had a habit of doing this, sharing deep parts of myself with someone I’d just met, hurrying things along. Few 

things feel as vulnerable, as fraught, as precious early in a relationship as sharing your favorite books, movies, 

songs. You don’t want to be judged for your love of Carole King, or your queer root (E.T.). And you want 

another person to love what you love—to see you in it, and love that you. Whence the mix CDs, painstakingly 

arranged and burned, track listings scrawled in tiny script on notebook paper and tucked into the jewel case. 

Each track burns with a question and a promise. Do you love this? It can be us. 

The Argonauts is a book about queer love that I loved enough to recommend as a staff selection at the 

bookstore where I worked, enough to insist my best friends read it, mostly because I couldn’t stop talking 

https://tinhouse.com/product/my-autobiography-of-carson-mccullers/
https://lithub.com/author/jennshapland/
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about it—I needed them to read it so we could talk, really talk. Enough to quote ad nauseam on my Instagram. 

“There is so much to be learned from wanting something both ways,” Nelson writes. 

A was a lawyer, a good conversationalist, cute, and, best of all, she had her life together, more than I could 

say for most of the women I’d met lately—including one who showed up to our first date already drunk. I 

introduced this put-together person to all my friends, even as it became obvious that she wasn’t interested in 

being something other than a friend to me; that line between friendship and dating can be fuzzy, can feel 

infinitely malleable, especially for queer people. A few days of texting with A passed with no mention of the 

book. Feeling confident one day, I sent her an essay of mine about learning to speak my desires plainly—

supplementary reading. Finally I asked her about Argonauts, dying to know what she thought. What I was 

really dying for was a confirmation of the depth of her affection. “I read thirty pages and couldn’t get any 

further,” she texted. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

C mentioned that she’d recently picked up a book based on my staff selection. You know what book. 

Was it the opening lines about ass-fucking? Was it the personal writing I’d bravely shared? I’ll never know. I 

had made myself vulnerable, just like Brené Brown says to, and the relationship, not even begun, was so over. 

Falling in love in the age of mechanical reproduction means falling in love with stuff. Sure, you fall for a 

person’s unique qualities, ideas, mannerisms, passions, butt. But you also fall in love with their sweaters, their 

record collection, their top movies, their sneakers. You fall in love with their favorite books—or you don’t. 

While I was dating women I met on Tinder in Austin in the mid 2010s, The Argonauts became, by accident, a 

sort of litmus test. Sharing it with someone made the relationship’s fate instantly clear. The book was a strip 

of paper dipped in the budding relationship and then dipped in iodine for a response, a chemical reaction, as I 

stood by impatiently, awaiting the blush of true colors. 

When I went to meet B for a brunch date, our first, she was sitting outside on a bench reading. The magenta 

block letters on a black background were unmistakable, even from the parking lot. Destiny! my heart cried. 

On the heels of rejection, I snatched the bait with both hands. We immediately had so much to talk about. I 

was leaving soon on a road trip by myself to some hot springs in west Texas, one of my favorite places, and 

I’d known her less than two weeks, so naturally, I asked her to come. 

She was studying to be an elementary school teacher, brainy and full of quirks. An affinity for graphic novels, 

a late-night confession of love for Pedro the Lion. Her dog stayed in its open cage when she left the house, 

emerging only upon her command. When her Subaru bottomed out on the dirt road in the middle of the 

canyon, and we had to walk with little water in the July sun toward the hot springs, I began to panic. Not 

about the imminent danger of running out of water, but about the long stretches of silence. Somehow we were 

running out of things to talk about already. How could this be? We’d been bursting with language only days 

before. 

Forty-five minutes later, miraculously a glimmer appeared on the otherwise carless road. A couple leaving the 

springs saw us, turned around, and picked us up. By the time we got her car pulled out of the rut and got to the 

pool, I saw she was reading something else. I don’t remember what. What was it we’d had in common? It had 

felt like everything. 
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ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Months later, relaying the story to friends, they would tell me I was a fool, that our “destined” connection at 

brunch was a ruse. She’d done some pre-first-date detective work and seen the book on my Instagram. She 

was baiting me and I fell right for it. 

I choose not to believe this. 

True love arrived when the book was just a point on a line leading everywhere, a conversation starter that led 

to millions of things shared. 

My friend Katie, who’d read the book soon after we met as residents at Vermont Studio Center, was outraged 

by A and skeptical of B. She immediately saw the power of the test and followed my lead, giving a copy to 

each of the straight men she dated. The one who passed, who went out and bought a copy of his own, is the 

one who stuck. 

True love arrived when the book was just a point on a line leading everywhere, a conversation starter that led 

to millions of things shared. It started when I swiped right twice on Tinder, and she swiped left both times. 

We already knew each other from working together years previously as interns in an archive (the reason she 

gives for those swipes left). I decided to try the old-fashioned way and invited her and another ex-intern over 

for porch drinks. She’d brought a lentil salad, and I made an immediate foible, saying that I couldn’t eat 

lentils. One inauspicious beginning after another. As we sipped the sidecars Andi had mixed a few hairs too 

strong, and I complained about my recent dating woes, C mentioned that she’d recently picked up a book 

based on my staff selection. You know what book. 

This time I was tentative, my expectations low. She didn’t all-out love the book like I did, and that didn’t 

matter. Our conversations about it spun off in all directions, like all our conversations seemed to. Just like in 

the book, we came at things from different perspectives. She was an art historian, had just written a 

dissertation about Andy Warhol’s films, and was jaded with academia. I was trying to find my way out of 

literary criticism and toward other forms of writing, and to me Nelson’s book was a map to a different life. A 

queer life, a writing life. As C and I talked, it became clear that much more was at stake for me in this book 

than taste or argument. Gradually our conversations moved past the book and into the terrain of queerness, 

time, productivity vs. aimlessness, how to make and live a life on the margins. As we talked, the life we 

would build together began to take shape. 

We went to see Maggie Nelson read, ironically our first official date, and then snuck off to the on-campus 

Turrell skyspace to sit and stare at the shifting clouds in silence. Soon enough she shared Antonioni’s trilogy 

and Monica Vitti, and I pressed Claudia Rankine into her hands. We were often coming from different places 

and had an age difference just enough to keep things surprising. Patience was key. Certain touchstones had to 

be explained: her Liz Phair for my Dunkaroos. The Argonauts, like all the books and movies and snacks and 

songs we shared, was just a cipher for our ability to connect, to find common ground and meaning we could 

build on. Each of our copies sits on a shelf in our house in Santa Fe, where we moved together less than a year 

later. The collection, which we refer to as the Lesbian Library and frequently lend from, has overgrown its 

shelves, and most of our doubles have found their way into the donation pile, but for this one, we kept our 

own copies. 
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Objects make love visible. They give us an archive, a timeline with clear milestones. They tell a story that 

would otherwise be almost impossible to see or even narrate. When we saw Carol in the theater, twice. When 

she finally convinced me to read The Secret History. When I wore her beloved crimson Alabama t-shirt home 

and didn’t give it back. Without them all the subtle shifts in feeling and meaning would just be in our heads, 

lost to time and its erasures. The things we keep around keep us intact. 

__________________________________ 

 

My Autobiography of Carson McCullers by Jenn Shapland is available now via Tin House.  

CarolJenn ShaplandlesbianLGBTQMaggie NelsonMy Autobiography of Carson McCullersThe ArgonautsTin 

House 

 

 

 

https://tinhouse.com/product/my-autobiography-of-carson-mccullers/
https://lithub.com/tag/carol/
https://lithub.com/tag/jenn-shapland/
https://lithub.com/tag/lesbian/
https://lithub.com/tag/lgbtq/
https://lithub.com/tag/maggie-nelson/
https://lithub.com/tag/my-autobiography-of-carson-mccullers/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-argonauts/
https://lithub.com/tag/tin-house/
https://lithub.com/tag/tin-house/
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Jenn Shapland 

Jenn Shapland is a writer living in New Mexico. Her nonfiction won a 2017 Pushcart Prize and has been 

published in Tin House, The Lifted Brow, Electric Literature, and The Millions, and her literary criticism 

appears in Contemporary Women’s Writing. She has a PhD in English from the University of Texas at Austin 

and she teaches creative writing at the Institute of American Indian Arts. Her first book, The Autobiographies 

of Carson McCullers, is available via Tin House Books. 

https://lithub.com/the-maggie-nelson-test-for-lesbian-dating-success/ 

 

  

https://lithub.com/author/jennshapland/
https://lithub.com/the-maggie-nelson-test-for-lesbian-dating-success/
https://lithub.com/author/jennshapland/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 518  march 2020 

14 

Jabberwocky 

by Lewis Carroll 

 

Published in 1871, Carroll's poem offers outlandish literary significance and is often studied by middle school 

students. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/lewis-carroll
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'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 

All mimsy were the borogoves, 

And the mome raths outgrabe. 

"Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 

Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 

The frumious Bandersnatch!" 

He took his vorpal sword in hand: 

Long time the manxome foe he sought-- 

So rested he by the Tumtum tree, 

And stood awhile in thought. 

And as in uffish thought he stood, 

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame, 

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood, 

And burbled as it came! 

One, two! One, two! And through and through 

The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 

He left it dead, and with its head 

He went galumphing back. 

"And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 

Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 

O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!" 

He chortled in his joy. 

'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 

All mimsy were the borogoves, 

And the mome raths outgrabe. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/lewis-carroll/poem/jabberwocky 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/lewis-carroll/poem/jabberwocky
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The Lyric Beasts 

by James Dickey 
Issue no. 79 (Spring 1981) 

                          —Dancer to Audience— 

                           What works for me 

             As in your flatland stillness you grow. 

                                 Not ashen witnesses. 

       But eye-bones, eye-muscle fields of hovering 

                           With me, 

                                                 is this: is with me: 

                       Is a body out-believing existence: 

          The shining of perfection, the myth-chill. 

                           I hold what I have. 

                     Hold hard, and wait for my travel 

                        To time-bind, and be raised 

 High enough in closed flight, high enough in low candle- 

                        power to burn barns and set 

            All rafters free: 

                                         to reach and rarify the lyric beasts. 

                                Some distance 

           Down, unfurl           sit loosed and hawking 

                      At me, as I am hurled and buried 

                                 Out of you in midair. 

              In hounded flame-outs stalling and renewing. 

                     Pale with chasm-sweat 

                                                          through Chaos 

                         Set going by imaginative laws. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8291332819&e=d538c8f2e0
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               One flawless seizure bringing on another. 

         The search-and-destroy of creatures in the void. 

                  In your ashen ditch of witness 

             take off your bags of shot, and be with me 

As one, like a rising curtain, 

                     materializing, enchanted with unnecessary being. 

                Emblem-eyed, degenerate with symbols. 

           Work-beasts of lightness, icy with void-sweat. 

                    For, in bitter, over-valued radiation. 

        One form may live from another, and may follow 

       The grain of closed flight, as through board. 

                          In the loft of the ice-bound 

                Soft-heeled foot, we shall leave nothing 

                       To chance, enfabled, driven-up 

   Toward death in some foregone position—the dead-lift. 

             To go-devil fury—knowing that flight is only 

                One of the floating latencies of muscle: 

                              An infinite elongation. 

                                              Come from your hovering ashes; 

                                    Join and defy me 

               To out-live you out-die outflesh out-spirit 

            At the eerie, demonic torpor of the crest. 

                         Young outriders of the Absolute, 

                                 Swan flower phoenix. 

                          Controlled, illusory fire is best 

                              For us. Rise and on faith 

               Follow. It is better that I should be; 

                           Be what I am not, and I am. 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8291332819&e=d538c8f2e0  
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Matter manipulation with terahertz radiation 

DIPC   

Terahertz (THz) radiation is all around us. For example, this page emits blackbody radiation mainly in the 

THz region (defined here from 0.3 THz to 30 THz). Because terahertz radiation begins at a wavelength of 

around one millimeter and proceeds into shorter wavelengths, it is sometimes known as the submillimeter 

band, and its radiation as submillimeter waves, especially in astronomy. 

This band of electromagnetic radiation can be regarded either as microwave radio waves or far infrared. The 

technology for its generation and manipulation is in its infancy, that is why enginners talk about the Thz gap. 

One of the reasons is that THz radiation from traditional microwave sources is usually too weak to have any 

measurable impact on the properties of materials. 

The situation drastically changed at the beginning of the 2000s, when the technique of optical rectification 

with phase matching in crystals lacking inversion symmetry such as lithium niobate was developed. This 

technological breakthrough enabled the development of table-top sources of single-cycle THz pulses with 

field strengths comparable to the intrinsic field strength in a wide range of strongly correlated materials. 

Consequently, it became possible to engineer new dynamic states of materials by modifying their intrinsic 

fields. 

In condensed matter physics and in general, THz radiation is an efficient tool to investigate a multitude of 

low-energy excitations existing in the THz region. Important examples are resonances of phonons and 

plasmons (collective lattice and electron vibrations, respectively), spins, intersubband transitions (subbands 

are electronic energy bands formed in quantum wells, in which the electrons are confined in two directions), 

excitons (bound electron–hole pairs), macro-molecular vibrations and molecular rotations. 

THz radiation is also a fine tool: the energy of THz photons matches the fine energy structure of the 

mentioned resonances. This offers clear benefits when compared to optical photons, as these often contain 

excessive energy relative to low-energy resonances. The extra energy from the optical photons is, for 

example, distributed as phonon excitations or hot electron distributions, which result in less control and 

unwanted temperature increase. THz radiation, on the other hand, can be used to specifically target the 

excitation of interest, opening the door to a controlled manipulation of reactions, processes, and properties of 

matter. 

In addition to the collective excitations mentioned, several other systems can be driven by strong-field few-

cycle THz pulses. The characteristic energy regions of various THz excitations and related examples of 

strong-field THz applications are presented in Figure 1. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Terahertz_gap
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Figure 1. (a) Fundamental excitations in solids and molecular systems in the THz region. (b) Examples of 

applications of strong-field THz light. 

Now, a team of researchers has reviewed 1 around 200 studies on the interaction of strong-field THz pulses 

with various materials. Most of the reviewed studies have been performed during the last 5 years. Clearly, the 

field is very dynamic making past reviews obsolete. 

The aim of this new review is threefold: first, to survey recent studies dealing with the transformation, control 

and engineering of the properties of various materials with strong-field few-cycle THz light; then, to 

introduce the operation principles for sources of strong-field few-cycle THz light and to survey the state-of-

the-art performance of such sources; and, finally, to outline techniques for guiding, diagnosing and 

recomposing THz pulses. 

Looking into the future, it is clear for the authors that further development of THz light sources that close the 

Thz gap will have a strong impact by providing the tool that enables presently unfeasible experiments. A 

highly beneficial feature of novel THz light sources will be the ability to reach the 5–15 THz spectral region. 

In this frequency range, present laser-based THz sources, relying on optical rectification, normally do not 

operate because of absorption in crystals, while the broad bandwidth of THz pulses generated in plasma 

results in a limited field amplitude per frequency unit. 

On the other end, the authors conclude, even though the technology of THz detection is well established for 

strong-field (high-power) THz radiation, the development of high-sensitivity THz detectors will be beneficial 

for studies of nonlinear THz effects characterized by weak intensities. Graphene can be mentioned as one of 

several very promising materials for new THz detectors. 

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. 
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written by 

DIPC 

 

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

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

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

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

constant flow of international visiting researchers. 

Website:http://dipc.ehu.es/ 

Twitter:@DIPCehu 

  

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/01/23/matter-manipulation-with-terahertz-

radiation/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%2

8Mapping+Ignorance%29   
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Love, Kindness, and the Song of the Universe: The Night Jack Kerouac Kept a Young Woman from 

Taking Her Own Life 

“I felt his pain deeply, and his beauty, and his knowledge.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

In the late 1950s, a young woman named Lois Sorrells Beckwith did what many passionate book-lovers find 

themselves doing — she fell in love with an author through his work; not with the writing alone, but with the 

man. That man was Jack Kerouac and the book that tipped Lois over the edge of infatuation was his newly 

published novella The Subterraneans (public library), a semi-fictional account of a fervid romance. 

But then Lois did something few ardent readers would dare to do. 

A native New Englander then living in California, she moved back to the East Coast and, one fateful 

afternoon in 1958, mustered the timid brazenness to drive herself to Kerouac’s home in Northport, Long 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0802131867/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/subterraneans/oclc/285385&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0802131867/braipick-20
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Island, hoping to meet him. She pulled up to the house and found him sitting under a tree in his front yard, 

meditating — a practice he had taken up some years earlier as he plunged into Buddhist philosophy. 

 

So began a romance that lasted many years. Lois was twenty-three. Jack was thirty-six and had just 

published On the Road, the novel that would become a counterculture classic and catapult him into literary 

celebrity. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/12/jack-kerouac-how-to-meditate/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/12/jack-kerouac-golden-eternity/
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“I had fallen in love with the soul of this man,” Lois — the mother of my friend Sebastian Beckwith, whom I 

know through the wonderful and talented Wendy MacNaughton — tells me as she looks back on this unusual 

and electrifying adventure in love and literature. 

 

The relationship continued, on and off, for years. The “on” phases were intensely beautiful — the two shared 

an apartment in New York’s Greenwich Village, an epicenter of the era’s creative culture, which they relished 

fully. Lois recounts: 

We were drinking lots of wine and dancing and making love and listening to him read. 

http://wendymacnaughton.com/
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They went to poetry readings together and listened to music and led a life that Lois remembers as “pretty fast-

paced and exhausting.” But it was also incredibly tender — every time he left the apartment, Jack wrote Lois 

a sweet note. 

Writing, indeed, was not only what had brought them together but what kept them together. During the “off” 

phases, they wrote each other letters that sustained their romance. But marriage was never something either of 

them desired. Jack had already been married and divorced twice. Lois has fallen in love with his writing and 

respected it as his greatest commitment. She reflects: 

I felt his pain deeply, and his beauty, and his knowledge. And I loved being with him. But I never thought of 

marrying him — he was a writer, and he had to write. 

And then Lois lost her mother, with whom she had been incredibly close. Gutted by grief and mired in a thick 

depression, she went to stay with her father for a while. 

Late one night, there was a knock at the door. It was Jack, with an enormous reel-to-reel tape recorder 

strapped to his back. Already one of the country’s most famous writers, he had been away on a book tour 

when he received Lois’s letter about her mother’s death and her depression. Terrified that she might commit 

suicide, he had flown in, walked five miles from the other side of town with the giant device, and come to 

play Lois a song to lift her spirits. 

 

This man, in whom the tender and the troubled always coexisted, had recognized in his beloved the wounded 

part of himself. He had extended to Lois the comforting care he was ultimately unable to grant himself. Lois 

recounts: 

As he became more famous, he drank more — it was very sad. 

“Practice kindness all day to everybody and you will realize you’re already in heaven now,” Kerouac 

himself once wrote, and in this enormous gesture of kindness, he had transported himself to heaven, if only 

for a night. 

Eventually, the couple parted ways as lovers but remained friends. In fact, it was Jack who introduced Lois to 

her husband, who became my friend Sebastian’s father. 

And then, many years later, something unusual happened. 

One day, when Lois was about to turn eighty and Jack had been dead for nearly half a century by the 

troubledness that eclipsed his radiant spirit, a piece of paper fell on her floor as she was moving some papers 

at home. On it, the phrase “universe — one song” was written in the handwriting of her youth.  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/12/jack-kerouac-golden-eternity/
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Lois immediately remembered a vivid dream she had had all those years earlier, in that New York apartment. 

She recounts the dream: 

I was just walking around on a very hot, sultry night — it was exciting, sensual — and I heard the most 

exquisite music. I asked someone what it was, and they said that it was the voices of all nationalities speaking. 

The dream was all about kindness — this huge love and kindness — so it made me think of Jack on the night 

of his heroic five-mile walk. And that’s still what I think about when I think about Jack. 

Moved by the memory of the dream and Jack’s generous gesture, Lois penned a poem in remembrance of his 

kindness. Here she is, at eighty, reading it: 
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UNIVERSE — ONE SONG 

    a letter to you Mr. Kerouac 
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how my mind was winter swept 

bumped the spring time bud 

o my god it could be quick 

tho i will not attend — 

in the middle of the night 

my father answered the door 

with great annoyance 

i followed 

you were there with tears in your eyes 

you had walked five miles 

with a heavy reel-to-reel 

tape recorder on your back 

you said 

“i brought 

St. Matthew’s Passion for you to hear 

so you won’t commit suicide” 

you had walked five miles 

in the middle of that long dark night 

to bring me your passion — 

how my mind was winter swept 

bumped the spring time bud — 

i am still here Ti Jean 

but wonder where you are on cold starry nights 

my eyes as ever, tear bright! 

Complement Lois’s beautiful story with Kerouac on kindness and the “Golden Eternity,” the difference 

between genius and talent, and his “beliefs and techniques” for prose and life. 

Illustration by Wendy MacNaughton 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/31/universe-one-song-jack-kerouac-lois-

beckwith/?mc_cid=ce30dd0be7&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/12/jack-kerouac-golden-eternity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/are-writers-born-or-made-jack-kerouac/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/03/22/jack-kerouac-belief-and-technique-for-modern-prose/
http://wendymacnaughton.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/31/universe-one-song-jack-kerouac-lois-beckwith/?mc_cid=ce30dd0be7&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/31/universe-one-song-jack-kerouac-lois-beckwith/?mc_cid=ce30dd0be7&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The String Quartet 

by Virginia Woolf 

 

Published in 1921, TheString Quartet was one of eight short stories in her short story collection, Monday or 

Tuesday. 

 

WELL, HERE WE are, and if you cast your eye over the room you will see that Tubes and trams and 

omnibuses, private carriages not a few, even, I venture to believe, landaus with bays in them, have been busy 

at it, weaving threads from one end of London to the other. Yet I begin to have my doubts 

If indeed it's true, as they're saying, that Regent Street is up, and the Treaty signed, and the weather not cold 

for the time of year, and even at that rent not a flat to be had, and the worst of influenza its after effects; if I 

bethink me of having forgotten to write about the leak in the larder, and left my glove in the train; if the ties of 

blood require me, leaning forward, to accept cordially the hand which is perhaps offered hesitatingly 

"Seven years since we met!" 

"The last time in Venice." 

"And where are you living now?" 

"Well, the late afternoon suits me the best, though, if it weren't asking too much" 

"But I knew you at once!" 

"Still, the war made a break" 

If the mind's shot through by such little arrows, andfor human society compels itno sooner is one launched 

than another presses forward; if this engenders heat and in addition they've turned on the electric light; if 

saying one thing does, in so many cases, leave behind it a need to improve and revise, stirring besides regrets, 

pleasures, vanities, and desiresif it's all the facts I mean, and the hats, the fur boas, the gentlemen's swallow-

tail coats, and pearl tie-pins that come to the surfacewhat chance is there? 

Of what? It becomes every minute more difficult to say why, in spite of everything, I sit here believing I can't 

now say what, or even remember the last time it happened. 

"Did you see the procession?" 

"The King looked cold." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/virginia-woolf
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"No, no, no. But what was it?" 

"She's bought a house at Malmesbury." 

"How lucky to find one!" 

On the contrary, it seems to me pretty sure that she, whoever she may be, is damned, since it's all a matter of 

flats and hats and sea gulls, or so it seems to be for a hundred people sitting here well dressed, walled in, 

furred, replete. Not that I can boast, since I too sit passive on a gilt chair, only turning the earth above a buried 

memory, as we all do, for there are signs, if I'm not mistaken, that we're all recalling something, furtively 

seeking something. Why fidget? Why so anxious about the sit of cloaks; and gloveswhether to button or 

unbutton? Then watch that elderly face against the dark canvas, a moment ago urbane and flushed; now 

taciturn and sad, as if in shadow. Was it the sound of the second violin tuning in the ante-room? Here they 

come; four black figures, carrying instruments, and seat themselves facing the white squares under the 

downpour of light; rest the tips of their bows on the music stand; with a simultaneous movement lift them; 

lightly poise them, and, looking across at the player opposite, the first violin counts one, two, three 

Flourish, spring, burgeon, burst! The pear tree on the top of the mountain. Fountains jet; drops descend. But 

the waters of the Rhone flow swift and deep, race under the arches, and sweep the trailing water leaves, 

washing shadows over the silver fish, the spotted fish rushed down by the swift waters, now swept into an 

eddy whereit's difficult thisconglomeration of fish all in a pool; leaping, splashing, scraping sharp fins; and 

such a boil of current that the yellow pebbles are churned round and round, round and roundfree now, rushing 

downwards, or even somehow ascending in exquisite spirals into the air; curled like thin shavings from under 

a plane, up and up....How lovely goodness is in those who, stepping lightly, go smiling through the world! 

Also in jolly old fishwives, squatted under arches, obscene old women, how deeply they laugh and shake and 

rollick, when they walk, from side to side, hum, hah! 

"That's an early Mozart, of course" 

"But the tune, like all his tunes, makes one despairI mean hope. What do I mean? That's the worst of music! I 

want to dance, laugh, eat pink cakes, yellow cakes, drink thin, sharp wine. Or an indecent story, nowI could 

relish that. The older one grows the more one likes indecency. Hah, hah! I'm laughing. What at? You said 

nothing, nor did the old gentleman opposite....But supposesupposeHush!" 

The melancholy river bears us on. When the moon comes through the trailing willow boughs, I see your face, 

I hear your voice and the bird singing as we pass the osier bed. What are you whispering? Sorrow, sorrow. 

Joy, joy. Woven together, like reeds in moonlight. Woven together, inextricably commingled, bound in pain 

and strewn in sorrowcrash! 

The boat sinks. Rising, the figures ascend, but now leaf thin, tapering to a dusky wraith, which, fiery tipped, 

draws its twofold passion from my heart. For me it sings, unseals my sorrow, thaws compassion, floods with 

love the sunless world, nor, ceasing, abates its tenderness but deftly, subtly, weaves in and out until in this 

pattern, this consummation, the cleft ones unify; soar, sob, sink to rest, sorrow and joy. 
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Why then grieve? Ask what? Remain unsatisfied? I say all's been settled; yes; laid to rest under a coverlet of 

rose leaves, falling. Falling. Ah, but they cease. One rose leaf, falling from an enormous height, like a little 

parachute dropped from an invisible balloon, turns, flutters waveringly. It won't reach us. 

"No, no. I noticed nothing. That's the worst of musicthese silly dreams. The second violin was late, you say?" 

"There's old Mrs. Munro, feeling her way outblinder each year, poor womanon this slippery floor." 

Eyeless old age, grey-headed Sphinx....There she stands on the pavement, beckoning, so sternly, the red 

omnibus. 

"How lovely! How well they play! Howhowhow!" 

The tongue is but a clapper. Simplicity itself. The feathers in the hat next me are bright and pleasing as a 

child's rattle. The leaf on the plane-tree flashes green through the chink in the curtain. Very strange, very 

exciting. 

"Howhowhow!" Hush! 

These are the lovers on the grass. 

"If, madam, you will take my hand" 

"Sir, I would trust you with my heart. Moreover, we have left our bodies in the banqueting hall. Those on the 

turf are the shadows of our souls." 

"Then these are the embraces of our souls." The lemons nod assent. The swan pushes from the bank and floats 

dreaming into midstream. 

"But to return. He followed me down the corridor, and, as we turned the corner, trod on the lace of my 

petticoat. What could I do but cry 'Ah!' and stop to finger it? At which he drew his sword, made passes as if 

he were stabbing something to death, and cried, 'Mad! Mad! Mad!' Whereupon I screamed, and the Prince, 

who was writing in the large vellum book in the oriel window, came out in his velvet skull-cap and furred 

slippers, snatched a rapier from the wallthe King of Spain's gift, you knowon which I escaped, flinging on this 

cloak to hide the ravages to my skirtto hide...But listen! The horns!" 

The gentleman replies so fast to the lady, and she runs up the scale with such witty exchange of compliment 

now culminating in a sob of passion, that the words are indistinguishable though the meaning is plain 

enoughlove, laughter, flight, pursuit, celestial blissall floated out on the gayest ripple of tender 

endearmentuntil the sound of the silver horns, at first far distant, gradually sounds more and more distinctly, 

as if seneschals were saluting the dawn or proclaiming ominously the escape of the lovers....The green garden, 

moonlit pool, lemons, lovers, and fish are all dissolved in the opal sky, across which, as the horns are joined 

by trumpets and supported by clarions there rise white arches firmly planted on marble pillars....Tramp and 

trumpeting. Clang and clangour. Firm establishment. Fast foundations. March of myriads. Confusion and 

chaos trod to earth. But this city to which we travel has neither stone nor marble; hangs enduring; stands 
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unshakable; nor does a face, nor does a flag greet or welcome. Leave then to perish your hope; droop in the 

desert my joy; naked advance. Bare are the pillars; auspicious to none; casting no shade; resplendent; severe. 

Back then I fall, eager no more, desiring only to go, find the street, mark the buildings, greet the applewoman, 

say to the maid who opens the door: A starry night. 

"Good night, good night. You go this way?" 

"Alas. I go that." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/virginia-woolf/short-story/the-string-quartet 
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Resurrected woolly mammoth genes illustrate genetic decline 

By Michael Irving 

 

Researchers have resurrected woolly mammoth genes from the last surviving population and tested their 

viability 

auntspray/Depositphotos 

Researchers have resurrected woolly mammoth genes in the lab. But this isn’t about bringing the extinct 

species back from the dead. These particular genes came from one of the last remaining mammoth 

populations, which are believed to have suffered genetic defects. The team was testing whether the genes 

functioned normally or not – and it turns out, they did not. 

In the Arctic Ocean north of Siberia lies Wrangel Island, which is believed to have been home to one of the 

last surviving populations of woolly mammoths. This last colony of about 300 animals survived until around 

4,000 years ago, but it wasn’t a comfortable existence. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/142656923/stock-photo-woolly-mammoth-clones.html
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A map showing the location of Wrangel Island – the location of the latest-surviving mammoth population 

Rebecca Farnham/University at Buffalo 

According to previous genomic studies, the Wrangel Island mammoths were suffering from a range of genetic 

defects as a result of a dwindling population and limited gene pool. These mutations were believed to be 

impacting their health in myriad ways, such as fertility and coat quality. But these predictions were largely 

theoretical. 

In the new study, the team put the idea to the test. First, they compared the DNA of a Wrangel Island 

mammoth to three Asian elephants and two older mammoths, from a time before the species was in genetic 

decline. This allowed the team to identify genes unique to the Wrangel Island mammoth. They then 

synthesized these altered genes in the lab, and inserted the DNA into cells in culture to see how well they 

interacted with other genes and molecules. 

It turns out that in these late mammoths, important genes were faulty, including those involved in fertility, 

neurological development, insulin signaling, and the sense of smell. 

https://newatlas.com/wooly-mammoth-genomic-meltdown/48235/
https://newatlas.com/biology/resurrected-woolly-mammoth-genes-genetic-decline/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593#gallery:2
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“We know how the genes responsible for our ability to detect scents work,” says Vincent Lynch, lead author 

of the study. “So we can resurrect the mammoth version, make cells in culture produce the mammoth gene, 

and then test whether the protein functions normally in cells. If it doesn’t – and it didn’t – we can infer that it 

probably means that Wrangel Island mammoths were unable to smell the flowers that they ate.” 

This confirms many of the predictions of previous studies. Not only does it help to fill in the sad story of the 

last mammoths on Earth, but it could hint at the kind of future that currently endangered species are facing. 

“The key innovation of our paper is that we actually resurrect Wrangel Island mammoth genes to test whether 

their mutations actually were damaging (most mutations don’t actually do anything),” says Lynch. “Beyond 

suggesting that the last mammoths were probably an unhealthy population, it’s a cautionary tale for living 

species threatened with extinction: If their populations stay small, they too may accumulate deleterious 

mutations that can contribute to their extinction.” 

The research was published in the journal Genome Biology and Evolution. 

Source: University at Buffalo 

We recommend 

42,000 Year Old Baby Mammoth Gets CT, MRI Scanned 

Editors, Medgadget, 2010 

Virtual Reality Helps Young Burn Patients 
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Justin Barad, Medgadget, 2009 
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Editors, Medgadget, 2005 

https://academic.oup.com/gbe/advance-article/doi/10.1093/gbe/evz279/5727767
http://www.buffalo.edu/news/releases/2020/02/002.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2010/02/42000_year_old_baby_mammoth_gets_ct_mri_scanned.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Medgadget__TrendMD_1
https://www.medgadget.com/2007/01/virtual_reality_pain.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Medgadget__TrendMD_0
https://www.medgadget.com/2006/01/you_like_campar.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2009/11/court_refuses_to_dismiss_gene_patent_challenge.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2011/08/gene-z-ipod-based-tablet-performs-genetic-analysis-on-micrornas.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2005/08/gene_chip_for_r.html
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Michael Irving 

Michael has always been fascinated by space, technology, dinosaurs, and the weirder mysteries the universe. 

With a Bachelor of Arts in Professional Writing and several years experience under his belt, he joined New 

Atlas as a staff writer in 2016. 

 

https://newatlas.com/biology/resurrected-woolly-mammoth-genes-genetic-

decline/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-

92970593 

  

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://newatlas.com/biology/resurrected-woolly-mammoth-genes-genetic-decline/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
https://newatlas.com/biology/resurrected-woolly-mammoth-genes-genetic-decline/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
https://newatlas.com/biology/resurrected-woolly-mammoth-genes-genetic-decline/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
https://newatlas.com/biology/resurrected-woolly-mammoth-genes-genetic-decline/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
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The Shortest Day: A Lyrical Illustrated Invitation to Presence with the Passage of Time, Our Ancient 

Relationship with the Sun, and the Cycles of Life 

A lovely homage to a universal human impulse radiating across time and space and cultures and civilizations. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“How we spend our days is, of course, how we spend our lives,” Annie Dillard wrote in her timely 

exhortation for presence over productivity. It may be an elemental feature of our condition that the more 

scarce something is, the more precious it becomes. Just as the shortness of life calls, in that Seneca way, for 

filling each year with breadths of experience, so the shortness of the day calls for the fulness of each hour, 

each moment. No day concentrates and consecrates its elementary particles of time more powerfully than the 

shortest day of the year. With our awareness pointed to its brevity by ancient rites and modern calendars alike, 

as we “rage, rage against the dying of the light,” something rapturous happens — a kind of portal into 

heightened presence opens up as every minute ticks with a supra-consciousness of its passage, pulsates with 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/06/07/annie-dillard-the-writing-life-1/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/06/07/annie-dillard-the-writing-life-1/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/09/01/seneca-on-the-shortness-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/24/dylan-thomas-do-not-go-gentle-into-that-good-night/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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an extra fulness of being, while at the same time attuning us to the cyclical seasonality of time, reminding us 

of the cycles of life and death. 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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That is what writer Susan Cooper and artist Carson Ellis celebrate in The Shortest Day (public library) — an 

illustrated resurrection of Cooper’s 1974 poem by the same title, originally composed for John Langstaff’s 

beloved Christmas Revel shows, which fuse medieval and modern music in grassroots theatrical productions 

across local communities. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/shortest-day/oclc/1083696383&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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Cooper’s buoyant verses and Ellis’s soulful, mirthful illustrations bring to life, across time and space and 

cultures and civilizations, the ardor with which our ancestors have welcomed the winter solstice since long 

before the astronomer Johannes Kepler coined the word orbit in an era when few dared believe that the Earth 

spins on its axis while revolving around the Sun. (It is a function of the tilt of Earth’s axis and the elliptical 

shape of its orbit — another radical contribution of Kepler’s, who debunked the millennia-old dogma of 

perfect circular motion — that when our planet’s axial tilt leans one pole as far away as it would go from our 

star, we are granted the shortest possible day and the longest possible night of the year.) 

 

https://twitter.com/brainpicker/status/1195340182075170817
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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So the shortest day came, and the year died, 

And everywhere down the centuries of the snow-white world 

Came people singing, dancing, 

To drive the dark away. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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They lighted candles in the winter trees; 

They hung their homes with evergreen; 

They burned beseeching fires all night long 

To keep the year alive. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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In an afterword reflecting on the universal human impulse to celebrate light — its departure and its return — 

Cooper writes: 

If you live on a planet that circles a sun, your time is governed by the patters of light and darkness, summer 

and winter, warmth and cold. And, of course, life and death. Once our forebears learned to farm, they planted 

and harvested at the equinoxes, but it was the solstices that caught their attention. The extremes. They 

watched their days shrink from the bright abundance of high summer to the bleak, dark cold of winter, and 

they invented rituals to make sure the light would come back again: to bring the new day, the new year, the 

rebirth of life. 

The rebirth rituals have become traditions we still celebrate, whether or not we remember where they came 

from. Some of them are so old that only their monuments remain. On the morning of the winter solstice at the 

great earthwork Newgrange, in County Meath, Ireland, the day’s first beam of sunlight shines in through a 

passage that Neolithic people built there five thousand years ago to catch it, and for seventeen minutes, a dark 

room deep within is filled with the sunshine of the shortest day. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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Complement The Shortest Day with the great nature writer Henry Beston on solstice, seasonality, and the 

human spirit and poet Jane Hirshfield’s lovely ode to the leap day, then revisit Ellis’s lyrical illustrated 

meditations on the cycle of life and the many meanings of home. 

Poem text © Susan Cooper; illustrations © Carson Ellis, courtesy of Candlewick Press; photographs by Maria 

Popova 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/03/the-shortest-day-ellis-

cooper/?mc_cid=721977c7cd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/20/henry-beston-northern-farm-solstice-seasons/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/06/20/henry-beston-northern-farm-solstice-seasons/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/29/february-29-jane-hirshfield/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/08/du-iz-tak-carson-ellis/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/09/carson-ellis-home/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/03/the-shortest-day-ellis-cooper/?mc_cid=721977c7cd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/03/the-shortest-day-ellis-cooper/?mc_cid=721977c7cd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0763686980/braipick-20
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There is No Specific Noun for a Parent Who Has Lost a Child 

Denise Riley on the Temporal Dislocation of Profound Loss 

VIA NEW YORK REVIEW BOOKS 

By Denise Riley 

 

I’ll not be writing about death, but about an altered condition of life. The experience that not only preoccupied 

but occupied me was of living in suddenly arrested time: that acute sensation of being cut off from any 

temporal flow that can grip you after the sudden death of your child. And a child, it seems, of any age.  

Because I’m considering a state that’s not rare, but for many is lived daily, I shan’t be having recourse to an 

exceptionalist diction of “trauma.” And whether this state might be considered to fall within the compass of 

“pathology” doesn’t greatly bother me here, although my inclination’s to avoid that judgement. Certainly 

someone could produce an account of this freezing of time as an act of dissociation, or a borderline psychotic 

effort to erect a shield against the death’s reality. 

Or someone else could produce neurological accounts of the brain flooded with its own—this time, 

biochemical—defenses. But I want to avoid offering my amateur speculations about existing theories. Instead, 

while hoping not to lapse into melodrama or self-regarding memoir, I’ll try to convey that extraordinary 

feeling of a-temporality.  

But how could such a striking condition ever be voiced? It runs wildly counter to everything that I’d thought 

we could safely assume about lived time. So this “arrested time” is also a question about what is describable; 

about the linguistic limits of what can be conveyed. I’m not keen on conceding to any such limits. Yet it 

https://www.nyrb.com/products/say-something-back?variant=14729060024372
https://lithub.com/author/deniseriley/
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seems that the possibilities for describing, and the kinds of temporality that you inhabit, may be intimately 

allied. For there do turn out to be “kinds,” in the plural.  

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

This stopping of time can, for those who find themselves plunged into it, be lived. It turns out, surprisingly, 

not to be necessary to live only inside a time that runs in a standard movement. You discover, on the contrary, 

that you can manage well enough inside your private non-time of pure stasis. That such an experience is not 

uncommon, I’m sure, as I’ve listened closely for several years to what bereaved parents say in meetings, in 

online discussions, or in private encounters—and this in two countries. 

Yet any published mention of this seemingly a-temporal life is rare. Before speculating about its absence, I 

want to insist that such a prolonged cessation of the flow of time is not contained by the well-worn 

metaphorical remark that “time stopped.” There’s nothing that feels either familiar or metaphorical in living 

out this condition in which time, perhaps for years on end, is arrested. The weak metaphor of “time stopped” 

would sap the force from a description of this new state. Once you’re plunged into it, the actual metaphoricity 

of our usual accounts of the passage of time is laid bare, for now you realize that the real espousal of 

figurative speech would be to maintain that time inevitably “flows.” 

Hard to put into words, yet absolutely lucid as you inhabit it daily, this sensation of having been lifted clean 

out of habitual time only becomes a trial if you attempt to make it intelligible to others who’ve not 

experienced it. The prospect of recounting it in a written form stayed, for me, both repugnant and implausible 

for well over two and a half years after the death. You can’t, it seems, take the slightest interest in the activity 

of writing unless you possess some feeling of futurity. 

The act of describing would involve some notion of the passage of time. Narrating would imply at least a hint 

of “and then” and “after that.” Any written or spoken sentence would naturally lean forward towards its 

development and conclusion, unlike my own paralyzed time. Why should you even dream of explaining how, 

after an unexpected death, you might find yourself living in this profoundly altered temporal state? The risks 

of trying are clear enough: you’d resemble the survivor of the 1960s who bores everyone with tales of his 

inexpressibly memorable acid trips—then, as if worse were needed, you’d top it off with the layer of 

unassailable pathos due to your status as the mother of a dead child.  

People’s intentions are good; a respect for the severity of what they suppose you’re enduring, and so a wish 

not to claim to grasp it. 

Nonetheless, however commonplace this condition of being “outside time,” when you’re first in it, it’s so 

quietly astonishing that you can’t do other than take a cool interest in how you might characterize it. This, for 

several reasons. Because to concede at the outset that it’s “indescribable” would only isolate you further, 

when coming so close to your child’s death is already quite solitary enough; because it’s scarcely rare, for 

immeasurably vast numbers have known, and will continue to know, this sense of being removed from time, 

and so your efforts might well be familiar to everyone else who’s also struggled to speak about this vivid 

state. Or perhaps it’s also a kind of vanity, my hope that describing it might ring true for others who are in the 

same boat.  

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 
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There’s no specific noun for a parent of a dead child; nothing like the terms for other losses such as “orphan” 

or “widower.” No single word exists, either, for an “adult child”—an awkward phrase which could suggest a 

large floppy-limbed doll. For such a historically common condition as outliving your own child, the 

vocabulary is curiously thin. The same phrases recur. For instance, many kindly onlookers will instinctively 

make use of this formula: “I can’t imagine what you are feeling.” 

There’s a paradox in this remark, for it’s an expression of sympathy, yet in the same breath it’s a disavowal of 

the possibility of empathy. Undoubtedly it’s very well meant, if (understandably) fear-filled. People’s 

intentions are good; a respect for the severity of what they suppose you’re enduring, and so a wish not to 

claim to grasp it. Still, I’d like them to try to imagine; it’s not so difficult. Even if it’s inevitable, or at any rate 

unsurprising, that those with dead children are regarded with concealed horror, they don’t need to be further 

shepherded into the inhuman remote realms of the “unimaginable.” 

So I want to try, however much against the odds, to convey only the one striking aspect: this curious sense of 

being pulled right outside of time, as if beached in a clear light.  

My own instincts here happen to run in favor of de-dramatizing; but to properly de-dramatize, first you’d 

need to admit this strangeness fully into the compass of the discussable. Perhaps there may be at least a half-

tellable ordinariness here. This demands witness. I’ll offer some of that, if hesitantly, as I’d rather have 

steered clear of all autobiography. 

A few of my notes are reproduced below, though they can walk around only the rim of this experience. At 

times they loop back on themselves, for one effect of living inside such a temporal suspension is that your 

reflections will crop up all over again but as if, on each occasion, they’re newly thought.  

What follows is what I set down at the time at infrequent intervals, in the order that I lived it. 

* 

Two weeks after the death:  

In these first days I see how rapidly the surface of the world, like a sheet of water that’s briefly agitated, will 

close again silently and smoothly over a death. His, everyone’s, mine. I see, as if I am myself dead. This 

perception makes me curiously lighthearted.  

You share in the death of your child, in that you approach it so closely that you sense that a part of you, too, 

has died that instant. At the same time, you feel that the spirit of the child has leaped into you. So you are both 

partly dead and yet more alive. You are cut down, and yet you burn with life.  

* 

One month after the death:  
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This so-called “work of grief” is turning out to be a shatteringly exhausting apprehension of the needed work 

of living. It demands to be fully lived, while the labor of living it is physically exhausting—like virulent 

jetlag, but surging up in waves.  

The notes and emails of condolence have stopped arriving and I’ve acknowledged each of them. Yet after all 

this ritual and effort, he still hasn’t come home. What more does he want? 

So intricate and singular a living thing can’t just vanish from the surface of life: that would run counter to all 

your accumulated experience. The day after his death, studiously wiping away what you realize are the last 

tangible traces: tiniest bits of his hair from the edge of the washbasin. This solid persistence of things. So 

then, the puzzle of what “animation” is; of exactly what it is that’s been crushed.  

At the death of your child, you see how the edge of the living world gives onto burning whiteness. 

This instant enlargement of human sympathy. It’s arrived in me at once. His death has put me in mind of 

those millions whose children were and are lost in natural disasters, starved, drowned, or systematically 

obliterated in wars; no wonder that bitterness and a loss of hope have filtered down the generations, with the 

resulting disengagement of those left alive. Millions disorientated, perhaps, by this quiet feeling of living, 

only just, on this near side of a cut between the living and the dead.  

At the death of your child, you see how the edge of the living world gives onto burning whiteness. This edge 

is clean as a strip of guillotined celluloid film. First came the intact negative full of blackened life in shaded 

patches, then abruptly, this milkiness. This candid whiteness, where a life stopped. Nothing “poetic,” not the 

white radiance of eternity—but sheer non-being, which is brilliantly plain. 

* 

Five months after:  

Apparently almost half a year has gone by since J disappeared, and it could be five minutes or half a century, I 

don’t know which. There is so very little movement. At first I had to lie down flat for an hour each afternoon, 

because of feeling crushed as if by a leaden sheet, but by now I don’t need to lie down. This slight physical 

change is my only intimation of time.  

Knowing and also not knowing that he’s dead. Or I “know” it, but privately I can’t feel it to be so. These fine 

gradations of admitting the brute facts of the case, while not feeling them; utterly different, though, from 

supposing that he’s still alive somewhere else in this world. This isn’t some ambiguity designed to blur the 

hard fact. Nor is it an imperfect anaesthetic.  

This knowing and not knowing is useful, for it allows the truthful richness of all those shades of 

acknowledging and dissenting. Half-realizing while half-doubting, assenting while demurring, conceding 

while finding it ludicrously implausible—so many distinctions, all of them nicely in play. To characterize 

such accurate nuances as my “denial” of his death would be off the mark. Yet who is policing my 

“acceptance” of it? 
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What a finely vigorous thing a life is; all its delicate complexity abruptly vanished. Almost comical. A 

slapstick fall.  

There’s no relation, simply, between your recall of the courageously optimistic dead and your knowledge of 

the fall of sudden blackness. But you struggle to hold both in mind at once. You try to slot together the 

snippets of evidence—coffin, ashes, silent house, nonreappearance of child—to become fully convinced by 

the deduction that you have conscientiously drawn.  

My head can’t piece together the facts of a coffin under its roses and lilies, then the sifting gunmetal-grey 

ashes, with this puzzling absence of the enthusiastic person who left home to work abroad for a few days but 

has still not walked back in the door.  

Not that I have delusions, as such. But a strong impression that I’ve been torn off, brittle as any dry autumn 

leaf, liable to be blown onto the tracks in the underground station, or to crumble as someone brushes by me in 

this public world where people rush about loudly, with their astonishing confidence. Each one of them a 

candidate for sudden death, and so helplessly vulnerable. If they do grasp that at any second their own lives 

might stop, they can’t hold on to that expectation. As I do now. Later everyone on the street seems to rattle 

together like dead leaves in heaps.   

Wandering around in an empty plain, as if an enormous drained landscape lying behind your eyes had turned 

itself outward. Or you find yourself camped on a threshold between inside and out. The slight contact of your 

senses with the outer world, your interior only thinly separated from it, like a membrane resonating on a verge 

between silence and noise. 

Immediately J vanished, I fell into a solidarity with other bereaved parents: an imagined solidarity, because at 

that stage I didn’t know any. 

If it were to tear through, there’s so little behind your skin that you would fall out towards the side of sheer 

exteriority. Far from taking refuge deeply inside yourself, there is no longer any inside, and you have become 

only outward. As a friend, who’d survived the suicide of the person closest to her, says: “I was my two eyes 

set burning in my skull. Behind them there was only vacancy.”  

I work to earth my heart.  

* 

Six months after:  

A summer has gone, a cold autumn is setting in, but I’ve no sense of my time as having any duration, or any 

future. Time now is a plateau. I only know whether an event came before or after the date of the death. If 

there was a death. I didn’t see the body. His body. Not that the sight always helps to anchor your belief in the 

fact. What a lumpish little word: “dead.” And “died” seems an increasingly silly verb. 

“Dead,” used of the lively J, strikes me as not only unlikely, but mistaken. A prematurely coarse verdict. Like 

John Donne’s phrase; “her death—which word wrongs her.” Instead I want to say “since he vanished.” That 
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seems far more accurate. It’s better conveyed in French or in Italian, where without any affectation you could 

call someone’s death “his disappearance,” or you might naturally say that “she has left us.”  

Immediately J vanished, I fell into a solidarity with other bereaved parents: an imagined solidarity, because at 

that stage I didn’t know any. I sought them out, online and in meetings and one-to-one, and I listen ardently to 

how they try to live on. So I can hear that everyone testifies to this wish once they’re in the safe company of 

others in the same boat: the hope for their own rapid death. 

Yet I can’t allow myself this comforting prospect, as I won’t abandon my surviving children. Any more than 

I’ll abandon the dead one. I never abandoned him in his life, and I’ve no intention of starting now, “just 

because he’s dead.” What kind of a reason would that be? I tried always to be there for him, solidly. And I 

shall continue to be. (The logic of this conviction: in order to “be there,” I too have died.)  

A vicarious death. If a sheet of blackness fell on him, it has fallen on me too. As if I also know that blankness 

after his loss of consciousness.   

This state is physically raw, and has nothing whatever to do with thinking sad thoughts or with “mourning.” It 

thuds into you. Inexorable carnal knowledge.  

The plainest simplest horror from which the mind flinches away: never to see that person again. The 

purely cognitive violence of it. Now you understand those ideas of the migration of spirits, or of 

reincarnation: to try to soften that blow. Or no, not to soften it—but to provide something for baffled 

cognition to grasp at.  

I’ve decided that this slow head of mine has to be left alone to not manage to make its impossible deduction. 

Meanwhile I’ll try to incorporate J’s best qualities of easy friendliness, warmth, and stoicism, and I shall carry 

him on in that way. Which is the only kind of resurrection of the dead that I know about.  

I am inching along. But not forward, or in any other decipherable direction. If it’s crabwise, then it’s without 

effective pincers. This deep tiredness, as if sharing his grave; although actually most of that dead boy was 

poured as fine charcoal powder straight into the sea.   

* 

Nine months after:  

Now it’s 39 weeks, the duration of a pregnancy, since he vanished. As if a pregnancy had by now been wound 

backwards past the point of conception and away into its pre-existence.  

What do the dead give us? A grip on the present instant in which we’re now relentlessly inserted. Not in a 

contemplative sense, but vigorously. A carnal sensation. If to be dead is to exist outside of earthly time, then 

this tough-minded energetic “living in the present” is also the life of the dead. My new ability to live in the 

present joins in that timelessness of being dead. Or the nearest I can get to it.  

__________________________________ 
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Excerpted from Time Lived, Without Its Flow. Used with the permission of the publisher, New York Review 

Books. Copyright © 2020 by Denise Riley. 
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A Journey 

by Edith Wharton 

 

A Journey was published in 1889, about a woman's mixed emotions as her husband's health declines rapidly 

on their train ride home. "Life had a grudge against her: she was never to be allowed to spread her wings." 

 

 

Northern Pacific Railroad car, 1893 

As she lay in her berth, staring at the shadows overhead, the rush of the wheels was in her brain, driving her 

deeper and deeper into circles of wakeful lucidity. The sleeping-car had sunk into its night-silence. Through 

the wet window-pane she watched the sudden lights, the long stretches of hurrying blackness. Now and then 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edith-wharton
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she turned her head and looked through the opening in the hangings at her husband's curtains across the 

aisle.... 

She wondered restlessly if he wanted anything and if she could hear him if he called. His voice had grown 

very weak within the last months and it irritated him when she did not hear. This irritability, this increasing 

childish petulance seemed to give expression to their imperceptible estrangement. Like two faces looking at 

one another through a sheet of glass they were close together, almost touching, but they could not hear or feel 

each other: the conductivity between them was broken. She, at least, had this sense of separation, and she 

fancied sometimes that she saw it reflected in the look with which he supplemented his failing words. 

Doubtless the fault was hers. She was too impenetrably healthy to be touched by the irrelevancies of disease. 

Her self-reproachful tenderness was tinged with the sense of his irrationality: she had a vague feeling that 

there was a purpose in his helpless tyrannies. The suddenness of the change had found her so unprepared. A 

year ago their pulses had beat to one robust measure; both had the same prodigal confidence in an exhaustless 

future. Now their energies no longer kept step: hers still bounded ahead of life, preempting unclaimed regions 

of hope and activity, while his lagged behind, vainly struggling to overtake her. 

When they married, she had such arrears of living to make up: her days had been as bare as the whitewashed 

school-room where she forced innutritious facts upon reluctant children. His coming had broken in on the 

slumber of circumstance, widening the present till it became the encloser of remotest chances. But 

imperceptibly the horizon narrowed. Life had a grudge against her: she was never to be allowed to spread her 

wings. 

At first the doctors had said that six weeks of mild air would set him right; but when he came back this 

assurance was explained as having of course included a winter in a dry climate. They gave up their pretty 

house, storing the wedding presents and new furniture, and went to Colorado. She had hated it there from the 

first. Nobody knew her or cared about her; there was no one to wonder at the good match she had made, or to 

envy her the new dresses and the visiting-cards which were still a surprise to her. And he kept growing worse. 

She felt herself beset with difficulties too evasive to be fought by so direct a temperament. She still loved him, 

of course; but he was gradually, undefinably ceasing to be himself. The man she had married had been strong, 

active, gently masterful: the male whose pleasure it is to clear a way through the material obstructions of life; 

but now it was she who was the protector, he who must be shielded from importunities and given his drops or 

his beef-juice though the skies were falling. The routine of the sick-room bewildered her; this punctual 

administering of medicine seemed as idle as some uncomprehended religious mummery. 

There were moments, indeed, when warm gushes of pity swept away her instinctive resentment of his 

condition, when she still found his old self in his eyes as they groped for each other through the dense 

medium of his weakness. But these moments had grown rare. Sometimes he frightened her: his sunken 

expressionless face seemed that of a stranger; his voice was weak and hoarse; his thin-lipped smile a mere 

muscular contraction. Her hand avoided his damp soft skin, which had lost the familiar roughness of health: 

she caught herself furtively watching him as she might have watched a strange animal. It frightened her to feel 

that this was the man she loved; there were hours when to tell him what she suffered seemed the one escape 

from her fears. But in general she judged herself more leniently, reflecting that she had perhaps been too long 

alone with him, and that she would feel differently when they were at home again, surrounded by her robust 

and buoyant family. How she had rejoiced when the doctors at last gave their consent to his going home! She 

knew, of course, what the decision meant; they both knew. It meant that he was to die; but they dressed the 

truth in hopeful euphuisms, and at times, in the joy of preparation, she really forgot the purpose of their 

journey, and slipped into an eager allusion to next year's plans. 
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At last the day of leaving came. She had a dreadful fear that they would never get away; that somehow at the 

last moment he would fail her; that the doctors held one of their accustomed treacheries in reserve; but 

nothing happened. They drove to the station, he was installed in a seat with a rug over his knees and a cushion 

at his back, and she hung out of the window waving unregretful farewells to the acquaintances she had really 

never liked till then. 

The first twenty-four hours had passed off well. He revived a little and it amused him to look out of the 

window and to observe the humours of the car. The second day he began to grow weary and to chafe under 

the dispassionate stare of the freckled child with the lump of chewing-gum. She had to explain to the child's 

mother that her husband was too ill to be disturbed: a statement received by that lady with a resentment 

visibly supported by the maternal sentiment of the whole car.... 

That night he slept badly and the next morning his temperature frightened her: she was sure he was growing 

worse. The day passed slowly, punctuated by the small irritations of travel. Watching his tired face, she traced 

in its contractions every rattle and jolt of the tram, till her own body vibrated with sympathetic fatigue. She 

felt the others observing him too, and hovered restlessly between him and the line of interrogative eyes. The 

freckled child hung about him like a fly; offers of candy and picture- books failed to dislodge her: she twisted 

one leg around the other and watched him imperturbably. The porter, as he passed, lingered with vague 

proffers of help, probably inspired by philanthropic passengers swelling with the sense that "something ought 

to be done;" and one nervous man in a skull-cap was audibly concerned as to the possible effect on his wife's 

health. 

The hours dragged on in a dreary inoccupation. Towards dusk she sat down beside him and he laid his hand 

on hers. The touch startled her. He seemed to be calling her from far off. She looked at him helplessly and his 

smile went through her like a physical pang. 

"Are you very tired?" she asked. 

"No, not very." 

"We'll be there soon now." 

"Yes, very soon." 

"This time to-morrow--" 

He nodded and they sat silent. When she had put him to bed and crawled into her own berth she tried to cheer 

herself with the thought that in less than twenty-four hours they would be in New York. Her people would all 

be at the station to meet her--she pictured their round unanxious faces pressing through the crowd. She only 

hoped they would not tell him too loudly that he was looking splendidly and would be all right in no time: the 

subtler sympathies developed by long contact with suffering were making her aware of a certain coarseness of 

texture in the family sensibilities. 

Suddenly she thought she heard him call. She parted the curtains and listened. No, it was only a man snoring 

at the other end of the car. His snores had a greasy sound, as though they passed through tallow. She lay down 

and tried to sleep... Had she not heard him move? She started up trembling... The silence frightened her more 
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than any sound. He might not be able to make her hear--he might be calling her now... What made her think 

of such things? It was merely the familiar tendency of an over-tired mind to fasten itself on the most 

intolerable chance within the range of its forebodings.... Putting her head out, she listened; but she could not 

distinguish his breathing from that of the other pairs of lungs about her. She longed to get up and look at him, 

but she knew the impulse was a mere vent for her restlessness, and the fear of disturbing him restrained her.... 

The regular movement of his curtain reassured her, she knew not why; she remembered that he had wished 

her a cheerful good-night; and the sheer inability to endure her fears a moment longer made her put them from 

her with an effort of her whole sound tired body. She turned on her side and slept. 

She sat up stiffly, staring out at the dawn. The train was rushing through a region of bare hillocks huddled 

against a lifeless sky. It looked like the first day of creation. The air of the car was close, and she pushed up 

her window to let in the keen wind. Then she looked at her watch: it was seven o'clock, and soon the people 

about her would be stirring. She slipped into her clothes, smoothed her dishevelled hair and crept to the 

dressing-room. When she had washed her face and adjusted her dress she felt more hopeful. It was always a 

struggle for her not to be cheerful in the morning. Her cheeks burned deliciously under the coarse towel and 

the wet hair about her temples broke into strong upward tendrils. Every inch of her was full of life and 

elasticity. And in ten hours they would be at home! 

She stepped to her husband's berth: it was time for him to take his early glass of milk. The window-shade was 

down, and in the dusk of the curtained enclosure she could just see that he lay sideways, with his face away 

from her. She leaned over him and drew up the shade. As she did so she touched one of his hands. It felt 

cold.... 

She bent closer, laying her hand on his arm and calling him by name. He did not move. She spoke again more 

loudly; she grasped his shoulder and gently shook it. He lay motionless. She caught hold of his hand again: it 

slipped from her limply, like a dead thing. A dead thing? ... Her breath caught. She must see his face. She 

leaned forward, and hurriedly, shrinkingly, with a sickening reluctance of the flesh, laid her hands on his 

shoulders and turned him over. His head fell back; his face looked small and smooth; he gazed at her with 

steady eyes. 

She remained motionless for a long time, holding him thus; and they looked at each other. Suddenly she 

shrank back: the longing to scream, to call out, to fly from him, had almost overpowered her. But a strong 

hand arrested her. Good God! If it were known that he was dead they would be put off the train at the next 

station-- 

In a terrifying flash of remembrance there arose before her a scene she had once witnessed in travelling, when 

a husband and wife, whose child had died in the train, had been thrust out at some chance station. She saw 

them standing on the platform with the child's body between them; she had never forgotten the dazed look 

with which they followed the receding train. And this was what would happen to her. Within the next hour 

she might find herself on the platform of some strange station, alone with her husband's body.... Anything but 

that! It was too horrible--She quivered like a creature at bay. 

As she cowered there, she felt the train moving more slowly. It was coming then--they were approaching a 

station! She saw again the husband and wife standing on the lonely platform; and with a violent gesture she 

drew down the shade to hide her husband's face. 
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Feeling dizzy, she sank down on the edge of the berth, keeping away from his outstretched body, and pulling 

the curtains close, so that he and she were shut into a kind of sepulchral twilight. She tried to think. At all 

costs she must conceal the fact that he was dead. But how? Her mind refused to act: she could not plan, 

combine. She could think of no way but to sit there, clutching the curtains, all day long.... 

She heard the porter making up her bed; people were beginning to move about the car; the dressing-room 

door was being opened and shut. She tried to rouse herself. At length with a supreme effort she rose to her 

feet, stepping into the aisle of the car and drawing the curtains tight behind her. She noticed that they still 

parted slightly with the motion of the car, and finding a pin in her dress she fastened them together. Now she 

was safe. She looked round and saw the porter. She fancied he was watching her. 

"Ain't he awake yet?" he enquired. 

"No," she faltered. 

"I got his milk all ready when he wants it. You know you told me to have it for him by seven." 

She nodded silently and crept into her seat. 

At half-past eight the train reached Buffalo. By this time the other passengers were dressed and the berths had 

been folded back for the day. The porter, moving to and fro under his burden of sheets and pillows, glanced at 

her as he passed. At length he said: "Ain't he going to get up? You know we're ordered to make up the berths 

as early as we can." 

She turned cold with fear. They were just entering the station. 

"Oh, not yet," she stammered. "Not till he's had his milk. Won't you get it, please?" 

"All right. Soon as we start again." 

When the train moved on he reappeared with the milk. She took it from him and sat vaguely looking at it: her 

brain moved slowly from one idea to another, as though they were stepping-stones set far apart across a 

whirling flood. At length she became aware that the porter still hovered expectantly. 

"Will I give it to him?" he suggested. 

"Oh, no," she cried, rising. "He--he's asleep yet, I think--" 

She waited till the porter had passed on; then she unpinned the curtains and slipped behind them. In the semi-

obscurity her husband's face stared up at her like a marble mask with agate eyes. The eyes were dreadful. She 

put out her hand and drew down the lids. Then she remembered the glass of milk in her other hand: what was 

she to do with it? She thought of raising the window and throwing it out; but to do so she would have to lean 

across his body and bring her face close to his. She decided to drink the milk. 

She returned to her seat with the empty glass and after a while the porter came back to get it. 
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"When'll I fold up his bed?" he asked. 

"Oh, not now--not yet; he's ill--he's very ill. Can't you let him stay as he is? The doctor wants him to lie down 

as much as possible." 

He scratched his head. "Well, if he's _really_ sick--" 

He took the empty glass and walked away, explaining to the passengers that the party behind the curtains was 

too sick to get up just yet. 

She found herself the centre of sympathetic eyes. A motherly woman with an intimate smile sat down beside 

her. 

"I'm real sorry to hear your husband's sick. I've had a remarkable amount of sickness in my family and maybe 

I could assist you. Can I take a look at him?" 

"Oh, no--no, please! He mustn't be disturbed." 

The lady accepted the rebuff indulgently. 

"Well, it's just as you say, of course, but you don't look to me as if you'd had much experience in sickness and 

I'd have been glad to assist you. What do you generally do when your husband's taken this way?" 

"I--I let him sleep." 

"Too much sleep ain't any too healthful either. Don't you give him any medicine?" 

"Y--yes." 

"Don't you wake him to take it?" 

"Yes." 

"When does he take the next dose?" 

"Not for--two hours--" 

The lady looked disappointed. "Well, if I was you I'd try giving it oftener. That's what I do with my folks." 

After that many faces seemed to press upon her. The passengers were on their way to the dining-car, and she 

was conscious that as they passed down the aisle they glanced curiously at the closed curtains. One lantern- 

jawed man with prominent eyes stood still and tried to shoot his projecting glance through the division 

between the folds. The freckled child, returning from breakfast, waylaid the passers with a buttery clutch, 

saying in a loud whisper, "He's sick;" and once the conductor came by, asking for tickets. She shrank into her 
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corner and looked out of the window at the flying trees and houses, meaningless hieroglyphs of an endlessly 

unrolled papyrus. 

Now and then the train stopped, and the newcomers on entering the car stared in turn at the closed curtains. 

More and more people seemed to pass--their faces began to blend fantastically with the images surging in her 

brain.... 

Later in the day a fat man detached himself from the mist of faces. He had a creased stomach and soft pale 

lips. As he pressed himself into the seat facing her she noticed that he was dressed in black broadcloth, with a 

soiled white tie. 

"Husband's pretty bad this morning, is he?" 

"Yes." 

"Dear, dear! Now that's terribly distressing, ain't it?" An apostolic smile revealed his gold-filled teeth. 

"Of course you know there's no sech thing as sickness. Ain't that a lovely thought? Death itself is but a 

deloosion of our grosser senses. On'y lay yourself open to the influx of the sperrit, submit yourself passively 

to the action of the divine force, and disease and dissolution will cease to exist for you. If you could indooce 

your husband to read this little pamphlet--" 

The faces about her again grew indistinct. She had a vague recollection of hearing the motherly lady and the 

parent of the freckled child ardently disputing the relative advantages of trying several medicines at once, or 

of taking each in turn; the motherly lady maintaining that the competitive system saved time; the other 

objecting that you couldn't tell which remedy had effected the cure; their voices went on and on, like bell-

buoys droning through a fog.... The porter came up now and then with questions that she did not understand, 

but that somehow she must have answered since he went away again without repeating them; every two hours 

the motherly lady reminded her that her husband ought to have his drops; people left the car and others 

replaced them... 

Her head was spinning and she tried to steady herself by clutching at her thoughts as they swept by, but they 

slipped away from her like bushes on the side of a sheer precipice down which she seemed to be falling. 

Suddenly her mind grew clear again and she found herself vividly picturing what would happen when the 

train reached New York. She shuddered as it occurred to her that he would be quite cold and that some one 

might perceive he had been dead since morning. 

She thought hurriedly:--"If they see I am not surprised they will suspect something. They will ask questions, 

and if I tell them the truth they won't believe me--no one would believe me! It will be terrible"--and she kept 

repeating to herself:--"I must pretend I don't know. I must pretend I don't know. When they open the curtains I 

must go up to him quite naturally--and then I must scream." ... She had an idea that the scream would be very 

hard to do. 

Gradually new thoughts crowded upon her, vivid and urgent: she tried to separate and restrain them, but they 

beset her clamorously, like her school-children at the end of a hot day, when she was too tired to silence them. 
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Her head grew confused, and she felt a sick fear of forgetting her part, of betraying herself by some 

unguarded word or look. 

"I must pretend I don't know," she went on murmuring. The words had lost their significance, but she repeated 

them mechanically, as though they had been a magic formula, until suddenly she heard herself saying: "I can't 

remember, I can't remember!" 

Her voice sounded very loud, and she looked about her in terror; but no one seemed to notice that she had 

spoken. 

As she glanced down the car her eye caught the curtains of her husband's berth, and she began to examine the 

monotonous arabesques woven through their heavy folds. The pattern was intricate and difficult to trace; she 

gazed fixedly at the curtains and as she did so the thick stuff grew transparent and through it she saw her 

husband's face--his dead face. She struggled to avert her look, but her eyes refused to move and her head 

seemed to be held in a vice. At last, with an effort that left her weak and shaking, she turned away; but it was 

of no use; close in front of her, small and smooth, was her husband's face. It seemed to be suspended in the air 

between her and the false braids of the woman who sat in front of her. With an uncontrollable gesture she 

stretched out her hand to push the face away, and suddenly she felt the touch of his smooth skin. She 

repressed a cry and half started from her seat. The woman with the false braids looked around, and feeling 

that she must justify her movement in some way she rose and lifted her travelling-bag from the opposite seat. 

She unlocked the bag and looked into it; but the first object her hand met was a small flask of her husband's, 

thrust there at the last moment, in the haste of departure. She locked the bag and closed her eyes ... his face 

was there again, hanging between her eye-balls and lids like a waxen mask against a red curtain.... 

She roused herself with a shiver. Had she fainted or slept? Hours seemed to have elapsed; but it was still 

broad day, and the people about her were sitting in the same attitudes as before. 

A sudden sense of hunger made her aware that she had eaten nothing since morning. The thought of food 

filled her with disgust, but she dreaded a return of faintness, and remembering that she had some biscuits in 

her bag she took one out and ate it. The dry crumbs choked her, and she hastily swallowed a little brandy from 

her husband's flask. The burning sensation in her throat acted as a counter-irritant, momentarily relieving the 

dull ache of her nerves. Then she felt a gently-stealing warmth, as though a soft air fanned her, and the 

swarming fears relaxed their clutch, receding through the stillness that enclosed her, a stillness soothing as the 

spacious quietude of a summer day. She slept. 

Through her sleep she felt the impetuous rush of the train. It seemed to be life itself that was sweeping her on 

with headlong inexorable force-- sweeping her into darkness and terror, and the awe of unknown days.--Now 

all at once everything was still--not a sound, not a pulsation... She was dead in her turn, and lay beside him 

with smooth upstaring face. How quiet it was!--and yet she heard feet coming, the feet of the men who were 

to carry them away... She could feel too--she felt a sudden prolonged vibration, a series of hard shocks, and 

then another plunge into darkness: the darkness of death this time--a black whirlwind on which they were 

both spinning like leaves, in wild uncoiling spirals, with millions and millions of the dead.... 

* * * 
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She sprang up in terror. Her sleep must have lasted a long time, for the winter day had paled and the lights 

had been lit. The car was in confusion, and as she regained her self-possession she saw that the passengers 

were gathering up their wraps and bags. The woman with the false braids had brought from the dressing-room 

a sickly ivy-plant in a bottle, and the Christian Scientist was reversing his cuffs. The porter passed down the 

aisle with his impartial brush. An impersonal figure with a gold-banded cap asked for her husband's ticket. A 

voice shouted "Baig- gage express!" and she heard the clicking of metal as the passengers handed over their 

checks. 

Presently her window was blocked by an expanse of sooty wall, and the train passed into the Harlem tunnel. 

The journey was over; in a few minutes she would see her family pushing their joyous way through the throng 

at the station. Her heart dilated. The worst terror was past.... 

"We'd better get him up now, hadn't we?" asked the porter, touching her arm. 

He had her husband's hat in his hand and was meditatively revolving it under his brush. 

She looked at the hat and tried to speak; but suddenly the car grew dark. She flung up her arms, struggling to 

catch at something, and fell face downward, striking her head against the dead man's berth. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edith-wharton/short-story/a-journey 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/edith-wharton/short-story/a-journey
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Problem protein could be new drug target for preventing heart attacks 

By Michael Irving 

 

Researchers have discovered a protein that could be targeted to prevent plaque buildup in arteries 

sciencepics/Depositphotos 

Atherosclerosis is a disease where fatty plaques build up in the arteries, increasing a person’s risk of suffering 

a heart attack or stroke. But now, researchers at Oxford University have found a protein that appears to trigger 

this cascade of events, and drugs that target it could lead to new prevention methods for these deadly 

buildups. 

In many people – but particularly those who smoke or eat high-fat diets – arteries tend to become damaged 

over time. Areas where the arteries bend or branch off are more vulnerable to chronic inflammation, which 

affects blood flow and triggers plaques to build up at that site. That in turn limits blood flow further, 

eventually contributing to heart attacks and strokes. 

Scientists don’t yet know how all the pieces fit together in this process, but it seems that certain molecules act 

as “mechanosensors.” Basically, that means they detect disturbances in blood flow caused by arterial damage. 

Now, a team of Oxford researchers has found that a mechanosensing protein called Plexin D1 seems to be 

implicated quite heavily in the formation of plaques. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/112248928/stock-photo-coronary-artery-plaque.html
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“We used very tiny magnetic ‘tweezers’ to pull on the Plexin D1 protein, and we found that it responded to 

the pulling force by releasing signals that start a domino effect, ultimately resulting in plaque that can go on to 

cause a heart attack,” says Ellie Tzima, lead researcher on the study. 

The team tested the protein’s role in mice, and found that it can fold itself into two main shapes – a closed 

ring or an open “chair-like” shape. And importantly, this changed its effects. Only the chair-shaped proteins 

responded to the tweezers, while the ring-shaped ones ignored it. 

The researchers engineered cells that only had the ring-shaped Plexin D1, and sure enough, they didn’t 

respond to the blood flow disturbances and as such, didn’t trigger the processes that lead to plaque buildup. 

Going a step further, the team engineered mice to only have ring-shaped Plexin D1, and their arteries 

accumulated much less plaque, even when fed a high-fat diet. 

The discovery of this protein and mechanism isn’t directly applicable to humans yet, but the team says that it 

uncovers an important new target for developing drugs that could one day prevent atherosclerosis. 

“We’re now screening drug libraries to try a drug that blocks only the chair-shaped Plexin D1, so that we can 

block plaques before they even start,” says Tzima. 

The research was published in the journal Nature. 

Source: Oxford University 
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Nanoparticles Loaded with siRNA Show Cancer Promise 

Editors, Medgadget, 2006 
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Michael Irving 

Michael has always been fascinated by space, technology, dinosaurs, and the weirder mysteries the universe. 

With a Bachelor of Arts in Professional Writing and several years experience under his belt, he joined New 

Atlas as a staff writer in 2016. 

Anne Ominous FEBRUARY 9, 2020 09:10 PM 

According to recent studies, "high-fat diets" are not actually linked to atherosclerosis. Rather, it is the type of 

fat that is the culprit. The high-fat-diet-to-atherosclerosis link was actually rebutted decades ago, shortly after 

the initial study claiming a link. But the medical community chose to accept the one paper, ignoring other 

papers and the plethora of contrary evidence. 

 

https://newatlas.com/medical/protein-drug-target-preventing-heart-

attacks/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-
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Margaret Atwood on Marriage 

“Marriage is not a house or even a tent…” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“I hold this to be the highest task of a bond between two people: that each should stand guard over the 

solitude of the other,” Rilke wrote in his meditation on freedom, togetherness, and the secret to a good 

marriage. But how do two people protect this sacred necessity of the bond from the daily proximity of 

cohabitation, which now presses their closely neighboring solitudes into inevitable frictions, now pushes them 

apart into neighboring lonelinesses? 

That is what Margaret Atwood explores in a short, stunning poem originally published in her 1970 

collection Procedures for Underground, later included in her altogether wondrous Selected Poems: 1965–

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/09/03/rilke-love-marriage/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/09/03/rilke-love-marriage/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0395404223/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0395404223/braipick-20
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1975 (public library), and read here by musician, poetry-lover, and my dear friend Amanda Palmer to the 

serendipitous sound of church bells in the winter-quieted streets of Portugal. 

HABITATION 

by Margaret Atwood 

Marriage is not 

a house or even a tent 

it is before that, and colder: 

the edge of the forest, the edge 

of the desert 

                the unpainted stairs 

at the back where we squat 

outside, eating popcorn 

the edge of the receding glacier 

where painfully and with wonder 

at having survived even 

this far 

we are learning to make fire 

Complement with Anna Dostoyevskaya on the secret to a happy marriage and Virginia Woolf on what makes 

love last, then revisit other soulful and stirring readings by Amanda (who supports her music and life-poetry, 

like I do my writing and life-poetry, via donations): “When I Am Among the Trees” by Mary 

Oliver, “Questionnaire” by Wendell Berry, “The Mushroom Hunters” by Neil Gaiman, “The Hubble 

Photographs” by Adrienne Rich, “Having It Out With Melancholy” by Jane Kenyon, “Humanity i love 

you” by E.E. Cummings, and “Possibilities” by Wisława Szymborska. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/09/margaret-atwood-habitation-

marriage/?mc_cid=721977c7cd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 
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The Story of the Year 

by Hans Christian Andersen 

 

Carlos 

Delgado, White Stork, Madrid, Spain 

IT was near the end of January, and a terrible fall of snow was pelting down, and whirling through the streets 

and lanes; the windows were plastered with snow on the outside, snow fell in masses from the roofs. Every 

one seemed in a great hurry; they ran, they flew, fell into each other’s arms, holding fast for a moment as long 

as they could stand safely. Coaches and horses looked as if they had been frosted with sugar. The footmen 

stood with their backs against the carriages, so as to turn their faces from the wind. The foot passengers kept 

within the shelter of the carriages, which could only move slowly on in the deep snow. At last the storm 

abated, and a narrow path was swept clean in front of the houses; when two persons met in this path they 

stood still, for neither liked to take the first step on one side into the deep snow to let the other pass him. 

There they stood silent and motionless, till at last, as if by tacit consent, they each sacrificed a leg and buried 

it in the deep snow. Towards evening, the weather became calm. The sky, cleared from the snow, looked 

more lofty and transparent, while the stars shone with new brightness and purity. The frozen snow crackled 

under foot, and was quite firm enough to bear the sparrows, who hopped upon it in the morning dawn. They 

searched for food in the path which had been swept, but there was very little for them, and they were terribly 

cold. “Tweet, tweet,” said one to another; “they call this a new year, but I think it is worse than the last. We 

might just as well have kept the old year; I’m quite unhappy, and I have a right to be so.” 

https://americanliterature.com/author/hans-christian-andersen
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“Yes, you have; and yet the people ran about and fired off guns, to usher in the new year,” said a little 

shivering sparrow. “They threw things against the doors, and were quite beside themselves with joy, because 

the old year had disappeared. I was glad too, for I expected we should have some warm days, but my hopes 

have come to nothing. It freezes harder than ever; I think mankind have made a mistake in reckoning time.” 

“That they have,” said a third, an old sparrow with a white poll; “they have something they call a calendar; 

it’s an invention of their own, and everything must be arranged according to it, but it won’t do. When spring 

comes, then the year begins. It is the voice of nature, and I reckon by that.” 

“But when will spring come?” asked the others. 

“It will come when the stork returns, but he is very uncertain, and here in the town no one knows anything 

about it. In the country they have more knowledge; shall we fly away there and wait? we shall be nearer to 

spring then, certainly.” 

“That may be all very well,” said another sparrow, who had been hopping about for a long time, chirping, but 

not saying anything of consequence, “but I have found a few comforts here in town which, I’m afraid, I 

should miss out in the country. Here in this neighborhood, there lives a family of people who have been so 

sensible as to place three or four flower-pots against the wall in the court-yard, so that the openings are all 

turned inward, and the bottom of each points outward. In the latter a hole has been cut large enough for me to 

fly in and out. I and my husband have built a nest in one of these pots, and all our young ones, who have now 

flown away, were brought up there. The people who live there of course made the whole arrangement that 

they might have the pleasure of seeing us, or they would not have done it. It pleased them also to strew bread-

crumbs for us, and so we have food, and may consider ourselves provided for. So I think my husband and I 

will stay where we are; although we are not very happy, but we shall stay.” 

“And we will fly into the country,” said the others, “to see if spring is coming.” And away they flew. 

In the country it was really winter, a few degrees colder than in the town. The sharp winds blew over the 

snow-covered fields. The farmer, wrapped in warm clothing, sat in his sleigh, and beat his arms across his 

chest to keep off the cold. The whip lay on his lap. The horses ran till they smoked. The snow crackled, the 

sparrows hopped about in the wheel-ruts, and shivered, crying, “Tweet, tweet; when will spring come? It is 

very long in coming.” 

“Very long indeed,” sounded over the field, from the nearest snow-covered hill. It might have been the echo 

which people heard, or perhaps the words of that wonderful old man, who sat high on a heap of snow, 

regardless of wind or weather. He was all in white; he had on a peasant’s coarse white coat of frieze. He had 

long white hair, a pale face, and large clear blue eyes. “Who is that old man?” asked the sparrows. 

“I know who he is,” said an old raven, who sat on the fence, and was condescending enough to acknowledge 

that we are all equal in the sight of Heaven, even as little birds, and therefore he talked with the sparrows, and 

gave them the information they wanted. “I know who the old man is,” he said. “It is Winter, the old man of 

last year; he is not dead yet, as the calendar says, but acts as guardian to little Prince Spring who is coming. 

Winter rules here still. Ugh! the cold makes you shiver, little ones, does it not?” 
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“There! Did I not tell you so?” said the smallest of the sparrows. “The calendar is only an invention of man, 

and is not arranged according to nature. They should leave these things to us; we are created so much more 

clever than they are.” 

One week passed, and then another. The forest looked dark, the hard-frozen lake lay like a sheet of lead. The 

mountains had disappeared, for over the land hung damp, icy mists. Large black crows flew about in silence; 

it was as if nature slept. At length a sunbeam glided over the lake, and it shone like burnished silver. But the 

snow on the fields and the hills did not glitter as before. The white form of Winter sat there still, with his un-

wandering gaze fixed on the south. He did not perceive that the snowy carpet seemed to sink as it were into 

the earth; that here and there a little green patch of grass appeared, and that these patches were covered with 

sparrows. 

“Tee-wit, tee-wit; is spring coming at last?” 

Spring! How the cry resounded over field and meadow, and through the dark-brown woods, where the fresh 

green moss still gleamed on the trunks of the trees, and from the south came the two first storks flying through 

the air, and on the back of each sat a lovely little child, a boy and a girl. They greeted the earth with a kiss, 

and wherever they placed their feet white flowers sprung up from beneath the snow. Hand in hand they 

approached the old ice-man, Winter, embraced him and clung to his breast; and as they did so, in a moment 

all three were enveloped in a thick, damp mist, dark and heavy, that closed over them like a veil. The wind 

arose with mighty rustling tone, and cleared away the mist. Then the sun shone out warmly. Winter had 

vanished away, and the beautiful children of Spring sat on the throne of the year. 

“This is really a new year,” cried all the sparrows, “now we shall get our rights, and have some return for 

what we suffered in winter.” 

Wherever the two children wandered, green buds burst forth on bush and tree, the grass grew higher, and the 

corn-fields became lovely in delicate green. 

The little maiden strewed flowers in her path. She held her apron before her: it was full of flowers; it was as if 

they sprung into life there, for the more she scattered around her, the more flowers did her apron contain. 

Eagerly she showered snowy blossoms over apple and peach-trees, so that they stood in full beauty before 

even their green leaves had burst from the bud. Then the boy and the girl clapped their hands, and troops of 

birds came flying by, no one knew from whence, and they all twittered and chirped, singing “Spring has 

come!” How beautiful everything was! Many an old dame came forth from her door into the sunshine, and 

shuffled about with great delight, glancing at the golden flowers which glittered everywhere in the fields, as 

they used to do in her young days. The world grew young again to her, as she said, “It is a blessed time out 

here to-day.” The forest already wore its dress of dark-green buds. The thyme blossomed in fresh fragrance. 

Primroses and anemones sprung forth, and violets bloomed in the shade, while every blade of grass was full 

of strength and sap. Who could resist sitting down on such a beautiful carpet? and then the young children of 

Spring seated themselves, holding each other’s hands, and sang, and laughed, and grew. A gentle rain fell 

upon them from the sky, but they did not notice it, for the rain-drops were their own tears of joy. They kissed 

each other, and were betrothed; and in the same moment the buds of the trees unfolded, and when the sun 

rose, the forest was green. Hand in hand the two wandered beneath the fresh pendant canopy of foliage, while 

the sun’s rays gleamed through the opening of the shade, in changing and varied colors. The delicate young 

leaves filled the air with refreshing odor. Merrily rippled the clear brooks and rivulets between the green, 

velvety rushes, and over the many-colored pebbles beneath. All nature spoke of abundance and plenty. The 
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cuckoo sang, and the lark carolled, for it was now beautiful spring. The careful willows had, however, 

covered their blossoms with woolly gloves; and this carefulness is rather tedious. Days and weeks went by, 

and the heat increased. Warm air waved the corn as it grew golden in the sun. The white northern lily spread 

its large green leaves over the glossy mirror of the woodland lake, and the fishes sought the shadows beneath 

them. In a sheltered part of the wood, the sun shone upon the walls of a farm-house, brightening the blooming 

roses, and ripening the black juicy berries, which hung on the loaded cherry-trees, with his hot beams. Here 

sat the lovely wife of Summer, the same whom we have seen as a child and a bride; her eyes were fixed on 

dark gathering clouds, which in wavy outlines of black and indigo were piling themselves up like mountains, 

higher and higher. They came from every side, always increasing like a rising, rolling sea. Then they swooped 

towards the forest, where every sound had been silenced as if by magic, every breath hushed, every bird mute. 

All nature stood still in grave suspense. But in the lanes and the highways, passengers on foot or in carriages 

were hurrying to find a place of shelter. Then came a flash of light, as if the sun had rushed forth from the 

sky, flaming, burning, all-devouring, and darkness returned amid a rolling crash of thunder. The rain poured 

down in streams,—now there was darkness, then blinding light,—now thrilling silence, then deafening din. 

The young brown reeds on the moor waved to and fro in feathery billows; the forest boughs were hidden in a 

watery mist, and still light and darkness followed each other, still came the silence after the roar, while the 

corn and the blades of grass lay beaten down and swamped, so that it seemed impossible they could ever raise 

themselves again. But after a while the rain began to fall gently, the sun’s rays pierced the clouds, and the 

water-drops glittered like pearls on leaf and stem. The birds sang, the fishes leaped up to the surface of the 

water, the gnats danced in the sunshine, and yonder, on a rock by the heaving salt sea, sat Summer himself, a 

strong man with sturdy limbs and long, dripping hair. Strengthened by the cool bath, he sat in the warm 

sunshine, while all around him renewed nature bloomed strong, luxuriant, and beautiful: it was summer, 

warm, lovely summer. Sweet and pleasant was the fragrance wafted from the clover-field, where the bees 

swarmed round the ruined tower, the bramble twined itself over the old altar, which, washed by the rain, 

glittered in the sunshine; and thither flew the queen bee with her swarm, and prepared wax and honey. But 

Summer and his bosom-wife saw it with different eyes, to them the altar-table was covered with the offerings 

of nature. The evening sky shone like gold, no church dome could ever gleam so brightly, and between the 

golden evening and the blushing morning there was moonlight. It was indeed summer. And days and weeks 

passed, the bright scythes of the reapers glittered in the corn-fields, the branches of the apple-trees bent low, 

heavy with the red and golden fruit. The hop, hanging in clusters, filled the air with sweet fragrance, and 

beneath the hazel-bushes, where the nuts hung in great bunches, rested a man and a woman—Summer and his 

grave consort. 

“See,” she exclaimed, “what wealth, what blessings surround us. Everything is home-like and good, and yet, I 

know not why, I long for rest and peace; I can scarcely express what I feel. They are already ploughing the 

fields again; more and more the people wish for gain. See, the storks are flocking together, and following the 

plough at a short distance. They are the birds from Egypt, who carried us through the air. Do you remember 

how we came as children to this land of the north; we brought with us flowers and bright sunshine, and green 

to the forests, but the wind has been rough with them, and they are now become dark and brown, like the trees 

of the south, but they do not, like them, bear golden fruit.” 

“Do you wish to see golden fruit?” said the man, “then rejoice,” and he lifted his arm. The leaves of the forest 

put on colors of red and gold, and bright tints covered the woodlands. The rose-bushes gleamed with scarlet 

hips, and the branches of the elder-trees hung down with the weight of the full, dark berries. The wild 

chestnuts fell ripe from their dark, green shells, and in the forests the violets bloomed for the second time. But 

the queen of the year became more and more silent and pale. 
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“It blows cold,” she said, “and night brings the damp mist; I long for the land of my childhood.” Then she saw 

the storks fly away every one, and she stretched out her hands towards them. She looked at the empty nests; in 

one of them grew a long-stalked corn flower, in another the yellow mustard seed, as if the nest had been 

placed there only for its comfort and protection, and the sparrows were flying round them all. 

“Tweet, where has the master of the nest gone?” cried one, “I suppose he could not bear it when the wind 

blew, and therefore he has left this country. I wish him a pleasant journey.” 

The forest leaves became more and more yellow, leaf after leaf fell, and the stormy winds of Autumn howled. 

The year was now far advanced, and upon the fallen, yellow leaves, lay the queen of the year, looking up with 

mild eyes at a gleaming star, and her husband stood by her. A gust of wind swept through the foliage, and the 

leaves fell in a shower. The summer queen was gone, but a butterfly, the last of the year, flew through the 

cold air. Damp fogs came, icy winds blew, and the long, dark nights of winter approached. The ruler of the 

year appeared with hair white as snow, but he knew it not; he thought snow-flakes falling from the sky 

covered his head, as they decked the green fields with a thin, white covering of snow. And then the church 

bells rang out for Christmas time. 

“The bells are ringing for the new-born year,” said the ruler, “soon will a new ruler and his bride be born, and 

I shall go to rest with my wife in yonder light-giving star.” 

In the fresh, green fir-wood, where the snow lay all around, stood the angel of Christmas, and consecrated the 

young trees that were to adorn his feast. 

“May there be joy in the rooms, and under the green boughs,” said the old ruler of the year. In a few weeks he 

had become a very old man, with hair as white as snow. “My resting-time draws near; the young pair of the 

year will soon claim my crown and sceptre.” 

“But the night is still thine,” said the angel of Christmas, “for power, but not for rest. Let the snow lie warmly 

upon the tender seed. Learn to endure the thought that another is worshipped whilst thou art still lord. Learn to 

endure being forgotten while yet thou livest. The hour of thy freedom will come when Spring appears.” 

“And when will Spring come?” asked Winter. 

“It will come when the stork returns.” 

And with white locks and snowy beard, cold, bent, and hoary, but strong as the wintry storm, and firm as the 

ice, old Winter sat on the snowdrift-covered hill, looking towards the south, where Winter had sat before, and 

gazed. The ice glittered, the snow crackled, the skaters skimmed over the polished surface of the lakes; ravens 

and crows formed a pleasing contrast to the white ground, and not a breath of wind stirred, and in the still air 

old Winter clenched his fists, and the ice lay fathoms deep between the lands. Then came the sparrows again 

out of the town, and asked, “Who is that old man?” The raven sat there still, or it might be his son, which is 

the same thing, and he said to them,— 

“It is Winter, the old man of the former year; he is not dead, as the calendar says, but he is guardian to the 

spring, which is coming.” 
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“When will Spring come?” asked the sparrows, “for we shall have better times then, and a better rule. The old 

times are worth nothing.” 

And in quiet thought old Winter looked at the leafless forest, where the graceful form and bends of each tree 

and branch could be seen; and while Winter slept, icy mists came from the clouds, and the ruler dreamt of his 

youthful days and of his manhood, and in the morning dawn the whole forest glittered with hoar frost, which 

the sun shook from the branches,—and this was the summer dream of Winter. 

“When will Spring come?” asked the sparrows. “Spring!” Again the echo sounded from the hills on which the 

snow lay. The sunshine became warmer, the snow melted, and the birds twittered, “Spring is coming!” And 

high in the air flew the first stork, and the second followed; a lovely child sat on the back of each, and they 

sank down on the open field, kissed the earth, and kissed the quiet old man; and, as the mist from the 

mountain top, he vanished away and disappeared. And the story of the year was finished. 

“This is all very fine, no doubt,” said the sparrows, “and it is very beautiful; but it is not according to the 

calendar, therefore, it must be all wrong.” 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/hans-christian-andersen/short-story/the-story-of-the-year 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/hans-christian-andersen/short-story/the-story-of-the-year
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February Flu 

by John Poch 
Issue no. 172 (Winter 2004) 

Month of the least death poetry,  

I pity you: a bone of a day  

once every four years tossed your way.  

You bury it. 

A fever coming on, a swoon  

and liquid filling up a spoon.  

There’s time for only one full moon.  

You carry it. 

The heart of you is candy hearts,  

symmetrical sans blood. Cruel arts,  

Pandora’s chocolate box with charts:  

You ferry it, 

seven by four, across the air  

in snowshoes, open it to share  

the blizzard of love’s polar bear.  

I marry it. 

 https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5d6d8e90ea&e=d538c8f2e0  

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5d6d8e90ea&e=d538c8f2e0
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Siblings and discapacity 

José Ramón Alonso   

Photo: Annie Spratt / Unsplash 

The relationship between siblings is, for most people, the longest they will ever enjoy. It is fundamental for 

many of us, but especially for children, who live together regularly with their brother or sister, and where the 

fraternal relationship is part of daily life, of play and leisure, of learning basic skills, of emotional 

development, of many other things. Throughout life that relationship between siblings provides company, 

affection, support and opportunities to learn. For all these reasons, this relationship has a strong impact on 

behavioral adjustments and psychosocial development. 

Research in this field tends to move between two opposing frameworks. The first considers that disability 

generates a deficit around it and assumes that the presence of the disabled sibling is a risk factor for the 

healthy development of the normotypical child. Work within this theoretical framework has found that typical 

siblings of a child with a developmental disorder are at somewhat greater risk of adjustment problems and 

worse outcomes than similar children with normal siblings. 

The second theoretical framework suggests that having a sibling with a disability has a positive impact on the 

psychosocial development of a normotypical child through maturation that is linked to exposure to adverse 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jralonso/
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circumstances. Normotypical children who help their siblings do not experience negative consequences in 

relation to other children of the same age. Furthermore, normotypical children who help with the physical 

care of their siblings every day experience it as having more responsibility. In general, research suggests that 

having a sibling with a disability results in greater variability in the child’s development, as its effects can be 

very diverse. Therefore, the characteristics of that relationship between siblings and how it ends up being 

positive or negative is a relevant topic of research, we need to know more in order to better support both the 

sibling with a disability and the neurotypical sibling. 

A study by researchers from Tel Aviv University and Haifa University has found 1 that the relationship 

between siblings when one has an intellectual disability is more positive than between two neurotypical 

siblings. The relationship has been termed “disability by association” and intellectual disability is a 

subcategory within a range of developmental disorders where there are limitations in intellectual functioning 

and difficulties in adaptive behavior. The starting point is that the presence of a child with a disability in the 

family places special demands on all family members, including neurotypical siblings, but even when these 

needs exist, they are often accompanied by positive contributions in both the short and long term. 

The researchers used drawings and questionnaires to examine the relationship between various pairs of 

children and published their study in Research in Developmental Disabilities (1). Through this research the 

Israeli research group was able to see that sibling relationships in which one sibling had a disability showed 

more support than if the two siblings were neurotypical. Specifically, they found that children who had 

siblings with disabilities scored higher in empathy, teaching, and closeness and scored lower in conflict and 

rivalry compared to siblings where both had typical development. 

Until now, research on how having a sibling with a disability affected siblings has focused on social-

emotional and behavioral issues, and the results have been very heterogeneous. Some of these studies showed 

that having a sibling with a disability generated greater variability in behavior and adjustment processes in the 

neurotypical sibling. However, according to the authors of this study, the inner world of the children had not 

been entered, something that could only be accessed through their own expression through art or their own 

reports, regardless of the intervention of the parents. 

The scientists assessed 59 children between the ages of 8 and 11, half with a neurotypically developing 

sibling (n=31) and the other half (n=28) with a sibling with an intellectual disability. In addition to the 

siblings, the mothers of both groups also filled out a questionnaire where they assessed the quality of the 

relationship between both siblings. The researchers were based on the premise that artistic creativity allows 

inner content to emerge when expressed visually and that the children’s own stories had added value in 

studies that measure sibling relationships, especially in areas where parents may have a less clear picture. 

Both groups of typically developing children, those with a disabled sibling and those without, were asked to 

draw pictures of themselves and their sibling. A group of art therapists then used a list of criteria to rate these 

drawings based on aspects such as the physical distance between the two figures, the presence or absence of a 

parent in the drawing, the amount of detail present in both his self-portrait and his sibling’s representation, 

and the amount of support given to the sibling in the drawing. The children were then asked to complete the 

Sibling Relationship Questionnaire, a questionnaire that allows them to assess their feelings of closeness, 

domination, conflict and rivalry in relation to their sibling. 

The study had several limitations. 1) The sample size was relatively small. 2) The mothers were the only 

sources when it came to knowing the level of adjustment among the children. 3) The results would have been 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/03/siblings-and-discapacity/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6523-1
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different if the children gave their own version of themselves, their sibling and their relationship to each other. 

4) There was no information about the adaptive functioning and behavioral characteristics of siblings with 

intellectual disabilities. 5) There was a lack of information about the impact of the normotypical sibling on the 

behavioral problems of the sibling with disability and about the positive and negative aspects of the 

relationship between the two siblings. 6) The study did not include the children’s interpretations of their own 

drawings. It would be appropriate in future studies to ask the children to draw themselves and at the same 

time provide a qualitative narrative about the drawing process, the product itself and its personal meaning. 

The result of the study showed that having one family member with a disability made the rest, including 

children with neurotypical development, more attentive to the needs of others. The researchers hope that the 

study will serve as a basis for future research into tools based on artistic expression that help generate and 

document children’s subjective experience. 
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How to Raise a Reader: Mary Shelley’s Father on Parenting and How an Early Love of Books Paves 

the Path to Lifelong Happiness 

“The impression we derive from a book, depends much less upon its real contents, than upon the temper of 

mind and preparation with which we read it.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

In the final years of the eighteenth century, the radical political philosopher and novelist William 

Godwin (March 3, 1756–April 7, 1836) entered into a pioneering marriage of equals with another radical 

political philosopher and novelist: Mary Wollstonecraft, founding mother of what later ages termed feminism. 

While Wollstonecraft was pregnant with their daughter — future Frankenstein author Mary Shelley, a 

Romantic radical in her own unexampled right — Godwin began channeling their nightly conversations about 

how to raise happy, intelligent, and morally elevated children in a series of essays later published as The 

Enquirer: Reflections on Education, Manners, and Literature (public library) — a title that gives it a deceptive 

air of politeness and dated propriety; it is in fact a radical work, scandalous to Georgian and Victorian 

sensibilities, centuries ahead of its time, anticipating the conclusions of modern social science and 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/15/romantic-outlaws-mary-wollstonecraft-william-godwin-love-letters/
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/mary-shelley/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1297689984/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1297689984/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/enquirer/oclc/923438495&referer=brief_results
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psychology, neither of which existed as a formal field of study in Godwin’s time, about some of the 

fundamentals of optimal parenting. 

 

William Godwin. Portrait by James Northcote. (National Portrait Gallery, London.) 
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Art by Ping Zhu from A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. Available as a print. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://society6.com/product/a-velocity-of-being-ping-zhu_print?sku=s6-10131661p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/a-velocity-of-being-ping-zhu_print?sku=s6-10131661p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Godwin writes: 

The true object of education, like that of every other moral process, is the generation of happiness. Happiness 

to the individual in the first place. If individuals were universally happy, the species would be happy. 

At the heart of this happiness-generating education, Godwin places the importance of instilling in children an 

early love of literature, which would “inspire habits of industry and observation” that by young adulthood 

would ferment into “a mind well regulated, active, and prepared to learn.” Although his language is bound in 

the era’s biases — an era far predating Ursula K. Le Guin’s brilliant unsexing of man as the universal 

pronoun — Godwin’s ideas soar with timelessness, on the wings of poetically articulated truth: 

There is perhaps nothing that has a greater tendency to decide favourably or unfavourably respecting a man’s 

future intellect, than the question whether or not he be impressed with an early taste for reading… He that 

loves reading, has every thing within his reach. He has but to desire; and he may possess himself of every 

species of wisdom to judge, and power to perform. 

He considers how books not only enrich us with the wisdom of the ideas contained in them, but also sprinkle 

upon us some the splendor of mind that originated them, producing in us a quickening of both sense and 

sensibility: 

Books gratify and excite our curiosity in innumerable ways. They force us to reflect. They hurry us from point 

to point. They present direct ideas of various kinds, and they suggest indirect ones. In a well-written book we 

are presented with the maturest reflections, or the happiest flights, of a mind of uncommon excellence. It is 

impossible that we can be much accustomed to such companions, without attaining some resemblance of 

them. When I read Thomson, I become Thomson; when I read Milton, I become Milton. I find myself a sort 

of intellectual camelion, assuming the colour of the substances on which I rest. He that revels in a well-chosen 

library, has innumerable dishes, and all of admirable flavour. His taste is rendered so acute, as easily to 

distinguish the nicest shades of difference. His mind becomes ductile, susceptible to every impression, and 

gaining new refinement from them all. His varieties of thinking baffle calculation, and his powers, whether of 

reason or fancy, become eminently vigorous. 

Having thus outlined the invaluable lifelong benefits of reading, Godwin endeavors to lay out the elementals 

of raising a reader. Building on the most central, most radical ethos of his Enquirer essays — the 

countercultural idea that children ought to be treated not as subjects to authoritarian rule but as equal citizens 

of life, endowed with intellect and sensitivity, and must be granted the dignity of truth rather than being 

bamboozled with hypocrisies and shielded from the world’s disquieting realities — he writes: 

The child should early begin in some degree to live in the world, that is, with his species; so should he do as 

to the books he is to read. It is not good, that he should be shut up for ever in imaginary scenes, and that, 

familiar with the apothegms of philosophers, and the maxims of scientifical and elevated morality, he should 

be wholly ignorant of the perverseness of the human heart, and the springs that regulate the conduct of 

mankind. Trust him in a certain degree with himself. Suffer him in some instances to select his own course of 

reading… Suffer him to wander in the wilds of literature. 

Two centuries later, the Nobel-winning Polish poet Wisława Szymborska would echo the sentiment in her 

wonderful meditation on fairy tales and the importance of being scared. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/22/wislawa-szymborska-fairy-tales-fear/
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Art by Ofra Amit from A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. Available as a print. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://society6.com/product/a-velocity-of-being-ofra-amit_print?sku=s6-10131622p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/a-velocity-of-being-ofra-amit_print?sku=s6-10131622p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 518  march 2020 

89 

 

Art by Violeta Lópiz from A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. Available as a print. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/17/how-to-raise-a-reader-william-

godwin/?mc_cid=d199a7942d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://society6.com/product/a-velocity-of-being-violeta-lopiz_print?sku=s6-10131448p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/17/how-to-raise-a-reader-william-godwin/?mc_cid=d199a7942d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/17/how-to-raise-a-reader-william-godwin/?mc_cid=d199a7942d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/a-velocity-of-being-violeta-lopiz_print?sku=s6-10131448p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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William Wilson 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

William Wilson (1836) is a superlative short story often overlooked and overshadowed by more famous titles 

in Poe's rich canon. Yet, it was one of Poe's proudest achievements, one he referred to as his "best effort" 

while seeking an endorsement from fellow American writer Washington Irving. The story itself is a 

distressing tale of a nobleman's encounter with his own doppelgänger. It was first published in Burton's 

Gentleman's Magazine in October, 1939. Trivia bonus; the birthday the main characters share -- January 19 -- 

is Poe's birthday as well! 

 

 

What say of it? what say of CONSCIENCE grim, 

That spectre in my path? 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
https://americanliterature.com/author/washington-irving/bio-books-stories
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Chamberlayne's Pharronida. 

LET me call myself, for the present, William Wilson. The fair page now lying before me need not be sullied 

with my real appellation. This has been already too much an object for the scorn -- for the horror -- for the 

detestation of my race. To the uttermost regions of the globe have not the indignant winds bruited its 

unparalleled infamy? Oh, outcast of all outcasts most abandoned! -- to the earth art thou not forever dead? to 

its honors, to its flowers, to its golden aspirations? -- and a cloud, dense, dismal, and limitless, does it not 

hang eternally between thy hopes and heaven? 

I would not, if I could, here or to-day, embody a record of my later years of unspeakable misery, and 

unpardonable crime. This epoch -- these later years -- took unto themselves a sudden elevation in turpitude, 

whose origin alone it is my present purpose to assign. Men usually grow base by degrees. From me, in an 

instant, all virtue dropped bodily as a mantle. From comparatively trivial wickedness I passed, with the stride 

of a giant, into more than the enormities of an Elah-Gabalus. What chance -- what one event brought this evil 

thing to pass, bear with me while I relate. Death approaches; and the shadow which foreruns him has thrown a 

softening influence over my spirit. I long, in passing through the dim valley, for the sympathy -- I had nearly 

said for the pity -- of my fellow men. I would fain have them believe that I have been, in some measure, the 

slave of circumstances beyond human control. I would wish them to seek out for me, in the details I am about 

to give, some little oasis of fatality amid a wilderness of error. I would have them allow -- what they cannot 

refrain from allowing -- that, although temptation may have erewhile existed as great, man was never thus, at 

least, tempted before -- certainly, never thus fell. And is it therefore that he has never thus suffered? Have I 

not indeed been living in a dream? And am I not now dying a victim to the horror and the mystery of the 

wildest of all sublunary visions? 

I am the descendant of a race whose imaginative and easily excitable temperament has at all times rendered 

them remarkable; and, in my earliest infancy, I gave evidence of having fully inherited the family character. 

As I advanced in years it was more strongly developed; becoming, for many reasons, a cause of serious 

disquietude to my friends, and of positive injury to myself. I grew self-willed, addicted to the wildest caprices, 

and a prey to the most ungovernable passions. Weak-minded, and beset with constitutional infirmities akin to 

my own, my parents could do but little to check the evil propensities which distinguished me. Some feeble 

and ill-directed efforts resulted in complete failure on their part, and, of course, in total triumph on mine. 

Thenceforward my voice was a household law; and at an age when few children have abandoned their 

leading-strings, I was left to the guidance of my own will, and became, in all but name, the master of my own 

actions. 

My earliest recollections of a school-life, are connected with a large, rambling, Elizabethan house, in a misty-

looking village of England, where were a vast number of gigantic and gnarled trees, and where all the houses 

were excessively ancient. In truth, it was a dream-like and spirit-soothing place, that venerable old town. At 

this moment, in fancy, I feel the refreshing chilliness of its deeply-shadowed avenues, inhale the fragrance of 

its thousand shrubberies, and thrill anew with undefinable delight, at the deep hollow note of the church-bell, 

breaking, each hour, with sullen and sudden roar, upon the stillness of the dusky atmosphere in which the 

fretted Gothic steeple lay imbedded and asleep. 

It gives me, perhaps, as much of pleasure as I can now in any manner experience, to dwell upon minute 

recollections of the school and its concerns. Steeped in misery as I am -- misery, alas! only too real -- I shall 

be pardoned for seeking relief, however slight and temporary, in the weakness of a few rambling details. 

These, moreover, utterly trivial, and even ridiculous in themselves, assume, to my fancy, adventitious 
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importance, as connected with a period and a locality when and where I recognise the first ambiguous 

monitions of the destiny which afterwards so fully overshadowed me. Let me then remember. 

The house, I have said, was old and irregular. The grounds were extensive, and a high and solid brick wall, 

topped with a bed of mortar and broken glass, encompassed the whole. This prison-like rampart formed the 

limit of our domain; beyond it we saw but thrice a week -- once every Saturday afternoon, when, attended by 

two ushers, we were permitted to take brief walks in a body through some of the neighbouring fields -- and 

twice during Sunday, when we were paraded in the same formal manner to the morning and evening service 

in the one church of the village. Of this church the principal of our school was pastor. With how deep a spirit 

of wonder and perplexity was I wont to regard him from our remote pew in the gallery, as, with step solemn 

and slow, he ascended the pulpit! This reverend man, with countenance so demurely benign, with robes so 

glossy and so clerically flowing, with wig so minutely powdered, so rigid and so vast, -- -could this be he 

who, of late, with sour visage, and in snuffy habiliments, administered, ferule in hand, the Draconian laws of 

the academy? Oh, gigantic paradox, too utterly monstrous for solution! 

At an angle of the ponderous wall frowned a more ponderous gate. It was riveted and studded with iron bolts, 

and surmounted with jagged iron spikes. What impressions of deep awe did it inspire! It was never opened 

save for the three periodical egressions and ingressions already mentioned; then, in every creak of its mighty 

hinges, we found a plenitude of mystery -- a world of matter for solemn remark, or for more solemn 

meditation. 

The extensive enclosure was irregular in form, having many capacious recesses. Of these, three or four of the 

largest constituted the play-ground. It was level, and covered with fine hard gravel. I well remember it had no 

trees, nor benches, nor anything similar within it. Of course it was in the rear of the house. In front lay a small 

parterre, planted with box and other shrubs; but through this sacred division we passed only upon rare 

occasions indeed -- such as a first advent to school or final departure thence, or perhaps, when a parent or 

friend having called for us, we joyfully took our way home for the Christmas or Midsummer holy-days. 

But the house! -- how quaint an old building was this! -- to me how veritably a palace of enchantment! There 

was really no end to its windings -- to its incomprehensible subdivisions. It was difficult, at any given time, to 

say with certainty upon which of its two stories one happened to be. From each room to every other there 

were sure to be found three or four steps either in ascent or descent. Then the lateral branches were 

innumerable -- inconceivable -- and so returning in upon themselves, that our most exact ideas in regard to the 

whole mansion were not very far different from those with which we pondered upon infinity. During the five 

years of my residence here, I was never able to ascertain with precision, in what remote locality lay the little 

sleeping apartment assigned to myself and some eighteen or twenty other scholars. 

The school-room was the largest in the house -- I could not help thinking, in the world. It was very long, 

narrow, and dismally low, with pointed Gothic windows and a ceiling of oak. In a remote and terror-inspiring 

angle was a square enclosure of eight or ten feet, comprising the sanctum, "during hours," of our principal, the 

Reverend Dr. Bransby. It was a solid structure, with massy door, sooner than open which in the absence of the 

"Dominic," we would all have willingly perished by the peine forte et dure. In other angles were two other 

similar boxes, far less reverenced, indeed, but still greatly matters of awe. One of these was the pulpit of the 

"classical" usher, one of the "English and mathematical." Interspersed about the room, crossing and recrossing 

in endless irregularity, were innumerable benches and desks, black, ancient, and time-worn, piled desperately 

with much-bethumbed books, and so beseamed with initial letters, names at full length, grotesque figures, and 

other multiplied efforts of the knife, as to have entirely lost what little of original form might have been their 
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portion in days long departed. A huge bucket with water stood at one extremity of the room, and a clock of 

stupendous dimensions at the other. 

Encompassed by the massy walls of this venerable academy, I passed, yet not in tedium or disgust, the years 

of the third lustrum of my life. The teeming brain of childhood requires no external world of incident to 

occupy or amuse it; and the apparently dismal monotony of a school was replete with more intense excitement 

than my riper youth has derived from luxury, or my full manhood from crime. Yet I must believe that my first 

mental development had in it much of the uncommon -- even much of the outre. Upon mankind at large the 

events of very early existence rarely leave in mature age any definite impression. All is gray shadow -- a weak 

and irregular remembrance -- an indistinct regathering of feeble pleasures and phantasmagoric pains. With me 

this is not so. In childhood I must have felt with the energy of a man what I now find stamped upon memory 

in lines as vivid, as deep, and as durable as the exergues of the Carthaginian medals. 

Yet in fact -- in the fact of the world's view -- how little was there to remember! The morning's awakening, 

the nightly summons to bed; the connings, the recitations; the periodical half-holidays, and perambulations; 

the play-ground, with its broils, its pastimes, its intrigues; -- these, by a mental sorcery long forgotten, were 

made to involve a wilderness of sensation, a world of rich incident, an universe of varied emotion, of 

excitement the most passionate and spirit-stirring. "Oh, le bon temps, que ce siecle de fer!" 

In truth, the ardor, the enthusiasm, and the imperiousness of my disposition, soon rendered me a marked 

character among my schoolmates, and by slow, but natural gradations, gave me an ascendancy over all not 

greatly older than myself; -- over all with a single exception. This exception was found in the person of a 

scholar, who, although no relation, bore the same Christian and surname as myself; -- a circumstance, in fact, 

little remarkable; for, notwithstanding a noble descent, mine was one of those everyday appellations which 

seem, by prescriptive right, to have been, time out of mind, the common property of the mob. In this narrative 

I have therefore designated myself as William Wilson, -- a fictitious title not very dissimilar to the real. My 

namesake alone, of those who in school phraseology constituted "our set," presumed to compete with me in 

the studies of the class -- in the sports and broils of the play-ground -- to refuse implicit belief in my 

assertions, and submission to my will -- indeed, to interfere with my arbitrary dictation in any respect 

whatsoever. If there is on earth a supreme and unqualified despotism, it is the despotism of a master mind in 

boyhood over the less energetic spirits of its companions. 

Wilson's rebellion was to me a source of the greatest embarrassment; -- the more so as, in spite of the bravado 

with which in public I made a point of treating him and his pretensions, I secretly felt that I feared him, and 

could not help thinking the equality which he maintained so easily with myself, a proof of his true superiority; 

since not to be overcome cost me a perpetual struggle. Yet this superiority -- even this equality -- was in truth 

acknowledged by no one but myself; our associates, by some unaccountable blindness, seemed not even to 

suspect it. Indeed, his competition, his resistance, and especially his impertinent and dogged interference with 

my purposes, were not more pointed than private. He appeared to be destitute alike of the ambition which 

urged, and of the passionate energy of mind which enabled me to excel. In his rivalry he might have been 

supposed actuated solely by a whimsical desire to thwart, astonish, or mortify myself; although there were 

times when I could not help observing, with a feeling made up of wonder, abasement, and pique, that he 

mingled with his injuries, his insults, or his contradictions, a certain most inappropriate, and assuredly most 

unwelcome affectionateness of manner. I could only conceive this singular behavior to arise from a 

consummate self-conceit assuming the vulgar airs of patronage and protection. 
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Perhaps it was this latter trait in Wilson's conduct, conjoined with our identity of name, and the mere accident 

of our having entered the school upon the same day, which set afloat the notion that we were brothers, among 

the senior classes in the academy. These do not usually inquire with much strictness into the affairs of their 

juniors. I have before said, or should have said, that Wilson was not, in the most remote degree, connected 

with my family. But assuredly if we had been brothers we must have been twins; for, after leaving Dr. 

Bransby's, I casually learned that my namesake was born on the nineteenth of January, 1813 -- and this is a 

somewhat remarkable coincidence; for the day is precisely that of my own nativity. 

It may seem strange that in spite of the continual anxiety occasioned me by the rivalry of Wilson, and his 

intolerable spirit of contradiction, I could not bring myself to hate him altogether. We had, to be sure, nearly 

every day a quarrel in which, yielding me publicly the palm of victory, he, in some manner, contrived to make 

me feel that it was he who had deserved it; yet a sense of pride on my part, and a veritable dignity on his own, 

kept us always upon what are called "speaking terms," while there were many points of strong congeniality in 

our tempers, operating to awake me in a sentiment which our position alone, perhaps, prevented from ripening 

into friendship. It is difficult, indeed, to define, or even to describe, my real feelings towards him. They 

formed a motley and heterogeneous admixture; -- some petulant animosity, which was not yet hatred, some 

esteem, more respect, much fear, with a world of uneasy curiosity. To the moralist it will be unnecessary to 

say, in addition, that Wilson and myself were the most inseparable of companions. 

It was no doubt the anomalous state of affairs existing between us, which turned all my attacks upon him, 

(and they were many, either open or covert) into the channel of banter or practical joke (giving pain while 

assuming the aspect of mere fun) rather than into a more serious and determined hostility. But my endeavours 

on this head were by no means uniformly successful, even when my plans were the most wittily concocted; 

for my namesake had much about him, in character, of that unassuming and quiet austerity which, while 

enjoying the poignancy of its own jokes, has no heel of Achilles in itself, and absolutely refuses to be laughed 

at. I could find, indeed, but one vulnerable point, and that, lying in a personal peculiarity, arising, perhaps, 

from constitutional disease, would have been spared by any antagonist less at his wit's end than myself; -- my 

rival had a weakness in the faucal or guttural organs, which precluded him from raising his voice at any time 

above a very low whisper. Of this defect I did not fall to take what poor advantage lay in my power. 

Wilson's retaliations in kind were many; and there was one form of his practical wit that disturbed me beyond 

measure. How his sagacity first discovered at all that so petty a thing would vex me, is a question I never 

could solve; but, having discovered, he habitually practised the annoyance. I had always felt aversion to my 

uncourtly patronymic, and its very common, if not plebeian praenomen. The words were venom in my ears; 

and when, upon the day of my arrival, a second William Wilson came also to the academy, I felt angry with 

him for bearing the name, and doubly disgusted with the name because a stranger bore it, who would be the 

cause of its twofold repetition, who would be constantly in my presence, and whose concerns, in the ordinary 

routine of the school business, must inevitably, on account of the detestable coincidence, be often confounded 

with my own. 

The feeling of vexation thus engendered grew stronger with every circumstance tending to show resemblance, 

moral or physical, between my rival and myself. I had not then discovered the remarkable fact that we were of 

the same age; but I saw that we were of the same height, and I perceived that we were even singularly alike in 

general contour of person and outline of feature. I was galled, too, by the rumor touching a relationship, 

which had grown current in the upper forms. In a word, nothing could more seriously disturb me, although I 

scrupulously concealed such disturbance,) than any allusion to a similarity of mind, person, or condition 

existing between us. But, in truth, I had no reason to believe that (with the exception of the matter of 
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relationship, and in the case of Wilson himself,) this similarity had ever been made a subject of comment, or 

even observed at all by our schoolfellows. That he observed it in all its bearings, and as fixedly as I, was 

apparent; but that he could discover in such circumstances so fruitful a field of annoyance, can only be 

attributed, as I said before, to his more than ordinary penetration. 

His cue, which was to perfect an imitation of myself, lay both in words and in actions; and most admirably 

did he play his part. My dress it was an easy matter to copy; my gait and general manner were, without 

difficulty, appropriated; in spite of his constitutional defect, even my voice did not escape him. My louder 

tones were, of course, unattempted, but then the key, it was identical; and his singular whisper, it grew the 

very echo of my own. 

How greatly this most exquisite portraiture harassed me, (for it could not justly be termed a caricature,) I will 

not now venture to describe. I had but one consolation -- in the fact that the imitation, apparently, was noticed 

by myself alone, and that I had to endure only the knowing and strangely sarcastic smiles of my namesake 

himself. Satisfied with having produced in my bosom the intended effect, he seemed to chuckle in secret over 

the sting he had inflicted, and was characteristically disregardful of the public applause which the success of 

his witty endeavours might have so easily elicited. That the school, indeed, did not feel his design, perceive its 

accomplishment, and participate in his sneer, was, for many anxious months, a riddle I could not resolve. 

Perhaps the gradation of his copy rendered it not so readily perceptible; or, more possibly, I owed my security 

to the master air of the copyist, who, disdaining the letter, (which in a painting is all the obtuse can see,) gave 

but the full spirit of his original for my individual contemplation and chagrin. 

I have already more than once spoken of the disgusting air of patronage which he assumed toward me, and of 

his frequent officious interference withy my will. This interference often took the ungracious character of 

advice; advice not openly given, but hinted or insinuated. I received it with a repugnance which gained 

strength as I grew in years. Yet, at this distant day, let me do him the simple justice to acknowledge that I can 

recall no occasion when the suggestions of my rival were on the side of those errors or follies so usual to his 

immature age and seeming inexperience; that his moral sense, at least, if not his general talents and worldly 

wisdom, was far keener than my own; and that I might, to-day, have been a better, and thus a happier man, 

had I less frequently rejected the counsels embodied in those meaning whispers which I then but too cordially 

hated and too bitterly despised. 

As it was, I at length grew restive in the extreme under his distasteful supervision, and daily resented more 

and more openly what I considered his intolerable arrogance. I have said that, in the first years of our 

connexion as schoolmates, my feelings in regard to him might have been easily ripened into friendship: but, in 

the latter months of my residence at the academy, although the intrusion of his ordinary manner had, beyond 

doubt, in some measure, abated, my sentiments, in nearly similar proportion, partook very much of positive 

hatred. Upon one occasion he saw this, I think, and afterwards avoided, or made a show of avoiding me. 

It was about the same period, if I remember aright, that, in an altercation of violence with him, in which he 

was more than usually thrown off his guard, and spoke and acted with an openness of demeanor rather foreign 

to his nature, I discovered, or fancied I discovered, in his accent, his air, and general appearance, a something 

which first startled, and then deeply interested me, by bringing to mind dim visions of my earliest infancy -- 

wild, confused and thronging memories of a time when memory herself was yet unborn. I cannot better 

describe the sensation which oppressed me than by saying that I could with difficulty shake off the belief of 

my having been acquainted with the being who stood before me, at some epoch very long ago -- some point 
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of the past even infinitely remote. The delusion, however, faded rapidly as it came; and I mention it at all but 

to define the day of the last conversation I there held with my singular namesake. 

The huge old house, with its countless subdivisions, had several large chambers communicating with each 

other, where slept the greater number of the students. There were, however, (as must necessarily happen in a 

building so awkwardly planned,) many little nooks or recesses, the odds and ends of the structure; and these 

the economic ingenuity of Dr. Bransby had also fitted up as dormitories; although, being the merest closets, 

they were capable of accommodating but a single individual. One of these small apartments was occupied by 

Wilson. 

One night, about the close of my fifth year at the school, and immediately after the altercation just mentioned, 

finding every one wrapped in sleep, I arose from bed, and, lamp in hand, stole through a wilderness of narrow 

passages from my own bedroom to that of my rival. I had long been plotting one of those ill-natured pieces of 

practical wit at his expense in which I had hitherto been so uniformly unsuccessful. It was my intention, now, 

to put my scheme in operation, and I resolved to make him feel the whole extent of the malice with which I 

was imbued. Having reached his closet, I noiselessly entered, leaving the lamp, with a shade over it, on the 

outside. I advanced a step, and listened to the sound of his tranquil breathing. Assured of his being asleep, I 

returned, took the light, and with it again approached the bed. Close curtains were around it, which, in the 

prosecution of my plan, I slowly and quietly withdrew, when the bright rays fell vividly upon the sleeper, and 

my eyes, at the same moment, upon his countenance. I looked; -- and a numbness, an iciness of feeling 

instantly pervaded my frame. My breast heaved, my knees tottered, my whole spirit became possessed with an 

objectless yet intolerable horror. Gasping for breath, I lowered the lamp in still nearer proximity to the face. 

Were these -- these the lineaments of William Wilson? I saw, indeed, that they were his, but I shook as if with 

a fit of the ague in fancying they were not. What was there about them to confound me in this manner? I 

gazed; -- while my brain reeled with a multitude of incoherent thoughts. Not thus he appeared -- assuredly not 

thus -- in the vivacity of his waking hours. The same name! the same contour of person! the same day of 

arrival at the academy! And then his dogged and meaningless imitation of my gait, my voice, my habits, and 

my manner! Was it, in truth, within the bounds of human possibility, that what I now saw was the result, 

merely, of the habitual practice of this sarcastic imitation? Awe-stricken, and with a creeping shudder, I 

extinguished the lamp, passed silently from the chamber, and left, at once, the halls of that old academy, never 

to enter them again. 

After a lapse of some months, spent at home in mere idleness, I found myself a student at Eton. The brief 

interval had been sufficient to enfeeble my remembrance of the events at Dr. Bransby's, or at least to effect a 

material change in the nature of the feelings with which I remembered them. The truth -- the tragedy -- of the 

drama was no more. I could now find room to doubt the evidence of my senses; and seldom called up the 

subject at all but with wonder at extent of human credulity, and a smile at the vivid force of the imagination 

which I hereditarily possessed. Neither was this species of scepticism likely to be diminished by the character 

of the life I led at Eton. The vortex of thoughtless folly into which I there so immediately and so recklessly 

plunged, washed away all but the froth of my past hours, engulfed at once every solid or serious impression, 

and left to memory only the veriest levities of a former existence. 

I do not wish, however, to trace the course of my miserable profligacy here -- a profligacy which set at 

defiance the laws, while it eluded the vigilance of the institution. Three years of folly, passed without profit, 

had but given me rooted habits of vice, and added, in a somewhat unusual degree, to my bodily stature, when, 

after a week of soulless dissipation, I invited a small party of the most dissolute students to a secret carousal 

in my chambers. We met at a late hour of the night; for our debaucheries were to be faithfully protracted until 
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morning. The wine flowed freely, and there were not wanting other and perhaps more dangerous seductions; 

so that the gray dawn had already faintly appeared in the east, while our delirious extravagance was at its 

height. Madly flushed with cards and intoxication, I was in the act of insisting upon a toast of more than 

wonted profanity, when my attention was suddenly diverted by the violent, although partial unclosing of the 

door of the apartment, and by the eager voice of a servant from without. He said that some person, apparently 

in great haste, demanded to speak with me in the hall. 

Wildly excited with wine, the unexpected interruption rather delighted than surprised me. I staggered forward 

at once, and a few steps brought me to the vestibule of the building. In this low and small room there hung no 

lamp; and now no light at all was admitted, save that of the exceedingly feeble dawn which made its way 

through the semi-circular window. As I put my foot over the threshold, I became aware of the figure of a 

youth about my own height, and habited in a white kerseymere morning frock, cut in the novel fashion of the 

one I myself wore at the moment. This the faint light enabled me to perceive; but the features of his face I 

could not distinguish. Upon my entering he strode hurriedly up to me, and, seizing me by. the arm with a 

gesture of petulant impatience, whispered the words "William Wilson!" in my ear. 

I grew perfectly sober in an instant. There was that in the manner of the stranger, and in the tremulous shake 

of his uplifted finger, as he held it between my eyes and the light, which filled me with unqualified 

amazement; but it was not this which had so violently moved me. It was the pregnancy of solemn admonition 

in the singular, low, hissing utterance; and, above all, it was the character, the tone, the key, of those few, 

simple, and familiar, yet whispered syllables, which came with a thousand thronging memories of bygone 

days, and struck upon my soul with the shock of a galvanic battery. Ere I could recover the use of my senses 

he was gone. 

Although this event failed not of a vivid effect upon my disordered imagination, yet was it evanescent as 

vivid. For some weeks, indeed, I busied myself in earnest inquiry, or was wrapped in a cloud of morbid 

speculation. I did not pretend to disguise from my perception the identity of the singular individual who thus 

perseveringly interfered with my affairs, and harassed me with his insinuated counsel. But who and what was 

this Wilson? -- and whence came he? -- and what were his purposes? Upon neither of these points could I be 

satisfied; merely ascertaining, in regard to him, that a sudden accident in his family had caused his removal 

from Dr. Bransby's academy on the afternoon of the day in which I myself had eloped. But in a brief period I 

ceased to think upon the subject; my attention being all absorbed in a contemplated departure for Oxford. 

Thither I soon went; the uncalculating vanity of my parents furnishing me with an outfit and annual 

establishment, which would enable me to indulge at will in the luxury already so dear to my heart, -- to vie in 

profuseness of expenditure with the haughtiest heirs of the wealthiest earldoms in Great Britain. 

Excited by such appliances to vice, my constitutional temperament broke forth with redoubled ardor, and I 

spurned even the common restraints of decency in the mad infatuation of my revels. But it were absurd to 

pause in the detail of my extravagance. Let it suffice, that among spendthrifts I out-Heroded Herod, and that, 

giving name to a multitude of novel follies, I added no brief appendix to the long catalogue of vices then usual 

in the most dissolute university of Europe. 

It could hardly be credited, however, that I had, even here, so utterly fallen from the gentlemanly estate, as to 

seek acquaintance with the vilest arts of the gambler by profession, and, having become an adept in his 

despicable science, to practise it habitually as a means of increasing my already enormous income at the 

expense of the weak-minded among my fellow-collegians. Such, nevertheless, was the fact. And the very 

enormity of this offence against all manly and honourable sentiment proved, beyond doubt, the main if not the 
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sole reason of the impunity with which it was committed. Who, indeed, among my most abandoned 

associates, would not rather have disputed the clearest evidence of his senses, than have suspected of such 

courses, the gay, the frank, the generous William Wilson -- the noblest and most commoner at Oxford -- him 

whose follies (said his parasites) were but the follies of youth and unbridled fancy -- whose errors but 

inimitable whim -- whose darkest vice but a careless and dashing extravagance? 

I had been now two years successfully busied in this way, when there came to the university a young parvenu 

nobleman, Glendinning -- rich, said report, as Herodes Atticus -- his riches, too, as easily acquired. I soon 

found him of weak intellect, and, of course, marked him as a fitting subject for my skill. I frequently engaged 

him in play, and contrived, with the gambler's usual art, to let him win considerable sums, the more 

effectually to entangle him in my snares. At length, my schemes being ripe, I met him (with the full intention 

that this meeting should be final and decisive) at the chambers of a fellow-commoner, (Mr. Preston,) equally 

intimate with both, but who, to do him Justice, entertained not even a remote suspicion of my design. To give 

to this a better colouring, I had contrived to have assembled a party of some eight or ten, and was solicitously 

careful that the introduction of cards should appear accidental, and originate in the proposal of my 

contemplated dupe himself. To be brief upon a vile topic, none of the low finesse was omitted, so customary 

upon similar occasions that it is a just matter for wonder how any are still found so besotted as to fall its 

victim. 

We had protracted our sitting far into the night, and I had at length effected the manoeuvre of getting 

Glendinning as my sole antagonist. The game, too, was my favorite ecarte!. The rest of the company, 

interested in the extent of our play, had abandoned their own cards, and were standing around us as spectators. 

The parvenu, who had been induced by my artifices in the early part of the evening, to drink deeply, now 

shuffled, dealt, or played, with a wild nervousness of manner for which his intoxication, I thought, might 

partially, but could not altogether account. In a very short period he had become my debtor to a large amount, 

when, having taken a long draught of port, he did precisely what I had been coolly anticipating -- he proposed 

to double our already extravagant stakes. With a well-feigned show of reluctance, and not until after my 

repeated refusal had seduced him into some angry words which gave a color of pique to my compliance, did I 

finally comply. The result, of course, did but prove how entirely the prey was in my toils; in less than an hour 

he had quadrupled his debt. For some time his countenance had been losing the florid tinge lent it by the wine; 

but now, to my astonishment, I perceived that it had grown to a pallor truly fearful. I say to my astonishment. 

Glendinning had been represented to my eager inquiries as immeasurably wealthy; and the sums which he had 

as yet lost, although in themselves vast, could not, I supposed, very seriously annoy, much less so violently 

affect him. That he was overcome by the wine just swallowed, was the idea which most readily presented 

itself; and, rather with a view to the preservation of my own character in the eyes of my associates, than from 

any less interested motive, I was about to insist, peremptorily, upon a discontinuance of the play, when some 

expressions at my elbow from among the company, and an ejaculation evincing utter despair on the part of 

Glendinning, gave me to understand that I had effected his total ruin under circumstances which, rendering 

him an object for the pity of all, should have protected him from the ill offices even of a fiend. 

What now might have been my conduct it is difficult to say. The pitiable condition of my dupe had thrown an 

air of embarrassed gloom over all; and, for some moments, a profound silence was maintained, during which I 

could not help feeling my cheeks tingle with the many burning glances of scorn or reproach cast upon me by 

the less abandoned of the party. I will even own that an intolerable weight of anxiety was for a brief instant 

lifted from my bosom by the sudden and extraordinary interruption which ensued. The wide, heavy folding 

doors of the apartment were all at once thrown open, to their full extent, with a vigorous and rushing 

impetuosity that extinguished, as if by magic, every candle in the room. Their light, in dying, enabled us just 
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to perceive that a stranger had entered, about my own height, and closely muffled in a cloak. The darkness, 

however, was now total; and we could only feel that he was standing in our midst. Before any one of us could 

recover from the extreme astonishment into which this rudeness had thrown all, we heard the voice of the 

intruder. 

"Gentlemen," he said, in a low, distinct, and never-to-be-forgotten whisper which thrilled to the very marrow 

of my bones, "Gentlemen, I make no apology for this behaviour, because in thus behaving, I am but fulfilling 

a duty. You are, beyond doubt, uninformed of the true character of the person who has to-night won at ecarte 

a large sum of money from Lord Glendinning. I will therefore put you upon an expeditious and decisive plan 

of obtaining this very necessary information. Please to examine, at your leisure, the inner linings of the cuff of 

his left sleeve, and the several little packages which may be found in the somewhat capacious pockets of his 

embroidered morning wrapper." 

While he spoke, so profound was the stillness that one might have heard a pin drop upon the floor. In ceasing, 

he departed at once, and as abruptly as he had entered. Can I -- shall I describe my sensations? -- must I say 

that I felt all the horrors of the damned? Most assuredly I had little time given for reflection. Many hands 

roughly seized me upon the spot, and lights were immediately reprocured. A search ensued. In the lining of 

my sleeve were found all the court cards essential in ecarte, and, in the pockets of my wrapper, a number of 

packs, facsimiles of those used at our sittings, with the single exception that mine were of the species called, 

technically, arrondees; the honours being slightly convex at the ends, the lower cards slightly convex at the 

sides. In this disposition, the dupe who cuts, as customary, at the length of the pack, will invariably find that 

he cuts his antagonist an honor; while the gambler, cutting at the breadth, will, as certainly, cut nothing for his 

victim which may count in the records of the game. 

Any burst of indignation upon this discovery would have affected me less than the silent contempt, or the 

sarcastic composure, with which it was received. 

"Mr. Wilson," said our host, stooping to remove from beneath his feet an exceedingly luxurious cloak of rare 

furs, "Mr. Wilson, this is your property." (The weather was cold; and, upon quitting my own room, I had 

thrown a cloak over my dressing wrapper, putting it off upon reaching the scene of play.) "I presume it is 

supererogatory to seek here (eyeing the folds of the garment with a bitter smile) for any farther evidence of 

your skill. Indeed, we have had enough. You will see the necessity, I hope, of quitting Oxford -- at all events, 

of quitting instantly my chambers." 

Abased, humbled to the dust as I then was, it is probable that I should have resented this galling language by 

immediate personal violence, had not my whole attention been at the moment arrested by a fact of the most 

startling character. The cloak which I had worn was of a rare description of fur; how rare, how extravagantly 

costly, I shall not venture to say. Its fashion, too, was of my own fantastic invention; for I was fastidious to an 

absurd degree of coxcombry, in matters of this frivolous nature. When, therefore, Mr. Preston reached me that 

which he had picked up upon the floor, and near the folding doors of the apartment, it was with an 

astonishment nearly bordering upon terror, that I perceived my own already hanging on my arm, (where I had 

no doubt unwittingly placed it,) and that the one presented me was but its exact counterpart in every, in even 

the minutest possible particular. The singular being who had so disastrously exposed me, had been muffled, I 

remembered, in a cloak; and none had been worn at all by any of the members of our party with the exception 

of myself. Retaining some presence of mind, I took the one offered me by Preston; placed it, unnoticed, over 

my own; left the apartment with a resolute scowl of defiance; and, next morning ere dawn of day, commenced 

a hurried journey from Oxford to the continent, in a perfect agony of horror and of shame. 
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I fled in vain. My evil destiny pursued me as if in exultation, and proved, indeed, that the exercise of its 

mysterious dominion had as yet only begun. Scarcely had I set foot in Paris ere I had fresh evidence of the 

detestable interest taken by this Wilson in my concerns. Years flew, while I experienced no relief. Villain! -- 

at Rome, with how untimely, yet with how spectral an officiousness, stepped he in between me and my 

ambition! At Vienna, too -- at Berlin -- and at Moscow! Where, in truth, had I not bitter cause to curse him 

within my heart? From his inscrutable tyranny did I at length flee, panic-stricken, as from a pestilence; and to 

the very ends of the earth I fled in vain. 

And again, and again, in secret communion with my own spirit, would I demand the questions "Who is he? -- 

whence came he? -- and what are his objects?" But no answer was there found. And then I scrutinized, with a 

minute scrutiny, the forms, and the methods, and the leading traits of his impertinent supervision. But even 

here there was very little upon which to base a conjecture. It was noticeable, indeed, that, in no one of the 

multiplied instances in which he had of late crossed my path, had he so crossed it except to frustrate those 

schemes, or to disturb those actions, which, if fully carried out, might have resulted in bitter mischief. Poor 

justification this, in truth, for an authority so imperiously assumed! Poor indemnity for natural rights of self-

agency so pertinaciously, so insultingly denied! 

I had also been forced to notice that my tormentor, for a very long period of time, (while scrupulously and 

with miraculous dexterity maintaining his whim of an identity of apparel with myself,) had so contrived it, in 

the execution of his varied interference with my will, that I saw not, at any moment, the features of his face. 

Be Wilson what he might, this, at least, was but the veriest of affectation, or of folly. Could he, for an instant, 

have supposed that, in my admonisher at Eton -- in the destroyer of my honor at Oxford, -- in him who 

thwarted my ambition at Rome, my revenge at Paris, my passionate love at Naples, or what he falsely termed 

my avarice in Egypt, -- that in this, my arch-enemy and evil genius, could fall to recognise the William 

Wilson of my school boy days, -- the namesake, the companion, the rival, -- the hated and dreaded rival at Dr. 

Bransby's? Impossible! -- But let me hasten to the last eventful scene of the drama. 

Thus far I had succumbed supinely to this imperious domination. The sentiment of deep awe with which I 

habitually regarded the elevated character, the majestic wisdom, the apparent omnipresence and omnipotence 

of Wilson, added to a feeling of even terror, with which certain other traits in his nature and assumptions 

inspired me, had operated, hitherto, to impress me with an idea of my own utter weakness and helplessness, 

and to suggest an implicit, although bitterly reluctant submission to his arbitrary will. But, of late days, I had 

given myself up entirely to wine; and its maddening influence upon my hereditary temper rendered me more 

and more impatient of control. I began to murmur, -- to hesitate, -- to resist. And was it only fancy which 

induced me to believe that, with the increase of my own firmness, that of my tormentor underwent a 

proportional diminution? Be this as it may, I now began to feel the inspiration of a burning hope, and at length 

nurtured in my secret thoughts a stern and desperate resolution that I would submit no longer to be enslaved. 

It was at Rome, during the Carnival of 18 -- , that I attended a masquerade in the palazzo of the Neapolitan 

Duke Di Broglio. I had indulged more freely than usual in the excesses of the wine-table; and now the 

suffocating atmosphere of the crowded rooms irritated me beyond endurance. The difficulty, too, of forcing 

my way through the mazes of the company contributed not a little to the ruffling of my temper; for I was 

anxiously seeking, (let me not say with what unworthy motive) the young, the gay, the beautiful wife of the 

aged and doting Di Broglio. With a too unscrupulous confidence she had previously communicated to me the 

secret of the costume in which she would be habited, and now, having caught a glimpse of her person, I was 

hurrying to make my way into her presence. -- At this moment I felt a light hand placed upon my shoulder, 

and that ever-remembered, low, damnable whisper within my ear. 
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In an absolute phrenzy of wrath, I turned at once upon him who had thus interrupted me, and seized him 

violently by tile collar. He was attired, as I had expected, in a costume altogether similar to my own; wearing 

a Spanish cloak of blue velvet, begirt about the waist with a crimson belt sustaining a rapier. A mask of black 

silk entirely covered his face. 

"Scoundrel!" I said, in a voice husky with rage, while every syllable I uttered seemed as new fuel to my fury, 

"scoundrel! impostor! accursed villain! you shall not -- you shall not dog me unto death! Follow me, or I stab 

you where you stand!" -- and I broke my way from the ball-room into a small ante-chamber adjoining -- 

dragging him unresistingly with me as I went. 

Upon entering, I thrust him furiously from me. He staggered against the wall, while I closed the door with an 

oath, and commanded him to draw. He hesitated but for an instant; then, with a slight sigh, drew in silence, 

and put himself upon his defence. 

The contest was brief indeed. I was frantic with every species of wild excitement, and felt within my single 

arm the energy and power of a multitude. In a few seconds I forced him by sheer strength against the 

wainscoting, and thus, getting him at mercy, plunged my sword, with brute ferocity, repeatedly through and 

through his bosom. 

At that instant some person tried the latch of the door. I hastened to prevent an intrusion, and then 

immediately returned to my dying antagonist. But what human language can adequately portray that 

astonishment, that horror which possessed me at the spectacle then presented to view? The brief moment in 

which I averted my eyes had been sufficient to produce, apparently, a material change in the arrangements at 

the upper or farther end of the room. A large mirror, -- so at first it seemed to me in my confusion -- now 

stood where none had been perceptible before; and, as I stepped up to it in extremity of terror, mine own 

image, but with features all pale and dabbled in blood, advanced to meet me with a feeble and tottering gait. 

Thus it appeared, I say, but was not. It was my antagonist -- it was Wilson, who then stood before me in the 

agonies of his dissolution. His mask and cloak lay, where he had thrown them, upon the floor. Not a thread in 

all his raiment -- not a line in all the marked and singular lineaments of his face which was not, even in the 

most absolute identity, mine own! 

It was Wilson; but he spoke no longer in a whisper, and I could have fancied that I myself was speaking while 

he said: 

"You have conquered, and I yield. Yet, henceforward art thou also dead -- dead to the World, to Heaven and 

to Hope! In me didst thou exist -- and, in my death, see by this image, which is thine own, how utterly thou 

hast murdered thyself." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/william-wilson 
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Controlling tiny eye movements may lead to better vision 

By Ben Coxworth 

 

By tracking and compensating for test subjects' "fixational eye movements," scientists have shown that such 

movements may help maintain 20/20 vision 

Dragonfly666/Depositphotos 

One would think that having normal 20/20 vision is due mainly to the anatomical characteristics of the eye. 

According to a new study, however, tiny eye movements play a large role – and the findings could lead to 

new treatments for poor sight. 

For some time now, scientists have been aware of continuous, involuntary, minuscule shifts in a person's 

gaze, known as fixational eye movements. Because these movements are so small, we're not even aware that 

they're taking place. 

Previously, it was thought that they played no significant role in how people see the world. More recently, 

though, it was found that by shifting an image across the retina, these movements expose more of the retina's 

https://newatlas.com/author/ben-coxworth/
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light-sensing cells to that image. It has been theorized that as a result, the brain is better able to "see" what the 

eyes are looking at. 

Led by Prof. Michele Rucci and grad student Janis Intoy, researchers at the University of Rochester decided 

to put this theory to the test. They started by having a group of volunteers with 20/20 vision view a standard 

Snellen eye chart, which was displayed on a video screen. Snellen charts are the type with 11 lines of letters, 

with the letters in each row being smaller than those in the row above. 

When the test subjects initially viewed the chart from a distance of 20 feet (6 m), they could accurately make 

out the letters down to at least the eighth row. This is standard for people with 20/20 vision. 

In a second round of tests, however, the chart moved around slightly on the screen, automatically 

compensating for the participants' fixational eye movements in real time. This meant that the image of the 

chart was exposed to fewer of their retinas' receptor cells. The test subjects were thus (on average) only to 

able to read down to the sixth line, indicating sub-par 20/30 vision. 

More research still needs to be conducted, although it is now conceivable that by undergoing therapy to help 

improve their motor control, near- or farsighted people could experience an improvement in their vision. 

"We found that achieving 20/20 vision is not only the outcome of good optics and a healthy retina but also 

fine motor control, to a level that eludes awareness," says Rucci. "Impairment in visual acuity may originate 

from eye movements, a factor that is presently not monitored at all." 

A paper on the study was published this week in the journal Nature Communications. 

Source: University of Rochester via EurekAlert 

We recommend 

Retinal Stabilization, Biorobotics and the Science of Vision 

Editors, Medgadget, 2007 

Raindrop Near Vision Inlay Reshapes Cornea to Help Eye Focus 

Editors, Medgadget, 2016 

Curvilinear Camera Adds Zoom Features For an Even Closer Look at Your Innards 

Scott Jung, Medgadget, 2011 

Monash Vision Group’s Bionic Eye On Track For a 2014 Debut 

Scott Jung, Medgadget, 2012 
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VisionCare’s Micro-telescope Prosthesis Close to FDA Approval 

Editors, Medgadget, 2007 

ZEISS Digital Lenses to Help Reduce Eye Fatigue from Using Mobile Devices (VIDEO) 

Editors, Medgadget, 2014 

Ben Coxworth 

Based out of Edmonton, Canada, Ben Coxworth has been writing for New Atlas since 2009 and is presently 

Managing Editor for North America. An experienced freelance writer, he previously obtained an English BA 

from the University of Saskatchewan, then spent over 20 years working in various markets as a television 

reporter, producer and news videographer. Ben is particularly interested in scientific innovation, human-

powered transportation, and the marine environment. 
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VIA GROVE PRESS 

Poverty, Anxiety, and Gender in Scottish Working-Class Literature 

Douglas Stuart Offers a Reading List in Response to 

"The Glasgow Effect" 

By Douglas Stuart 

I grew up in a house without books, which was not unusual for the time or the place. The working men who 

surrounded me bent steel for a living, they built fine ships, or traveled miles into the earth to hack away at 

coalfaces. We sons took after our fathers. We kicked things—first it was footballs, then it was each other—

and as we grew, we had little time for books. We sought apprenticeships or we learned trades. We were 

proud, we were useful. 

But the ruling conservative government cared nothing for the honest, working poor. They set about 

privatizing most manufacturing, removing all support for nationalized labor. In doing so Margaret Thatcher 

decimated the working man. Her policies swept all heavy industry from the west coast of Scotland in the span 

of a single generation and did it with all the disregard of a government separated by distance and several 

social classes. Steel, ships, coal, all gone. The men had nowhere to turn and they became chronically 

unemployed. They were emasculated and sent by a woman (no less) to rot away their lives into rented settees. 

The west coast of Scotland in the 1970s and 80s was a place of mass unemployment, sink estates and 

pervasive blight. The absolute lack of opportunity ushered in decades of drink and drug abuse that saw life 

expectancy drop to some of the lowest levels in Western Europe. “The Glasgow Effect,” describes the 

https://groveatlantic.com/book/shuggie-bain/
https://lithub.com/author/douglasstuart/
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invisible factors that reduces a man’s life expectancy based on the housing scheme he lives on. Even today, a 

man from the precarious under-class of Glasgow will die approximately 11 years before a man who still has a 

job, who still has a little hope. 

It’s hard to find a silver lining amongst this deprivation, but if there is one, perhaps it is that these conditions 

laid the fertile ground that would germinate some absolute masterpieces of the written word. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

The joy of reading came to me much later in life. When you grow up amongst these conditions it can be hard 

to find the peace to be able to turn inwards into books. Books are an escape, yes, but it was only when I 

started to see my own world, my own people on the pages before me, that I discovered the true power of 

words. Books are a window, a dream, an education; but sometimes, and as importantly, they are a record that 

we, and those like us, are here. These are the books that make me feel seen. 

*  

 

How Late It Was, How Late (1994) by James Kelman 

This is an unapologetic, unflinching book, that has been described by some as comfortless. Personally, I find 

this to be high praise, rather than a point of criticism. Sammy, a vexsome Glaswegian drunk, has just woken 

up in a police cell after a multi-day bender. He wakes up completely blind, and what happens next only gets 

stranger as he tries to find his way home, cope with his new disability, and locate his missing girlfriend. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780393327991
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The Glaswegian patter rattles in your mind as you journey across the city with Sammy, and deeper into his 

blindness and paranoia as he deals with inefficient bureaucracies and malevolent policemen. 

When I first came to this book I was both thrilled and surprised that it had won the Man Booker Prize. It 

famously split the judging panel between those who saw the genius that it was and those who walked out in 

protest because they found it low, vulgar, obscene in its everyday foul dialect—literally “literary vandalism.” 

As a Scottish-American writer, the criticism of this book muted me. On my worst days I can feel like I am not 

worthy; that I’m not educated enough, that my regional tongue is not sufficiently elevated to be committed to 

the page. It’s then that I think of this book and I’m reminded of its power. Kelman wrote every word in truth, 

and he did it brilliantly. It’s an unforgettable piece of fiction. 

 

The Trick Is to Keep Breathing (1989) by Janice Galloway 

“I have lost the ease of being inside my own skin.” Joy—a misnomer—is crumbling. She is grieving the death 

of her mother and the accidental drowning of her married lover while succumbing to increased isolation and 

depression fueled by anorexia and alcoholism. 

The first time I read this book I was too young to appreciate its psychological realism. It is a shocking and 

darkly funny portrait of mental illness, loneliness and waste. It won the Whitbread First Novel prize because 

Galloway writes with a startling clarity. I am in awe of the closeness with which Galloway rubs at every raw 

feeling. 

There is a rich seam in Northern fiction of the struggling soul, the alcoholic. But he is often male, and in his 

lowness we can empathize with him, and being a man we ultimately forgive him. It feels perverse to watch a 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781564780812
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woman go through the same self-destruction. It’s wrong, but you somehow feel more disappointed in her 

struggle. But that is a harmful taboo. 

I grew up around disintegrating women, not just inside my own home, but for streets and streets around. In 

the early ’80s there always seemed to be a mother, a wife, collapsing under the suffocating weight of having 

nothing better to look forward to. This is the book that encouraged me to commit to my character of Agnes 

Bain at her worst, because Galloway presents her own flawed heroine and never once looks away. The author 

shows us how close to disaster we all are, how grief and loss can wreck us in a moment; how everyday can be 

a struggle when life becomes too flat to care. 

 

Young Adam (1954) by Alexander Trocchi 

I admire this novel because Trocchi gave us an irredeemable hero and still managed to make us care for him. 

Joe is a total user. He is a bargehand, ferrying coal between Glasgow and Edinburgh. We see him find the 

body of a young woman floating in the canal and come to learn that he might know more than he lets on. 

When he seduces his boss’s wife and then cruelly discards her, we are painted a portrait of a selfish man who 

is losing his sexual charisma—when he had little else besides. 

Underneath the story of a dead girl is the tale of survival. It shows us how little value can be placed on others, 

when you feel like your own life is not worth much at all. It is about how people use one another in order to 

save themselves; and also how people let others fall to ruin in the hope that they may be spared a little while 

longer. It’s a lovely portrait of a coward. 

All the characters in Trocchi’s novel seem destined to unhappiness, being unfeeling, self-serving creatures. It 

is a claustrophobic study in how men and women can use each other, a frank look at casual sex regardless of 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780802126177
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finer feelings. The author shows us how sex is a currency. How when you have nothing else to barter, then 

coupling can take on a desperate, mercenary need. 

 

Trainspotting (1993) by Irvine Welsh 

I hated Trainspotting in the 90s. As a boy who grew up with an addict for a mother, I couldn’t bear what I saw 

as the glorification of junkies and drunks. It was an earth-shaking cultural moment and then to see middle-

class university students go on a poverty safari and ape the skag-chic that was decimating my hometown was 

galling to me. I hated it. But in the end the failing was all mine. This book is a classic for all times. It is 

excellent. 

We follow a clutch of Edinburgh junkies and loose friends as they weave together in an out of different 

stories, some comedic, some utterly tragic. We are drawn to the protagonist Mark Renton, but the smaller 

scenes that were left on the page and were not in the movie are where the real magic happens for me. Renton 

is a gallus character: nihilistic, selfish, but deeply endearing as he rails against conformity, as he destroys 

himself even though he has so much to live for. 

As HIV starts to sweep the city, we get clear-eyed insight into the cost of addiction and the randomness of its 

scourge. Despite the bleak subject matter this books sings, and in the darkest moments it shines with humor. 

Every character here is alive—unlikeable or severely damaged perhaps—but they are still more alive than 

most. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780393314809
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Gentlemen of the West (1984) by Agnes Owens 

Agnes Owens is one of the most detailed observers of working-class life that I have ever read. Owens was 

declared “the most unfairly neglected of all living Scottish authors” and although I agree, I also think she was 

the most special, because her writing brings a tenderness, and a kindness to a hard, industrial landscape that is 

usually dominated by men. 

This, her most famous work, tells the episodic tale of Mac, a young Glaswegian bricklayer, who is struggling 

to find direction in a city blighted with unemployment. Mac reminds me of all the young men on my 

government housing scheme, and how when everything seems so hopeless, it’s human to ask, why would you 

even bother? 

Mac’s narrow life moves between obliteration down at the local pub and the nagging claustrophobia of his 

cantankerous mother’s small tenement flat. It’s a book that is often sad, a little odd and terribly funny all at 

the exact same time. The chorus of characters shine darkly. 

Where other books in this milieu can descend into masculine violence and sexual anger, this is an intimate 

and dignified story. It’s a window into how mothers must have felt when they saw unemployment rocket to a 

crippling 28 percent and saw their husbands and sons with nowhere to turn. It is clear that Owens—who is a 

self-taught writer—brings all of her own experience to these pages. As Alasdair Gray put it; “life has taught 

her to face facts and mention them in the fewest possible words.” Her books can be hard to find in today’s 

world, but if you do, I promise you will be rewarded. 
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Morvern Callar (1995) by Alan Warner 

Set in a West-coast port town, Morvern Callar is a shelf-stacker in the local supermarket who wakes one 

morning to find her boyfriend has committed suicide. She changes the name on his unpublished manuscript 

and then hides his festering body. When the stolen manuscript becomes a success and the advances start to 

pour in, Morvern takes her one chance to escape the run-down town. 

Written in spare prose that has an insistent beat to it, this book will resonate with anyone who knows the 

sinking feeling of being stuck in a small town/small life. What I find most surprising about the novel is how it 

takes the horror of the death and dismemberment and deals with it matter-of-factly, because at the end of the 

day sometimes coping with a dire situation is all you can do; grief and anguish are luxuries not everyone can 

afford. 

I can relate to Morvern’s hedonism during the bleakest of times: how she longed for the obliteration of drink 

and parties, or the simple joy of sun on her skin after a life spent in a damp grey town. I have known a 

hundred Morverns—perhaps we all know people who are stuck—so when I saw a woman seizing her one 

horrible chance to escape her dire situation, it was hard not to cheer her on.  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780385487412
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His Bloody Project (2015) by Graeme Macrae Burnet 

The author shines a light on the hard-scrabble existence of subsistence crofting that upends the usual 

romantic, peaceful image of the Scottish Highlands. He shows what rural life was truly like post the Highland 

Clearances; which were the enforced removal of tenants from farming land by absentee landlords, in order to 

allow sheep to graze for higher profit. It was a mass eviction, which resulted in one of the largest, and mostly 

unheard of, refugee crises in European history. 

Set in 1869 the story is centered around a brutal triple murder in the Scottish Highlands. The anti-hero, 

Roderick Macrae, is a bright boy who cannot escape his crofting community because he cannot be spared 

from working the intractable land. His isolated village is suffocating him, with its small slights and petty 

abuses of power. 

Longlisted for the 2016 Man Booker Prize, at first pass this is a literary thriller, a crime procedural of sorts. 

It’s also a fascinating class study, of how even at the bottom of society, people still struggle to create a 

hierarchy no matter how minute the distinction. As a society we are returning to a time when right-wing 

politicians bark at the poor to help themselves. This is a book that should remind us that poverty is a trap; that 

hardworking people cannot always escape the grinding workloads of their day-to-day in order to set their 

sights on the far horizon.  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781628728309
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Lowborn (2019) by Kerry Hudson  

Infuriatingly, around a third of all children living in the United Kingdom today still live in poverty. This brave 

nonfiction book charts the experiences of the author growing up in some of the most deprived housing estates 

in the UK. Raised by a single mother gripped by addiction, the author scored eight-out-of-ten on the 

government’s “Adverse Childhood Experiences” scale that measures childhood trauma. 

As Hudson revisits the housing schemes and hardships of her childhood, she does it with rare grace, a desire 

to understand without anger or judgement. As a writer who was fortunate enough to have access to a good 

education, I am now closer to the middle class than the underclass that I grew up in. This in itself can feel like 

a betrayal of those I love, those who made me who I am. 

It’s always hard to write about growing up poor. It’s a delicate subject to capture without being perceived as 

condemning the circumstances or the other people who were present. But there is definitely a need to be 

honest about how brutally hard it is, how detrimental it is to children, and Hudson does this clearly and with 

well-considered feeling. Her book is a masterclass in empathy. As the author herself states: she was always 

proud to be working class, but she was never proud to be poor. 

__________________________________ 
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Douglas Stuart’s debut novel Shuggie Bain is available from Grove Press. 

Agnes OwensAlan WarnerDouglas StuartGraeme Macrae BurnetGrove PressJames KelmanJanice 

GallowayKerry HudsonMargaret Thatcherneoliberalismreading listScotlandShuggie Bainworking class 

literature 

 

 

 

 

Douglas Stuart 

Douglas Stuart was born and raised in Glasgow. After graduating from the Royal College of Art in London, 

he moved to New York City, where he began a career in fashion design. Shuggie Bain is his first novel. 

https://lithub.com/poverty-anxiety-and-gender-in-scottish-working-class-literature/ 

https://groveatlantic.com/book/shuggie-bain/
https://lithub.com/tag/agnes-owens/
https://lithub.com/tag/alan-warner/
https://lithub.com/tag/douglas-stuart/
https://lithub.com/tag/graeme-macrae-burnet/
https://lithub.com/tag/grove-press/
https://lithub.com/tag/james-kelman/
https://lithub.com/tag/janice-galloway/
https://lithub.com/tag/janice-galloway/
https://lithub.com/tag/kerry-hudson/
https://lithub.com/tag/margaret-thatcher/
https://lithub.com/tag/neoliberalism/
https://lithub.com/tag/reading-list/
https://lithub.com/tag/scotland/
https://lithub.com/tag/shuggie-bain/
https://lithub.com/tag/working-class-literature/
https://lithub.com/tag/working-class-literature/
https://lithub.com/author/douglasstuart/
https://lithub.com/poverty-anxiety-and-gender-in-scottish-working-class-literature/
https://lithub.com/author/douglasstuart/
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Here and Now: An Illustrated Guided Meditation Inviting the Practice of Noticing as a Portal to 

Presence 

A sensorial serenade to the art of awareness. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Looking back on the most important things I have learned about life, I keep returning to a central paradox of 

our culture: We know that the flower doesn’t go from bud to blossom in one spritely burst, yet we crave 

stories of overnight success and spontaneous self-actualization, disinterested in the tedium of the blossoming, 

in the incremental ripening by which we become who we are, the innumerable tiny choices, the imperceptibly 

small steps by which we pave the path to our own destiny in the very act of walking it. We are each a 

continuous becoming, our future a rosary of presents strung along the strand of presence — presence with the 

smallest corpuscles of existence: the smell of a neighbor’s curry slipping through the window cracked in 

midwinter, the atlas of wrinkles on the hands of the cashier scanning the box of strawberries at the grocery 

store. Sensing, noticing — the raw materials of presence, and thus the elemental stardust of our becoming. 

Emerson knew this when he reflected on how to live with presence and authenticity in a culture of busyness 

and surfaces a century and a half before the Age of Haste: 

Life goes headlong… Now pause, now possession is required, and the power to swell the moment from the 

resources of our own heart until it supersedes sun & moon & solar system in its expanding immensity. 

That is what author Julia Denos and illustrator E.B. Goodale invite in Here and Now (public library) — a kind 

of illustrated guided meditation, tender and soulful, and a splendid belated addition to the loveliest children’s 

books of 2019. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/23/13-learnings-13-years/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/28/emerson-journals-surfaces/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/02/28/emerson-journals-surfaces/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/here-and-now/oclc/1119986376?referer=br&ht=edition
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/16/favorite-childrens-books-of-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/16/favorite-childrens-books-of-2019/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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The book begins where all presence must always begin — exactly where we are: The reader is invited to 

attend to the actuality of reading — the sensorial meta-reality of being with the book. Presence then radiates 

outward in widening circles of awareness — the floor under the feet, the grass and soil under the floor, the 

earthworms and fossils in the the hidden universe of the underland. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/16/underland-robert-macfarlane/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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We are reminded that the Earth is spinning in the vast expanse of spacetime, and so are we, along with it; that 

during each now we experience here, countless things are happening in countless elsewheres — “rain is 

forming in the belly of a cloud,” “an ant has finished its home on the other side of the planet,” “an idea is 

blooming,” “grass is pushing up through cement,” “unseen work is being done.” 

 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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What emerges is a delicate reminder that we snatch our freeze-frame of life from the simultaneity of 

existence. “Right here, right now, YOU are becoming,” Denos writes. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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In a postscript, Denos explains that the book grew out of a poem she had written as part of her meditation 

practice — a kind of lyric breathwork. Two millennia after Seneca offered his Stoic’s key to living with 

presence and a generation after Wendell Berry began his formula for how to be a poet and a complete human 

being with “Make a place to sit down. Sit down. Be quiet,” she writes: 

Meditation is just another way of noticing and a little bit like magic. It brings us, just as we are, into the 

present moment, just as it is. This freedom is a place I call “Here and Now.” It is a land well known by young 

children and plants and animals; it is a place and possibility root, a place where we feel connected to the 

greater unfolding story. Sometimes, when our minds and bodies are busy, we forget how to get back. But all 

we need to do to return again is to notice the world around us. We don’t need to sit down, or stop what we are 

doing. We don’t even need to close our eyes. Let’s open our senses instead. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/17/seneca-letter-1-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/17/seneca-letter-1-time/
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/1328465640/braipick-20
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Complement Here and Now with Be Still, Life — a kindred-spirited songlike illustrated invitation to living 

with presence — and Sidewalk Flowers — a picture-book serenade to the art of noticing — then revisit Annie 

Dillard’s timeless clarion call for choosing presence over productivity, Hermann Hesse on breaking the trance 

of busyness by learning to savor the little joys, and poet Ross Gay’s yearlong experiment in training the 

delight muscle. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/16/here-and-now-denos-

goodale/?mc_cid=d199a7942d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/06/01/be-still-life-ohara-hale/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/17/sidewalk-flowers/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/06/07/annie-dillard-the-writing-life-1/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/06/hermann-hesse-little-joys-my-belief/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/06/hermann-hesse-little-joys-my-belief/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/01/ross-gay-book-of-delights/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/01/ross-gay-book-of-delights/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/16/here-and-now-denos-goodale/?mc_cid=d199a7942d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/16/here-and-now-denos-goodale/?mc_cid=d199a7942d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1328465640/braipick-20
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Melting ice floods the Arctic with fresh water, and it may cool Europe 

By Nick Lavars 

 

Sea ice coverage in the Arctic has declined significantly over the last few decades 

NASA/Kathryn Hansen 

The Arctic is undergoing a significant transformation as a result of climate change, with the warmer 

conditions thawing out its sea ice at an increasingly alarming rate. A new NASA-led study has illuminated 

one of the consequences of this, with satellite data revealing that the ice melt is flooding one of the region’s 

significant ocean currents with fresh water, which the scientists believe could have a ripple effect across the 

Atlantic and lead to a cooler Western Europe. 

For decades, scientists have been keeping a close eye on Arctic sea ice coverage as an indicator of a warming 

planet. One 2016 NASA study found the total coverage at the height of the melting season was 40 percent less 

than in the late 1970s. Another study from Britain’s University of Exeter last year predicted that the Arctic 

Ocean could experience an ice-free summer within the next 20 years. Today, NASA calculates that Arctic sea 

ice is declining at a rate of 12.85 percent per decade. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/six-month-arctic-ice/44442/
https://newatlas.com/arctic-ocean-ice-thaw-summer/58682/
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NASA calculates that Arctic sea ice is declining at a rate of 12.85 percent per decade 

 

NSIDC/NASA 

In a new study, NASA scientists have drawn on 12 years of satellite data to track the behavior of one of the 

region’s major ocean currents. Called the Beaufort Gyre, this circular current is key to keeping the 

environment balanced, gathering fresh water from melting glaciers, rain and river run off which sits above the 

warmer saltier water to prevent the thawing of sea ice. 

But the team’s analysis has revealed that the Beaufort Gyre is now taking in unprecedented amounts of fresh 

water, enough to almost fill Lake Michigan twice over since the 1990s. According to the scientists, this is 

being driven by the significant loss of sea ice in the summer and autumn, which also makes the Beaufort Gyre 

more exposed to winds. 

Normally, the gyre gradually releases its fresh water supplies into the Atlantic Ocean, but these increased 

winds are causing it to spin faster and faster, trapping the fresh water within the current instead. Traditionally, 

these winds change direction every five to seven years, but for the last 20 have persistently blown the current 

in a westerly direction. Were the wind to suddenly change direction now, all that built up fresh water could be 

pumped into the Atlantic Ocean at once. 

"If the Beaufort Gyre were to release the excess fresh water into the Atlantic Ocean, it could potentially slow 

down its circulation,” says Tom Armitage, lead author of the study and polar scientist at NASA's Jet 

https://newatlas.com/environment/melting-ice-floods-arctic-fresh-water-cool-europe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593#gallery:2
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Propulsion Laboratory in Pasadena, California. “And that would have hemisphere-wide implications for the 

climate, especially in Western Europe.” 

This is due to how the Beaufort Gyre interacts with another current important for the Earth’s climate called 

the Atlantic Meridional Overturning Circulation. When fresh water is released from the Arctic into the North 

Atlantic Ocean, it cools, sinks to the bottom and pushes water south toward the tropics, before carrying heat 

from the tropics back toward northern regions of the planet like Europe and North America. 

If the Atlantic Meridional Overturning Circulation was to be slowed down in a significant way, it could 

disrupt one of the key systems that regulate the Earth’s climate. The scientists continue to closely monitor the 

Beaufort Gyre for this reason. 

"What this study is showing is that the loss of sea ice has really important impacts on our climate system that 

we're only just discovering," says Alex Petty, co-author of the study. 

The research was published in the journal Nature Communications. 

Source: NASA 
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https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-020-14449-z
https://climate.nasa.gov/news/2950/arctic-ice-melt-is-changing-ocean-currents/
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Powered by 

Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 https://newatlas.com/environment/melting-ice-floods-arctic-fresh-water-cool-

europe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-

92970593   

https://www.trendmd.com/how-it-works-readers
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/environment/melting-ice-floods-arctic-fresh-water-cool-europe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/melting-ice-floods-arctic-fresh-water-cool-europe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/melting-ice-floods-arctic-fresh-water-cool-europe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/melting-ice-floods-arctic-fresh-water-cool-europe/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=f2b2620a2f-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_02_10_09_25&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-f2b2620a2f-92970593
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How Do You Know That You Love Somebody? Philosopher Martha Nussbaum’s Incompleteness 

Theorem of the Heart’s Truth, from Plato to Proust 

“The alternations between love and its denial, suffering and denial of suffering … constitute the most 

essential and ubiquitous structural feature of the human heart.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“The state of enchantment is one of certainty,” W.H. Auden wrote in his commonplace book. “When 

enchanted, we neither believe nor doubt nor deny: we know, even if, as in the case of a false enchantment, our 

knowledge is self-deception.” Nowhere is our capacity for enchantment, nor our capacity for self-deception, 

greater than in love — the region of human experience where the path to truth is most obstructed by the 

bramble of rationalization and where we are most likely to be kidnapped by our own delicious delusions. 

There, it is perennially difficult to know what we really want; difficult to distinguish between love and lust; 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/10/w-h-auden-commonplace-book-doubt-truth-enchantment/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/01/12/julian-fellowes-snobs-love-lust/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/16/milan-kundera-unbearable-lightness-of-being/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/23/is-sex-necessary-e-b-white-james-thurber/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0195074858/braipick-20
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difficult not to succumb to our perilous tendency to idealize; difficult to reconcile the closeness needed for 

intimacy with the psychological distance needed for desire. 

How, then, do we really know that we love another person? 

That’s what Martha Nussbaum, whom I continue to consider the most compelling philosopher of our time, 

examines in her 1990 book Love’s Knowledge: Essays on Philosophy and Literature (public library) — the 

sandbox in which Nussbaum worked out the ideas that would become, a decade later, her incisive treatise 

on the intelligence of emotions. 

Martha Nussbaum 

Devising a sort of incompleteness theorem of the heart’s truth, Nussbaum writes: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/11/29/stendhal-on-love-crystallization/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/13/mating-in-captivity-esther-perel/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/13/mating-in-captivity-esther-perel/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0195074858/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/loves-knowledge-essays-on-philosophy-and-literature/oclc/20354452&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/23/martha-nussbaum-upheavals-of-thought-neediness/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0195074858/braipick-20
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We deceive ourselves about love — about who; and how; and when; and whether. We also discover and 

correct our self-deceptions. The forces making for both deception and unmasking here are various and 

powerful: the unsurpassed danger, the urgent need for protection and self-sufficiency, the opposite and equal 

need for joy and communication and connection. Any of these can serve either truth or falsity, as the occasion 

demands. The difficulty then becomes: how in the midst of this confusion (and delight and pain) do we know 

what view of ourselves, what parts of ourselves, to trust? Which stories about the condition of the heart are 

the reliable ones and which the self-deceiving fictions? We find ourselves asking where, in this plurality of 

discordant voices with which we address ourselves on this topic of perennial self-interest, is the criterion of 

truth? (And what does it mean to look for a criterion here? Could that demand itself be a tool of self-

deception?) 

With an eye to Proust’s In Search of Lost Time and its central theme of how our intellect blinds us to the 

wisdom of the heart, Nussbaum contemplates the nature of those experiences “in which the self-protective 

tissue of rationalization is in a moment cut through, as if by a surgeon’s knife”: Proust’s protagonist, Marcel, 

has rationally convinced himself that he no longer loves his beloved, Albertine, but is jolted into confronting 

the falsity of that rationalization upon receiving news of her death; in the shock of his intense sorrow, he 

instantly gains the knowledge, far deeper and more sinewy than the intellect’s, that he did, in fact, love 

Albertine. 

In a testament to Proust’s assertion that “the end of a book’s wisdom appears to us as merely the start of our 

own,” Nussbaum writes: 

Proust tells us that the sort of knowledge of the heart we need in this case cannot be given us by the sciences 

of psychology, or, indeed, by any sort of scientific use of intellect. Knowledge of the heart must come from 

the heart — from and in its pains and longings, its emotional responses. 

Such a conception of love’s knowledge, to be sure, stands radically against the long intellectual tradition of 

rationalism stretching from Plato to Locke like an enormous string of reason that plays only one note, deaf to 

the symphonic complexity of the emotional universe. The Proustian view calls for a restoration of lost nuance. 

Pointing to “the pseudotruths of the intellect,” Nussbaum revisits Marcel’s predicament, wherein the intellect 

has imposed an illusory sense of order and structure upon the entropy of the emotions: 

The shock of loss and the attendant welling up of pain show him that his theories were forms of self-deceptive 

rationalization — not only false about his condition but also manifestations and accomplices of a reflex to 

deny and close off one’s vulnerabilities that Proust finds to be very deep in all of human life. The primary and 

most ubiquitous form of this reflex is seen in the operations of habit, which makes the pain of our 

vulnerability tolerable to us by concealing need, concealing particularity (hence vulnerability to loss), 

concealing all the pain-inflicting features of the world — simply making us used to them, dead to their 

assaults. When we are used to them we do not feel them or long for them in the same way; we are no longer 

so painfully afflicted by our failure to control and possess them. Marcel has been able to conclude that he is 

not in love with Albertine, in part because he is used to her. His calm, methodical intellectual scrutiny is 

powerless to dislodge this “dream deity, so riveted to one’s being, its insignificant face so incrusted in one’s 

heart.” Indeed, it fails altogether to discern the all-important distinction between the face of habit and the true 

face of the heart. 

Nussbaum considers how our over-reliance on the intellect for clarity about love produces instead a kind of 

myopia: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/08/12/proust-love-intellect/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/08/12/proust-love-intellect/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/20/proust-on-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/20/proust-on-reading/
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Illustration from An ABZ of Love, Kurt 

Vonnegut’s favorite vintage Danish guide to sexuality 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/12/05/an-abz-of-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/12/05/an-abz-of-love/
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Intellect’s account of psychology lacks all sense of proportion and depth and importance… [Such a] cost-

benefit analysis of the heart — the only comparative assessment of which intellect, by itself, is capable — is 

bound, Proust suggests, to miss differences of depth. Not only to miss them, but to impede their recognition. 

Cost-benefit analysis is a way of comforting oneself, of putting oneself in control by pretending that all losses 

can be made up by sufficient quantities of something else. This stratagem opposes the recognition of love — 

and, indeed, love itself. 

[…] 

To remove such powerful obstacles to truth, we require the instrument that is “the subtlest, most powerful, 

most appropriate for grasping the truth.” This instrument is given to us in suffering. 

Half a century after Simone Weil made her compelling case for why suffering is a greater clarifying force 

than intellectual discipline, Nussbaum examines this antidote to the intellect’s self-delusion by quoting 

directly from Proust: 

Our intelligence, however lucid, cannot perceive the elements that compose it and remain unsuspected so long 

as, from the volatile state in which they generally exist, a phenomenon capable of isolating them has not 

subjected them to the first stages of solidification. I had been mistaken in thinking that I could see clearly into 

my own heart. But this knowledge, which the shrewdest perceptions of the mind would not have given me, 

had now been brought to me, hard, glittering, strange, like a crystallised salt, by the abrupt reaction of pain. 

Central to this method of truth-seeking is what Nussbaum calls catalepsis — “a condition of certainty and 

confidence from which nothing can dislodge us.” To be cataleptic — from the Greek katalēptikē, derived 

from the verb katalambanein, meaning “to apprehend,” “to firmly grasp” — is to have a firm grasp of reality. 

But, of course, the implied antinomy is that because reality is inherently slippery, either the firmness of such 

catalepsis or its conception of reality is false. 

Noting the pre-Socratic Greek philosopher Zeno’s view that we gain knowledge of the heart’s truth through 

powerful impressions that come directly from reality, Nussbaum returns to Proust’s Marcel: 

The impression [that he loves Albertine] comes upon Marcel unbidden, unannounced, uncontrolled… 

Surprise, vivid particularity, and extreme qualitative intensity are all characteristics that are systematically 

concealed by the workings of habit, the primary form of self-deception and self-concealment. What has these 

features must have escaped the workings of self-deception, must have come from reality itself. 

We notice, finally, that the very painfulness of these impressions is essential to their cataleptic character. Our 

primary aim is to comfort ourselves, to assuage pain, to cover our wounds. Then what has the character of 

pain must have escaped these mechanisms of comfort and concealment; must, then, have come from the true 

unconcealed nature of our condition. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/12/simone-weil-pain/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/12/simone-weil-pain/
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Illustration by Julie Paschkis from Pablo Neruda: Poet of the People by Monica Brown 

And yet there exists another, more dimensional possibility. Nussbaum writes: 

For the Stoic the cataleptic impression is not simply a route to knowing; it is knowing. It doesn’t point beyond 

itself to knowledge; it goes to constitute knowledge. (Science is a system made up of katalēpseis.) If we 

follow the analogy strictly, then, we find that knowledge of our love is not the fruit of the impression of 

suffering, a fruit that might in principle have been had apart form the suffering. The suffering itself is a piece 

of self-knowing. In responding to a loss with anguish, we are grasping our love. The love is not some separate 

fact about us that is signaled by the impression; the impression reveals the love by constituting it. Love is not 

a structure in the heart waiting to be discovered; it is embodied in, made up out of, experiences of suffering. 

[…] 

Marcel is brought, then, by and in the cataleptic impression, to an acknowledgment of his love. There are 

elements of both discovery and creation here, at both the particular and general levels. Love of Albertine is 

both discovered and created. It is discovered, in that habit and intellect were masking from Marcel a 

psychological condition that was ready for suffering, and that … needed only to be affected slightly by the 

catalyst in order to turn itself into love. It is created, because love denied and successfully repressed is not 

exactly love. While he was busily denying that he loved her, he simply was not loving her. At the general 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
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level, again, Marcel both discovers and enacts a permanent underlying feature of his condition, namely, his 

neediness, his hunger for possession and completeness. That too was there in a sense before the loss, because 

that’s what human life is made of. But in denying and repressing it, Marcel became temporarily self-

sufficient, closed, and estranged from his humanity. The pain he feels for Albertine gives him access to his 

permanent underlying condition by being a case of that condition, and no such case was present a moment 

before. Before the suffering he was indeed self-deceived — both because he was denying a general structural 

feature of his humanity and because he was denying the particular readiness of his soul to feel hopeless love 

for Albertine. He was on a verge of a precipice and thought he was safely immured in his own rationality. But 

his case shows us as well how the successful denial of love is the (temporary) extinction and death of love, 

how self-deception can aim at and nearly achieve self-change. 

We now see exactly how and why Marcel’s account of self-knowledge is no simple rival to the intellectual 

account. It tells us that the intellectual account was wrong: wrong about the content of the truth about Marcel, 

wrong about the methods appropriate for gaining this knowledge, wrong as well about what sort of experience 

in and of the person knowing is. And it tells us that to try to grasp love intellectually is a way of not suffering, 

not loving — a practical rival, a stratagem of flight. 

And yet this notion of measuring love by degree of suffering seems to be a particular pathology of the human 

heart — could, Nussbaum asks, Marcel’s sorrow at the loss of Albertine be evidence not of love, or at least 

not only of love, but of grief or fear or some other constellation of contexts? She writes: 

Marcel’s relation to the science of self-knowledge now begins to look more complex than we had suspected. 

We said that the attempt to grasp love intellectually was a way of avoiding loving. We said that in the 

cataleptic impression there is acknowledgement of one’s own vulnerability and incompleteness, an end to our 

flight from ourselves. But isn’t the whole idea of basing love and its knowledge on cataleptic impressions 

itself a form of flight — from openness to the other, from all those things in love for which there is in fact no 

certain criterion? Isn’t his whole enterprise just a new and more subtle expression of the rage for control, and 

need for possession and certainty, the denial of incompleteness and neediness that characterized the 

intellectual project? Isn’t he still hungry for a science of life? 

Noting the contrast between the mutuality of love and the asymmetry of infatuation — after all, Marcel’s 

confrontation of his feelings for Albertine doesn’t require her participation at all and can be conducted as a 

wholly solitary activity — Nussbaum adds: 

What Marcel feels is a gap or lack in himself, an open wound, a blow to the heart, a hell inside himself. Is all 

of this really love of Albertine? 

[…] 

The heart and mind of another are unknowable, even unapproachable, except in fantasies and projections that 

are really elements of the knower’s own life, not the other’s. 

Proust’s protagonist arrives at this conclusion himself: 

I understood that my love was less a love for her than a love in me… It is the misfortune of beings to be for us 

nothing else but useful showcases for the contents of our own minds. 
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Art by Salvador 

Dalí for a rare edition of Dante’s Divine Comedy 

And yet this conclusion, Nussbaum argues, is but a form of self-protection — in denying one’s porousness to 

the other and instead painting love as a curious relationship with oneself, it bolsters the illusion of self-

sufficiency as a hedge against the suffering which love entails. Such a conception is ultimately a form of self-

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/21/salvador-dali-dante-divine-comedy/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/21/salvador-dali-dante-divine-comedy/
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delusion masking the true nature of love and what Nussbaum calls its “dangerous openness.” Reflecting on 

Proust’s ultimate revelation, she writes: 

Love … is a permanent structural feature of our soul. 

[…] 

The alternations between love and its denial, suffering and denial of suffering … constitute the most essential 

and ubiquitous structural feature of the human heart. In suffering we know only suffering. We call our 

rationalizations false and delusive, and we do not see to what extent they express a mechanism that is regular 

and deep in our lives. But this means that in love itself we do not yet have full knowledge of love — for we 

do not grasp its limits and boundaries. Sea creatures cannot be said to know the sea in the way that a creature 

does who can survey and dwell in both sea and land, noticing how they bound and limit one another. 

Love’s Knowledge is a revelatory read in its totality. Complement it with Adam Phillips on the interplay 

between frustration and satisfaction in love, Erich Fromm on mastering the art of loving, Alain de Botton 

on why our partners drive us mad, and Esther Perel on the central paradox of love, then revisit Nussbaum 

on anger and forgiveness, agency and victimhood, the intelligence of the emotions, and how to live with our 

human fragility. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/16/martha-nussbaum-loves-

knowledge/?mc_cid=ecc0a280fe&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 
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At the Grave of Elizabeth Bishop 

by Henri Cole 
Issue no. 164 (Winter 2002–2003) 

I, detaching myself from the human I, Henri, 

without thick eyeglasses or rubberized white skin, 

stretched out like a sinewy cat in the brown grass 

to see what I felt, wrapping my tail around me, 

hiding my eyes. 

                I slept. I waited. I sucked air, 

instead of milk. I listened to pigeons murmuring. 

Scratching my ear, I couldn't tell if I was male or female. 

The bundled energy of my life drifted along 

somewhere between pain and pleasure, 

until a deerfly launched an attack 

and anger, like a florist's scissors, 

pinched the bright chrysanthemum of my brain. 

Overhead, the long enfolding branches, 

weighted down with Venetian green, 

suffused the air with possibility. 

I felt like a realist, recovering from style. 

Grief and dignity swirled around discreetly, 

transferring to me an aura of calm, 

as I lay in a shawl of gold light, 

licking my paws, licking my throat, 

my smooth imperturbable face revealing nothing, 

even when I thought about my first loves, 

surface and symbol, rubbing against me, 

humping in the shadows, making my whole body tremble. 

I purred, watching an iridescent blue beetle 

imbibe chlorophyll from a leaf. 

I flared my nostrils, hearing a starling 

splash in an amphora of rainwater. 

With my paws in the air, exposing my ripe belly, 

I rubbed my spine, a little drunk on the ultraviolet rays 

and on myself, I confess. 

Then the sky cleared. Birds were flying. 

I felt a deep throbbing, as from a distant factory, 

binding me to others, a faint battering of wings against glass 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fc60697c76&e=d538c8f2e0
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that was the heart in the lovely dark behind my breast, 

as I was crouching to tie my shoelaces, 

feeling strange in the meaty halves of my buttocks, 

until I sprinkled a little earth on my head, 

like Hadrian reunited with the place he loved. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fc60697c76&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Newspaper headlines influence online news search and engagement 

Author: Martha Villabona works at Centro Nacional de Innovación e Investigación Educativa (CNIIE) of the 

Spanish Ministry of Education and Vocational Training, where she coordinates the area of multiple literacies. 

Photo: Yura Fresh / Unsplash 

In the digital world, news are multiplying and causing readers to only choose those headlines that most 

interest them. This does not happen randomly or by chance, as there is an influence of the headlines guiding 

people to search for certain information; this was already described in the literature 1. 

In the latest years, research in this matter has evolved towards the study of digital news production and the 

evolution of written journalism practices, such as news writing “on demand”. One of the latest studies by 

Sacco and Muddiman 2 analizes the different effect of two types of headlines: “curiosity headlines” and 

“traditional, summarized news headlines” . 

Traditional headlines are a summary of the content whose main characteristic is that they avoid ambiguity; 

they are perceived by the public as objective and introductory to quality information. Curiosity news 

headlines focus on generating interest rather than providing relevant information. The digital news 

broadcaster seeks to encourage audience participation by using curiosity as the main element since it points to 

emotion, intensity and personality. These are the headlines that have begun to prioritize the media because 

http://www.educacionyfp.gob.es/educacion/mc/cniie/inicio.html
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/05/newspaper-headlines-influence-online-news-search-and-engagement/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6526-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/05/newspaper-headlines-influence-online-news-search-and-engagement/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6526-2
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they are interested in the “clickbait”, a term that describes sensationalist headlines whose aim is to encourage 

the curiosity of the audience by exaggerating or misleading them into clicking on a link. 

To analyze the influence of both types of headlines, the authors tested a theoretical model of information that 

focuses on the presentation of headlines and what those headlines are capable of causing, such as whether or 

not they interact with the news. To do this, they conducted two studies and established three steps to finding 

out the effects of headlines. 

The first step evaluated the appropriateness of the information provided after viewing the information. In turn, 

suitability is linked to the uncertainty that arises from the discrepancy between the desired information and 

the quality of that information sought; 

On a second step, the participants generated expectations about the quality of the information after reading the 

headline; 

In the final step participants decided whether or not to participate in the digital headlines according to the 

expectations of adequacy of the information. If the information was adequate, the participants were 

committed to the information. If that was not the case, they would of have avoided reading the information. 

The first study included 2057 participants who analyzed three headlines independently. Each participant was 

presented randomly to take into account the effects of order. The type of headline presented was one of 

“summary” (e.g. The economy about to grow) and the other two of “curiosity”, one of direct reference that 

lacked some content (Why the economy is going to grow) and another of question (Is the economy going to 

grow?). The authors measured the judgments on information quality and clarity from the questions they asked 

each participant about each headline, as well as the appropriate expectation of the news and its interaction 

with the content. 

In this study the authors found readers perceived a poor adequacy of the headline information and had low 

expectations of the news information. Therefore, the readers did not commit to the information because the 

headline did not meet their expectations. 

The second study consisted of testing the participation in local news in the United States during the 2016 

primary and general elections. This field test consisted of examining the pages viewed in 5288 political 

headlines to see if the lower participation rate predicted by the “curiosity” headlines in the first study also 

matched people’s actual participation when they read news online. In this study, “curiosity” headlines did not 

achieve the expected effect: more interaction and dissemination. They received fewer page views than 

“summary” headlines (5324 vs 6701). 

Although this study had certain limitations, in contrast with other studies this study showed that news with 

“summary headlines” had more views than news with “curiosity headlines”. 

In conclusion the media should not always encourage the use of sensationalist headlines to catch the attention 

from the readers to obtain more visits to a webpage. It is a fact that “click bait” works well with certain topics 

of public interest but not with all. Future studies with optimal methodology and design are needed to better 

understand and differentiate the different factors: individual motivations, interests, type of information in 

which “curiosity” or “traditional summary” headlines would be more efficient in catching readers attention. 
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Breakthrough MRI imaging method promises early-stage cancer detection 

By Rich Haridy 

 

A new method to detect early-stage cancer is being fast-tracked into human trials within the next two years 

zlikovec/Depositphotos 

VIEW 1 IMAGES 

Researchers are reporting the development of a new imaging method to detect metastatic cancer in the liver. 

Described as a potential “game-changer” for the field of cancer diagnostics, the researchers believe the 

method could be applied to a number of other types of cancer, offering an entirely novel way to detect 

metastatic disease at its early stages. 

The research focused on a particular receptor, called chemokine receptor 4 (CXCR4), which was previously 

found to be overexpressed in certain organs in the presence of a metastatic cancer. In this instance the study 

was examining the path of a common form of eye cancer that is known to move into the liver in its early 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/72083679/stock-photo-magnetic-resonance-spectroscopy-machine.html
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stages of metastasizing. This metastatic pathway is challenging to diagnose, and is often only detected in the 

liver at an advanced stage. 

The new study, published in the journal Science Advances, describes the development of a new MRI contrast 

agent that combines MRI image-enhancing gadolinium with a novel protein designed to home in on and bind 

to CXCR4 receptors. 

“Currently, it is difficult to see early stages of disease in the liver, even in invasive biopsy,” explains Jenny 

Yang, corresponding author on the new study. “Diagnostic testing using this contrast agent can not only 

identify the presence of disease but differentiate the stages of disease with high sensitivity and accuracy. 

That’s the beauty of this work.” 

At this stage the research has only been directly validated in lab cell studies and animal tests but human trials 

should commence within the next couple of years. The promising nature of the innovation has seen it labeled 

with a fast-track designation from the U.S. Food and Drug Administration (FDA). This designation 

recognizes the clinical importance of the breakthrough. 

“We have already met with the FDA, so we have a blueprint,” says Yang. “We hope within 18 months to two 

years we can conduct our first clinical trials in patents.” 

While initial development and testing has focused on a specific type of metastatic cancer found in the liver, 

Yang is confident this novel imaging agent will be applicable to several other forms of the disease due to the 

nature of CXCR4 being overexpressed in a variety of different cancers, including skin, breast and colorectal. 

“This is a game changer. It has the possibility to have many more applications, really for any type of cancer,” 

adds Yang. “We are already applying it to 10 different types of cancer in the lab. We have been using the 

same contrast agents for 30 years with few breakthroughs. I think this is my biggest scientific contribution. 

And I hope there are many more to come.” 

The new study was published in the journal Science Advances. 

Source: Georgia State University 
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Rich Haridy 

With interests in film, new media, and the new wave of psychedelic science, Rich has written for a number of 

online and print publications over the last decade and was Chair of the Australian Film Critics Association 

from 2013-2015. Since joining New Atlas Rich’s interests have broadened to encompass the era-defining 

effects of new technology on culture and life in the 21st century. 
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VIA HMH 

For Gothic Heroines, Haunted Houses Are Always Too Big 

Jane Healey on Secret Corridors and Impossible Floorplans 

By Jane Healey 

 

March 16, 2020 

When I tried and failed to draw an accurate floorplan of the fictional gothic country manor at the heart of my 

novel, I blamed my own poor draftmanship and research nous—I’d heard it said, after all, that a historical 

novelist should know every object inside a room her character enters, even if she doesn’t describe them, and 

surely the same should be said of the walls themselves. But it was only during the copyediting of my novel 

that I realized my struggle was mirrored by my characters, and by many other heroines of gothic novels who 

find that the houses they live in confound any attempt to be known and mapped, understood. 

I made a rudimentary floorplan while writing a first draft, gluing down card squares to represent rooms on 

four sheets of paper for the four stories of the house but as I redrafted the novel, removing characters, 

https://www.hmhbooks.com/shop/books/The-Animals-at-Lockwood-Manor/9780358106401
https://lithub.com/author/janehealey/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 518  march 2020 

147 

switching the location of scenes, sending my characters hurrying down darkened corridors looking for 

intruders and ghosts, the floorplan became inaccurate. And when I tried to fix it, and to make the squares 

more like rooms, the jigsaw puzzle of the interior didn’t work, walls bulged outwards, staircases disappeared, 

doors slid into impossible locations. 

“This house is bigger than you know” one of the preternatural twins living in the malevolent haunted house in 

Helen Oyeyemi’s postmodern gothic White is For Witching declares to the troubled heroine, who disregards 

their warning, only to later find herself trapped forever in just such an unknown place, a hidden “trapdoor-

room”. In Rebecca, as for many heroines of gothic romances, the second Mrs. de Winter experiences the 

house at first like a maze, losing her way, stumbling into servants’ corridors and dust-sheeted rooms. 

Earlier on in their courtship, she had pondered Maxim’s silence on his infamous estate—“Maybe there was 

something inviolate about Manderley that made it a place apart, it would not bear discussion” she considered, 

and elsewhere describes Manderley as a “fairyland”, and “an enchanted house”, “a house bewitched, carved 

out of the dark woods”. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Many gothic heroines come upon hidden rooms which hold within them secrets of the women that came 

before them, their husband’s first wives or their mothers—Bluebeard’s chambers, secret libraries, haunted 

attics—but in Wide Sargasso Sea, Antoinette emerges from her tower room to find an entire house waiting 

beyond her locked door, “their world […] made of cardboard,” where the signs of life are like the signs of 

ghosts, “lights on the floor beneath” and laughter, a mirror of Bertha’s laughter that Jane had heard in 

Charlotte Brontë’s novel. On her dream walk through the house, Antoinette sees Jane and thinks her a ghost, 

just as she does her own reflection “surrounded by a gilt frame” like a painting of someone else. 

In the act of wandering long hushed corridors, and divorced from the practiced rhythms of its servants, gothic 

heroines often become ghostlike themselves, haunting the house. “Perhaps I haunted her as she haunted me,” 

Mrs. de Winter says of Rebecca, whose presence she feels in every room and who seems more at home at 

Manderley after her death than the narrator is while living. In Rebecca, house and first wife are indivisible, 

both drenched in the scent of Azaleas, and both equally seductive and maddening to the narrator. 

Many gothic heroines come upon hidden rooms which hold within them secrets of the women that came 

before them. 
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The gothic house is often synonymous with a person or a mind. “One need not be a house” to be “haunted,” 

Emily Dickinson reminds us; “The brain has corridors surpassing/ Material place”, and in Wide Sargasso 

Sea Antoinette opens “doors” in her mind to be “somewhere else, something else. Not myself any longer.” 

“She herself is a haunted house” states the epigraph of my novel, taken from “The Lady of the House of 

Love” by Angela Carter. One of my two protagonists, Lucy Lockwood, the haunted adult daughter of the 

Lord of the manor, sees herself as intertwined with the house she will inherit, and the troubling events that 

occur inside it come to be mirrored by her faltering mental state. In the prologue, Lucy speaks of a trick her 

childhood nurse taught her to get to sleep, that she should picture herself gliding through room after room of 

Lockwood Manor and by the time she has finished even one floor, she would be asleep. 

But after the sudden death of her mother, whose own “bad nerves” were related to her compulsion to know 

what was happening in each room of the house at all times, and her conviction that something was lurking in a 

room out of sight, Lucy’s insomniac game, her mental map, becomes an impossible task that threatens her 

sanity, and follows her into her nightmares where she is taunted by a blue-wallpapered room that does not 

exist in the day, in which a beast waits for her and scratches at the walls. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

My second protagonist, Hetty Cartwright, arrives at Lockwood Manor with trucks laden with her charges, the 

evacuated collections of a natural history museum. Early on, several of the taxidermied animals go missing 

and Hetty roams the house obsessively searching for them and their thief. While Hetty maps the house 

physically then, Lucy does so psychically and slips forward and backwards through time through her hazy 

memories of events that took place in different rooms. 

On one occasion as she ventures out of her room one night to search for a lost animal, Hetty comes across 

Lucy sleepwalking through the house as she walks through the dream house of her mind—a convergence of 

the two quests to map the house, and of dreams and reality, and a confluence of the two protagonists, who are, 

in some ways, descendants of the spirited gothic heroine and the madwoman in the attic. 

As a neat addendum, and in the fashion of many gothic novels to have self-referential moments (my favorite 

of which is the opening page of “The Yellow Wallpaper,” where the heroine muses that she might call the 
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mansion where her husband has taken her to convalesce “a haunted house, and reach the height of romantic 

felicity”), I had idly given one of my characters the very document I was struggling to create. 

Hetty speaks of a floorplan she had seen back in London while the museum was planning their evacuation, 

confidently stating that she has no need of a tour of the real house since she already knows the exact layout. 

But of course, that floorplan only had 92 rooms on it and, if the rumors at Lockwood are true, there might just 

be a 93rd lurking somewhere, waiting to be found. 

__________________________________ 

 

Jane Healey’s novel The Animals at Lockwood Manor is available now. 

Angela Cartergothic literaturehaunted housesHMHhousesJane HealeyRebeccaThe Animals at Lockwood  

ManorWide Sargasso sea  
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Jane Healey 

Jane Healey studied writing in the MFA program at CUNY Brooklyn College. Her short fiction has been 

shortlisted for the Bristol Short Story Prize, the Costa Short Story Award, and the Commonwealth Short Story 

Prize. The Animals at Lockwood Manor is her debut novel. She lives in Edinburgh. 
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