
 
 
 
 
 
 

CONTENTS  

  

New CDC report on US COVID-19 cases affirms seriousness for the young 3 

Zan Romanoff on Adrienne Miller's In the Land of Men 6 

The Character of Washington 12 

Mephistopheles, by Boris Pasternak 20 

Vivian Gornick and the Revolution That Won’t End 22 

The Necklace 30 

Rising temperatures linked to bumblebee decline suggest mass extinction 40 

An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge 43 

The Moral of Flowers: An Illustrated Victorian Encyclopedia of Poetic Lessons from the Garden 52 

Little Red Riding Hood 65 

Patti Smith on Libraries and the Transformative Love of Books 71 

The Aged Mother 75 

The most terrifying images in history? 78 

An additional contribution to the spin Hall effect induced by an electric current 88 

Bunny Slope,  by Tadeusz Dąbrowski 91 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

2 

Black Mexico and the War of Independence 92 

Against Self-Criticism: Adam Phillips on How Our Internal Critics Enslave Us, the Stockholm Syndrome 

of the Superego, and the Power of Multiple Interpretations 

95 

Cinderella 103 

How Saint George’s Dragon Got Its Wings 108 

How a meningioma can make you lose your train of thought while speaking 117 

The World After the War 121 

The Measure of a Life Well Lived: Henry Miller on Growing Old, the Perils of Success, and the Secret of 

Remaining Young at Heart 

130 

Habituation and autism 136 

To O. E. A., by  Claude McKay 141 

Love,  by Radmila Lazić 143 

The Golden Windows 144 

William Godwin on the Advantages of the Multilingual Mind 147 

 
  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

3 

New CDC report on US COVID-19 cases affirms seriousness for the young 

By Rich Haridy 

 

 

A new CDC report notes almost 40 percent of all COVID-19 hospitalizations in the US were in people younger than 

54 years 

lightsource/Depositphotos 

A new report from the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC) offers the first analysis of COVID-19 

cases in the United States. While patient ages and fatalities so far seen in the US do resemble data from other 

countries, the numbers are a reminder the disease can be dangerous to younger people, with 20 percent of all 

hospitalized patients aged between 20 and 44 years. 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/333886800/stock-photo-coronavirus-outbreak.html
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The new CDC report is classed as preliminary, with a large number of gaps in the data. In total it reports on 4,226 

COVID-19 cases in the United States as of March 16, however, age data is only known for 2,449 of those patients. 

The report is not intended as a current indication of all confirmed COVID-19 cases in the US, but instead it's a study 

of cases in relation to age and outcome. As of March 19 there are now over 10,000 confirmed cases in the US, 

although there is modeling to suggest the real number may be significantly higher. 

The US data in the CDC report so far mirrors what was seen in other countries such as China, with the highest level 

of hospitalizations and death seen among over 65s. 

“Overall, 31% of cases, 45% of hospitalizations, 53% of ICU admissions, and 80% of deaths associated with 

COVID-19 were among adults aged ≥65 years with the highest percentage of severe outcomes among persons aged 

≥85 years,” the CDC report states. 

Hospitalizations, ICU admissions, and deaths, from COVID-19 in the United States up to March 16, broken down 

by age group 

CDC 

Despite the consistent messaging warning elderly citizens are the group most at risk of developing severe life-

threatening disease from the virus, the data does serve as a reminder the illness can be dangerous in younger 

demographics as well. Nearly 50 percent of all confirmed cases were in people aged under 54, and almost 40 percent 

of all hospitalizations occurred in that age bracket. 

This message, that the virus does not just target the elderly, is one many global health bodies are stridently trying to 

convey. Although younger people are statistically less likely to die from COVID-19, that certainly does not mean 

they are immune to unpleasant and severe cases of the disease. In a recent briefing the head of the WHO emergency 

program, Mike Ryan, pointed out the disease can be severe in healthy young adults. 

“Physicians again in Italy will attest to this, and in Korea,” said Ryan. “This isn’t just a disease of the elderly. There 

is no question that younger, healthier people experience an overall less serious disease. But a significant number of 

otherwise healthy adults can develop a more severe form of the disease.” 

The CDC’s concluding recommendation in the report is that every citizen should practice social distancing 

regardless of age. Younger people may be more likely to experience a milder form of the disease but that does not 

mean they cannot end up with severe COVID-19–associated illness requiring hospitalization. 

“Social distancing is recommended for all ages to slow the spread of the virus, protect the health care system, and 

help protect vulnerable older adults,” the CDC report concludes. “Further, older adults should maintain adequate 

supplies of nonperishable foods and at least a 30-day supply of necessary medications, take precautions to keep 

space between themselves and others, stay away from those who are sick, avoid crowds as much as possible, avoid 

cruise travel and nonessential air travel, and stay home as much as possible to further reduce the risk of being 

exposed.” 

https://www.who.int/docs/default-source/coronaviruse/transcripts/who-audio-emergencies-coronavirus-press-conference-full-18mar2020b4d4018fc1904605831b6a08d31e0cbc.pdf?sfvrsn=1f444736_2
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Source: CDC COVID-19 Response Team Report 
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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. 

https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/cdc-report-us-covid-19-coronavirus-

cases/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-

92970593 

  

https://www.cdc.gov/mmwr/volumes/69/wr/pdfs/mm6912e2-H.pdf
https://www.360dx.com/clinical-lab-management/sars-cov-2-experience-will-help-agency-strike-right-balance-ldts-fda-says?utm_campaign=covid19&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD
https://www.360dx.com/clinical-lab-management/commercial-labs-step-coronavirus-test-efforts-after-fda-guidance?utm_campaign=covid19&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD
https://www.360dx.com/molecular-diagnostics/osanghealthcare-gets-ce-mark-sars-cov-2-detection-kit?utm_campaign=covid19&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD#.XmJ596gzaMo
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_4/A184.2.abstract?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.360dx.com/pcr/coronavirus-dx-emergency-use-authorizations-progressing-rapidly-despite-criticism?utm_campaign=covid19&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_4/A296.3?utm_campaign=ijgc&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd&utm_content=americas&utm_term=1-B
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_4/A296.3?utm_campaign=ijgc&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd&utm_content=americas&utm_term=1-B
https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/cdc-report-us-covid-19-coronavirus-cases/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/cdc-report-us-covid-19-coronavirus-cases/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/cdc-report-us-covid-19-coronavirus-cases/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/cdc-report-us-covid-19-coronavirus-cases/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593
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The Fraught Task of Describing Life with David Foster Wallace 

Zan Romanoff on Adrienne Miller's In the Land of Men 

By Zan Romanoff 

 

My first encounter with David Foster Wallace came via a copy of his 1997 essay collection A Supposedly Fun 

Thing I’ll Never Do Again, which I pulled off a bookstore’s display table a couple of weeks before my college 

graduation in the spring of 2009. It was exactly the kind of thing I’d spent four years saying I would read if only I 

had the time—and now, just a few weeks away from unemployment, I was about to have nothing but time on my 

hands. 

I did not expect to like the book, but that didn’t bother me: I’d spend my education dutifully reading Important 

Books I didn’t really like in order to pass my classes and impress my peers. A Supposedly Fun Thing, though, 

managed to take me by surprise: I tore through it in a week, in a house on the Connecticut coast that my parents had 

rented for a post-graduation vacation. 

I was, at the time, nursing an extraordinarily bad heartbreak, and desperate for anything else to absorb my attention. 

A Supposedly Fun Thing and the deeply engaged world of Wallace’s writing turned out to be the perfect escape 

from myself. So much of the literary theory I’d been reading for my degree felt old and stolid, but this was 

relentlessly modern: the essays were antic and passionate, and Wallace cursed volubly and creatively. He was crude 

and specific; he wrote absolutely endless sentences; he was conversational and digressive and so fucking smart. 

https://lithub.com/author/zan-romanoff/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780316925280
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780316925280
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Wallace also offered me a new perspective on the pain I’d been wallowing in, by introducing me to I didn’t know 

then to call the literature of recovery. 

Until that point, I had been a card-carrying member of what Leslie Jamison recently termed, in an essay for The 

New York Times, “the cult of the sad literary woman”: a cultural taste for female suffering that glamorizes and 

valorizes women’s pain and unhappiness, drinking problems and eating disorders. I had unconsciously absorbed the 

idea that women were most interesting when we were fragile and done my level best to cultivate my own fragility, 

dallying with disordered eating and depressive episodes that I hated—and felt bad for hating. How would I ever be 

interesting if I couldn’t find it in myself to stay eternally haunted, hurt and sad? 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

For some people, these kinds of mental health issues are unavoidable realities; I would later be diagnosed and 

medicated for an actual anxiety disorder that comes with sides of depression, so I don’t mean to suggest that female-

associated illnesses like anorexia or depression are always or even often a shallow, attention-seeking pose. I only 

mean that they were sometimes that for me: an Interesting Smart Girl costume I wore when I was certain that my 

actual self, hearty and voracious, was unacceptable and inappropriate. 

Reading In the Land of Men was a critical reminder that no cultural standard will ever apply evenly or neatly to 

individual lived experience. 

Wallace was the first person I read who wrote honestly about how much harder it is to work towards happiness than 

to just let yourself be sad. After A Supposedly Fun Thing and Consider the Lobster I tackled Infinite Jest, where 

Don Gately’s description of the simultaneous courage and despair, hope and submission required by recovery 

programs felt like permission: at last, here was someone everyone agreed was a genius, saying that getting better 

might be more difficult and interesting and worthwhile than staying sick. 

Of course, by the time I was reading these books, Wallace was dead by suicide, his legacy inextricably bound up in 

the depression that had finally killed him. This didn’t mar his message for me: later, I would find The Pale 

King uneven, but still be deeply moved by its insistence on paying attention, on the profound and even ecstatic 

possibilities of coming through the other side of boredom to find focus and engagement with the world’s mundanity. 

Wallace’s work changed my life when I was in my early twenties. And then what happened is that years passed, and 

I grew up, and he didn’t. Occasionally I would dip back into one of his books and be surprised to find a sentence, a 

tone, a whole essay that had become hard to read. His work wasn’t aging well for me. 

Then came the allegations of abuse. They had been there all along, of course—and certain of his tendencies are 

visible if you knew how to read his books, which, I admit, I didn’t. They became increasingly unavoidable, as when 

they were detailed in D.T. Max’s 2012 biography of Wallace, Every Love Story is a Ghost Story, which depicts 

Wallace, among other things, trying to throw his then-girlfriend Mary Karr out of a moving vehicle. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

https://www.nytimes.com/2019/11/07/books/review/leslie-jamison-sylvia-plath-joan-didion-jean-rhys.html
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By the time all of this came to my attention, when Karr tweeted about it in late 2017, the intensity of my love affair 

with Wallace’s work had long since faded. I missed the passionate engagement I had felt with his writing, but I was 

also, in some respects, grateful that it didn’t exist anymore. This meant that I didn’t have to decide how to feel about 

a book I had loved and a man I could no longer countenance. I put Wallace on the shelf along with a lot of bad ideas 

I’d had in my early twenties—most of them, not incidentally, also men—and tried to imagine that I’d moved on. 

* 

Adrienne Miller first encountered David Foster Wallace around the same age I did: at 23, she reviewed Infinite 

Jest for GQ before having a brief, ignominious encounter with the man himself at the book’s release party. Two 

years later, working as the fiction editor at Esquire, she edited a short story of his, and the two fell into a phone 

correspondence which developed into a romance that eventually fell apart—though she still kept editing his stories 

for several years after their breakup. 

Miller details the contours of their relationship—often coercive, sometimes apparently abusive (though she never 

explicitly applies that term), always fraught and uneven—in her memoir In the Land of Men, which is also a story of 

coming of age in the last gasp of the golden era of magazine journalism, against the backdrop of a thoroughly male 

and insistently masculine literary landscape. 

Wallace is nearly impossible to like in Miller’s telling: with an outsider’s remove and a decade’s experience on my 

side, I found his predatory instincts unmissable. He insists on telling her about some of his most private misdeeds 

and then demands to know, “Do you hate me?” while at dinner on their first date. Later, when they’ve broken up and 

he’s living with someone else, Wallace calls Miller and observes, “You may know more words than she does, but 

she’s better at cleaning my underwear.” 

The book maps a man’s abusive behavior towards a woman, the external force he exerts on her, almost incidentally; 

its true interest is in describing what it feels like to be a person having that kind of force enacted on you at time in 

your life when you don’t know what the rules are yet—when you have to wonder if what’s happening to you is 

normal, or, if not normal, then no more than what you deserve. 

The most powerful thing that In the Land of Men does is make Wallace nothing more or less than a character in the 

story of Miller’s life. 

Miller is unsparing in her descriptions of Wallace’s sliminess, his manipulations, and his cruelty, but she’s not 

interested in framing herself as his victim, a word which might reduce her role in her own life to that of an object, 

acted upon. 

She does grapple with his legacy as an artist, asking a series of by now familiar questions about what we can or 

ought to make of a man who wrote so brilliantly and lived so cruelly. 

“Questions,” Miller writes at one point. 

“Who looks to the artist’s life for moral guidance, anyway? 

https://twitter.com/marykarrlit/status/992545700004139008
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780062682413
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How much of the human condition do the more stringently self-righteous among us believe we’re exempt from? 

What are we to do with the art of profoundly compromised men?” 

“I’ve got no answers for you,” she adds, finally concluding, “’Is he good?’ ‘Is he bad?’ The answer, about pretty 

much everyone, is: ‘Yes, he’s both.’” 

This may seem like a wishy-washy conclusion to reach about a man who, according to Karr, once followed her 

kindergartener home from school. Miller doesn’t discuss other women’s public accusations against Wallace, and 

when she mentions stories she heard from him or other sources, it’s almost always in general terms. (“He’d again 

crossed lines he shouldn’t have—some pretty bright, sacred lines,” she writes, in a representative example, of 

Wallace leaving his teaching position at Illinois State University. Every Love Story is a Ghost 

Story describes Wallace sleeping with his students, both graduate and undergraduate, as well as, at one point, “an 

underage girl.”) 

We’re at a moment of larger cultural reckoning with that last question of Miller’s: “What are we to do with the art of 

profoundly compromised men?” It’s a question worth asking and exploring as we try to broadly and deeply re-shape 

our expectations of art, and of one another. 

But reading In the Land of Men was also a critical reminder that no cultural standard will ever apply evenly or 

neatly to individual lived experience; that for all of my desire to root shitty men and their shitty art out of my life, 

there will, inevitably, be things I am simply unable to give up or get over. Even if I never read another word of 

Wallace’s again, he will always be with me. He will always have shaped the person that I am. 

For me, reading the book, there was a measure of relief in Miller’s ambivalence. It’s clear that that she loved 

Wallace, and what’s more, loved his writing: “I still can’t even believe… that I had a chance to burrow into it with 

him as deeply as I did,” she says of the process of editing his story “Oblivion” for Esquire. (The story was ultimately 

killed and never ran in the magazine.) She writes about the damage he did, the pain he inflicted, and also about the 

joy she experienced in their work together, without suggesting that one of the experiences negates the other. 

It’s not that I think this is the correct stance, necessarily; it’s that I recognize myself in it, both in my attitude 

towards Wallace’s work, and also towards some of the deeply compromised men I have known and loved in my 

own life. I have no forgiveness to spare for other people’s shitty ex-boyfriends, but remain helplessly tender towards 

my own, perhaps because, like Miller, I feel that I bear some responsibility for what happened between us. Those 

relationships weren’t something they did to me, abuses of which I am nothing but the victim. They were choices—

stupid, ill-informed and often self-destructive choices, but choices nonetheless. 

That’s an effective strategy for dealing with the art of profoundly compromised men, it seems to me: to tell our own 

stories about them. 

And in the same way, reading Wallace’s work, not knowing what he was doing to the very real girls and women he 

knew in real life, is not just something that happened to me. It was and is a formative experience; it shaped the 

consciousness that, even now, is trying to sort out an answer to these questions. I don’t know how to be the person 

https://thoughtcatalog.com/kristen-roupenian/2012/09/this-should-not-be-a-love-story-reading-dt-maxs-biography-of-david-foster-wallace/
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who didn’t find his books at 22. Maybe she’s smarter, cooler, a better feminist than I am, but that doesn’t matter—I 

simply don’t know her. 

Miller writes about seeing herself, or details from their relationship, in Wallace’s fiction. “David would in fact 

caution us against doing exactly this—poking around a writer’s life in search of ‘personal stuff encoded in a writer’s 

art,’” she says. “I agree that this sort of literalism is a crude way to interpret an artist’s work. But what am I 

supposed to do here?” 

And then, later, “This is my life, too.” 

Wallace’s story does not subsume Miller’s just because his name is better known; she should not be required to 

reframe or subsume her own experiences because of what he did. The most powerful thing that In the Land of 

Men does is make Wallace nothing more or less than a character in the story of Miller’s life—a fascinating and 

indispensable one, but a character nonetheless. 

That’s an effective strategy for dealing with the art of profoundly compromised men, it seems to me: to tell our own 

stories about them, solely and insistently from our points of view. To ask that they exist in relation to us for a while, 

instead of believing that we are required to exist always, and only, in relationship to them. 

A Supposedly Fun Thing I’ll Never Do AgainAdrienne MillerConsider the LobsterDavid Foster WallaceIn the Land 

of MenInfinite JestMary Karr 

 

 

Zan Romanoff 

Zan Romanoff is a full-time freelance writer and the author of the novels A SONG TO TAKE THE WORLD 

APART and GRACE AND THE FEVER, as well as LOOK, which is forthcoming in 2020. Her essays and 

journalism have appeared in print and online in Buzzfeed, The Cut, Eater, GQ, The LA Times, The New Republic, 

and The Washington Post, among other outlets. She lives and writes in LA. 

 http://zanromanoff.com/ 

  

https://lithub.com/the-fraught-task-of-describing-life-with-david-foster-wallace/   
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https://lithub.com/author/zan-romanoff/
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The Character of Washington 

 

Daniel Webster 

delivered this speech at a public dinner in the City of Washington, February 22, 1832, the anniversary of George 

https://americanliterature.com/history/george-washington/summary


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

12 

Washington's birth. Retrieved from the book, Daniel Webster for Young Americans: The Greatest Speeches of the 

Defender of the Constitution (1903). 

_________ 

We are met to testify our regard for him whose name is intimately blended with whatever belongs most essentially 

to the prosperity, the liberty, the free institutions, and the renown of our country. That name was of power to rally a 

nation, in the hour of thick-thronging public disasters and calamities; that name shone, amid the storm of war, a 

beacon light, to cheer and guide the country’s friends; it flamed, too, like a meteor, to repel her foes. That name, in 

the days of peace, was a loadstone, attracting to itself a whole people’s confidence, a whole people’s love, and the 

whole world’s respect. That name, descending with all time, spreading over the whole earth, and uttered in all the 

languages belonging to the tribes and races of men, will forever be pronounced with affectionate gratitude by every 

one in whose breast there shall arise an aspiration for human rights and human liberty. 

We perform this grateful duty, Gentlemen, at the expiration of a hundred years from his birth, near the place, so 

cherished and beloved by him, where his dust now reposes, and in the capital which bears his own immortal name. 

All experience evinces that human sentiments are strongly influenced by associations. The recurrence of 

anniversaries, or of longer periods of time, naturally freshens the recollection, and deepens the impression, of events 

with which they are historically connected. Renowned places, also, have a power to awaken feeling, which all 

acknowledge. No American can pass by the fields of Bunker Hill, Monmouth, and Camden, as if they were ordinary 

spots on the earth’s surface. Whoever visits them feels the sentiment of love of country kindling anew, as if the spirit 

that belonged to the transactions which have rendered these places distinguished still hovered round, with power to 

move and excite all who in future time may approach them. 

Washington’s great moral example to the youth of America. 

But neither of these sources of emotion equals the power with which great moral examples affect the mind. When 

sublime virtues cease to be abstractions, when they become embodied in human character, and exemplified in 

human conduct, we should be false to our own nature if we did not indulge in the spontaneous effusions of our 

gratitude and our admiration. A true lover of the virtue of patriotism delights to contemplate its purest models; and 

that love of country may be well suspected which affects to soar so high into the regions of sentiment as to be lost 

and absorbed in the abstract feeling, and becomes too elevated or too refined to glow with fervor in the 

commendation or the love of individual benefactors. All this is unnatural. It is as if one should be so enthusiastic a 

lover of poetry as to care nothing for Homer or Milton; so passionately attached to eloquence as to be indifferent to 

Tully and Chatham; or such a devotee to the arts, in such an ecstasy with the elements of beauty, proportion, and 

expression, as to regard the masterpieces of Raphael and Michael Angelo with coldness or contempt. We may be 

assured, Gentlemen, that he who really loves the thing itself; loves its finest exhibitions. A true friend of his country 

loves her friends and benefactors, and thinks it no degradation to commend and commemorate them. The voluntary 

outpouring of the public feeling, made to-day, from the north to the south, and from the east to the west, proves this 

sentiment to be both just and natural. In the cities and in the villages, in the public temples and in the family circles, 

among all ages and sexes, gladdened voices to-day bespeak grateful hearts and a freshened recollection of the 

virtues of the Father of his Country. And it will be so, in all time to come, so long as public virtue is itself an object 

of regard. The ingenuous youth of America will hold up to themselves the bright model of Washington’s example, 

and study to be what they behold; they will contemplate his character till all its virtues spread out and display 

https://americanliterature.com/history/george-washington/summary
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themselves to their delighted vision; as the earliest astronomers, the shepherds on the plains of Babylon, gazed at the 

stars till they saw them form into clusters and constellations, overpowering at length the eyes of the beholders with 

the united blaze of a thousand lights. 

Gentlemen, we are at a point of a century from the birth of Washington; and what a century it has been! During its 

course, the human mind has seemed to proceed with a sort of geometric velocity, accomplishing for human 

intelligence and human freedom more than had been done in fives or tens of centuries preceding. Washington stands 

at the commencement of a new era, as well as at the head of the New World. A century from the birth of 

Washington has changed the world. The country of Washington has been the theatre on which a great part of that 

change has been wrought, and Washington himself a principal agent by which it has been accomplished. His age and 

his country are equally full of wonders; and of both he is the chief. 

If the poetical prediction, uttered a few years before his birth, be true; if indeed it be designed by Providence that the 

grandest exhibition of human character and human affairs shall be made on this theatre of the Western world; if it be 

true that, 

The four first acts already past, 

A fifth shall close the drama with the day; 

Time’s noblest offspring is the last; 

how could this imposing, swelling, final scene be appropriately opened, how could its intense interest be adequately 

sustained, but by the introduction of just such a character as our Washington? 

The spirit of human freedom. 

Washington had attained his manhood when that spark of liberty was struck out in his own country which has since 

kindled into a flame and shot its beams over the earth. In the flow of a century from his birth, the world has changed 

in science, in arts, in the extent of commerce, in the improvement of navigation, and in all that relates to the 

civilization of man. But it is the spirit of human freedom, the new elevation of individual man, in his moral, social, 

and political character, leading the whole long train of other improvements, which has most remarkably 

distinguished the era. Society, in this century, has not made its progress, like Chinese skill, by a greater acuteness of 

ingenuity in trifles; it has not merely lashed itself to an increased speed round the old circles of thought and action; 

but it has assumed a new character; it has raised itself from beneath governments to a participation in governments; 

it has mixed moral and political objects with the daily pursuits of individual men; and, with a freedom and strength 

before altogether unknown, it has applied to these objects the whole power of the human understanding. It has been 

the era, in short, when the social principle has triumphed over the feudal principle; when society has maintained its 

rights against military power, and established, on foundations never hereafter to be shaken, its competency to govern 

itself. 

A new governmental experiment. 
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It was the extraordinary fortune of Washington, that, having been intrusted, in revolutionary times, with the supreme 

military command, and having fulfilled that trust with equal renown for wisdom and for valor, he should be placed 

at the head of the first government in which an attempt was to be made on a large scale to rear the fabric of social 

order on the basis of a written constitution and of a pure representative principle. A government was to be 

established, without a throne, without an aristocracy, without castes, orders, or privileges; and this government, 

instead of being a democracy existing and acting within the walls of a single city, was to be extended over a vast 

country of different climates, interests, and habits, and of various communions of our common Christian faith. The 

experiment certainly was entirely new. A popular government of this extent, it was evident, could be framed only by 

carrying into full effect the principle of representation or of delegated power; and the world was to see whether 

society could, by the strength of this principle, maintain its own peace and good government, carry forward its own 

great interests, and conduct itself to political renown and glory. By the benignity of Providence, this experiment, so 

full of interest to us and to our posterity forever, so full of interest, indeed, to the world in its present generation and 

in all its generations to come, was suffered to commence under the guidance of Washington. Destined for this high 

career, he was fitted for it by wisdom, by virtue, by patriotism, by discretion, by whatever can inspire confidence in 

man toward man. In entering on the untried scenes, early disappointment and the premature extinction of all hope of 

success would have been certain, had it not been that there did exist throughout the country, in a most extraordinary 

degree, an unwavering trust in him who stood at the helm. 

The world interested in the experiment. 

I remarked, Gentlemen, that the whole world was and is interested in the result of this experiment. And is it not so? 

Do we deceive ourselves, or is it true that at this moment the career which this government is running is among the 

most attractive objects to the civilized world? Do we deceive ourselves, or is it true that at this moment that love of 

liberty and that understanding of its true principles which are flying over the whole earth, as on the wings of all the 

winds, are really and truly of American origin? 

Importance of the English Revolution of 1688. 

At the period of the birth of Washington there existed in Europe no political liberty in large communities, except in 

the provinces of Holland, and except that England herself had set a great example, so far as it went, by her glorious 

Revolution of 1688. Everywhere else, despotic power was predominant, and the feudal or military principle held the 

mass of mankind in hopeless bondage. One-half of Europe was crushed beneath the Bourbon sceptre, and no 

conception of political liberty, no hope even of religious toleration, existed among that nation which was America’s 

first ally. The king was the state, the king was the country, the king was all. There was one king, with power not 

derived from his people, and too high to be questioned; and the rest were all subjects, with no political right but 

obedience. All above was intangible power, all below quiet subjection. A recent occurrence in the French chamber 

shows us how public opinion on these subjects is changed. A minister had spoken of the “king’s subjects.” “There 

are no subjects,” exclaimed hundreds of voices at once, “in a country where the people make the king!” 

Gentlemen, the spirit of human liberty and of free government, nurtured and grown into strength and beauty in 

America, has stretched its course into the midst of the nations. Like an emanation from Heaven, it has gone forth, 

and it will not return void. It must change, it is fast changing, the face of the earth. Our great, our high duty is to 

show, in our own example, that this spirit is a spirit of health as well as a spirit of power; that its benignity is as great 

as its strength; that its efficiency to secure individual rights, social relations, and moral order, is equal to the 

irresistible force with which it prostrates principalities and powers. The world, at this moment, is regarding us with a 
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willing, but something of a fearful admiration. Its deep and awful anxiety is to learn whether free States may be 

stable, as well as free; whether popular power may be trusted, as well as feared; in short, whether wise, regular, and 

virtuous self-government is a vision for the contemplation of theorists, or a truth established, illustrated, and brought 

into practice in the country of Washington. 

The United States a Western Sun. 

Gentlemen, for the earth which we inhabit, and the whole circle of the sun, for all the unborn races of mankind, we 

seem to hold in our hands, for their weal or woe, the fate of this experiment. If we fail, who shall venture the 

repetition? If our example shall prove to be one not of encouragement, but of terror, not fit to be imitated, but fit 

only to be shunned, where else shall the world look for free models? If this great Western Sun be struck out of the 

firmament, at what other fountain shall the lamp of liberty hereafter be lighted? What other orb shall emit a ray to 

glimmer, even, on the darkness of the world? 

There is no danger of our overrating or overstating the important part which we are now acting in human affairs. It 

should not flatter our personal self-respect, but it should reanimate our patriotic virtues, and inspire us with a deeper 

and more solemn sense both of our privileges and of our duties. We cannot wish better for our country, nor for the 

world, than that the same spirit which influenced Washington may influence all who succeed him; and that the same 

blessing from above, which attended his efforts, may also attend theirs. 

Washington’s Farewell Address. 

The principles of Washington’s administration are not left doubtful. They are to be found in the Constitution itself, 

in the great measures recommended and approved by him, in his speeches to Congress, and in that most interesting 

paper, his Farewell Address to the people of the United States. The success of the government under his 

administration is the highest proof of the soundness of these principles. And, after an experience of thirty-five years, 

what is there which an enemy could condemn? What is there which either his friends, or the friends of the country, 

could wish to have been otherwise? I speak, of course, of great measures and leading principles. 

In the first place, all his measures were right in their intent. He stated the whole basis of his own great character, 

when he told the country, in the homely phrase of the proverb, that honesty is the best policy. One of the most 

striking things ever said of him is, that “he changed mankind’s ideas of political greatness.”To commanding talents, 

and to success, the common elements of such greatness, he added a disregard of self, a spotlessness of motive, a 

steady submission to every public and private duty, which threw far into the shade the whole crowd of vulgar great. 

The object of his regard was the whole country. No part of it was enough to fill his enlarged patriotism. His love of 

glory, so far as that may be supposed to have influenced him at all, spurned everything short of general approbation. 

It would have been nothing to him that his partisans or his favorites outnumbered, or outvoted, or outmanaged, or 

outclamored, those of other leaders. He had no favorites; he rejected all partisanship; and, acting honestly for the 

universal good, he deserved, what he has so richly enjoyed, the universal love. 

His principle it was to act right, and to trust the people for support; his principle it was not to follow the lead of 

sinister and selfish ends, nor to rely on the little arts of party delusion to obtain public sanction for such a course. 

Born for his country and for the world, he did not give up to party what was meant for mankind. The consequence is, 

that his fame is as durable as his principles, as lasting as truth and virtue themselves. While the hundreds whom 

party excitement, and temporary circumstances, and casual combinations, have raised into transient notoriety, sink 
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again, like thin bubbles, bursting and dissolving into the great ocean, Washington’s fame is like the rock which 

bounds that ocean, and at whose feet its billows are destined to break harmlessly forever. 

His conduct of America’s foreign relations. 

The maxims upon which Washington conducted our foreign relations were few and simple. The first was an entire 

and indisputable impartiality towards foreign States. He adhered to this rule of public conduct, against very strong 

inducements to depart from it, and when the popularity of the moment seemed to favor such a departure. In the next 

place, he maintained true dignity and unsullied honor in all communications with foreign States. It was among the 

high duties devolved upon him to introduce our new government into the circle of civilized States and powerful 

nations. Not arrogant or assuming, with no unbecoming or supercilious bearing, he yet exacted for it from all others 

entire and punctilious respect. He demanded, and he obtained at once, a standing of perfect equality for his country 

in the society of nations; nor was there a prince or potentate of his day, whose personal character carried with it, into 

the intercourse of other States, a greater degree of respect and veneration. 

He regarded other nations only as they stood in political relations to us. With their internal affairs, their political 

parties and dissensions, he scrupulously abstained from all interference; and, on the other hand, he repelled with 

spirit all such interference by others with us or our concerns. His sternest rebuke, the most indignant measure of his 

whole administration, was aimed against such an attempted interference. He felt it as an attempt to wound the 

national honor, and resented it accordingly. 

Foreign influence a foe of republican government. 

The reiterated admonitions in his Farewell Address show his deep fears that foreign influence would insinuate itself 

into our counsels through the channels of domestic dissension, and obtain a sympathy with our own temporary 

parties. Against all such dangers he most earnestly entreats the country to guard itself. He appeals to its patriotism, 

to its self-respect, to its own honor, to every consideration connected with its welfare and happiness, to resist, at the 

very beginning, all tendencies towards such connection of foreign interests with our own affairs. With a tone of 

earnestness nowhere else found, even in his last affectionate farewell advice to his countrymen, he says, “Against 

the insidious wiles of foreign influence, (I conjure you to believe me, fellow-citizens,) the jealousy of a free people 

ought to be constantly awake; since history and experience prove that foreign influence is one of the most baneful 

foes of republican government.” 

The advantages of American isolation. 

Lastly, on the subject of foreign relations, Washington never forgot that we had interests peculiar to ourselves. The 

primary political concerns of Europe, he saw, did not affect us. We had nothing to do with her balance of power, her 

family compacts, or her successions to thrones. We were placed in a condition favorable to neutrality during 

European wars, and to the enjoyment of all the great advantages of that relation. “Why, then,” he asks us, “why 

forego the advantages of so peculiar a situation? Why quit our own to stand upon foreign ground? Why, by 

interweaving our destiny with that of any part of Europe, entangle our peace and prosperity in the toils of European 

ambition, rivalship, interest, humor, or caprice?” 

Indeed, Gentlemen, Washington’s Farewell Address is full of truths important at all times, and particularly 

deserving consideration at the present. With a sagacity which brought the future before him, and made it like the 
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present, he saw and pointed out the dangers that even at this moment most imminently threaten us. I hardly know 

how a greater service of that kind could now be done to the community, than by a renewed and wide diffusion of 

that admirable paper, and an earnest invitation to every man in the country to reperuse and consider it. Its political 

maxims are invaluable; its exhortations to love of country and to brotherly affection among citizens, touching; and 

the solemnity with which it urges the observance of moral duties, and impresses the power of religious obligation, 

gives to it the highest character of truly disinterested, sincere, parental advice. 

Washington’s domestic policy. 

The domestic policy of Washington found its pole-star in the avowed objects of the Constitution itself. He sought so 

to administer that Constitution as to form a more perfect union, establish justice, insure domestic tranquillity, 

provide for the common defence, promote the general welfare, and secure the blessings of liberty. These were 

objects interesting, in the highest degree, to the whole country, and his policy embraced the whole country. 

Among his earliest and most important duties was the organization of the government itself, the choice of his 

confidential advisers, and the various appointments to office. This duty, so important and delicate, when a whole 

government was to be organized, and all its offices for the first time filled, was yet not difficult to him, for he had no 

sinister ends to accomplish, no clamorous partisans to gratify, no pledges to redeem, no object to be regarded but 

simply the public good. It was a plain, straightforward matter, a mere honest choice of good men for the public 

service. 

His first cabinet. 

His own singleness of purpose, his disinterested patriotism, were evinced by the selection of his first cabinet, and by 

the manner in which he filled the seats of justice, and other places of high trust. He sought for men fit for offices; not 

for offices which might suit men. Above personal considerations, above local considerations, above party 

considerations, he felt that he could only discharge the sacred trust which the country had placed in his hands, by a 

diligent inquiry after real merit, and a conscientious preference of virtue and talent. The whole country was the field 

of his selection. He explored that whole field, looking only for whatever it contained most worthy and distinguished. 

He was, indeed, most successful, and he deserved success for the purity of his motives, the liberality of his 

sentiments, and his enlarged and manly policy. 

Important measures of his administration. 

Washington’s administration established the national credit, made provision for the public debt, and for that patriotic 

army whose interests and welfare were always so dear to him; and, by laws wisely framed, and of admirable effect, 

raised the commerce and navigation of the country, almost at once, from depression and ruin to a state of prosperity. 

Nor were his eyes open to these interests alone. He viewed with equal concern its agriculture and manufactures, and, 

so far as they came within the regular exercise of the powers of this government, they experienced regard and favor. 

It should not be omitted, even in this slight reference to the general measures and general principles of the first 

President, that he saw and felt the full value and importance of the judicial department of the government. An 

upright and able administration of the laws he held to be alike indispensable to private happiness and public liberty. 

The temple of justice, in his opinion, was a sacred place, and he would profane and pollute it who should call any to 
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minister in it, not spotless in character, not incorruptible in integrity, not competent by talent and learning, not a fit 

object of unhesitating trust. 

His opinion of the dangers of party spirit. 

Among other admonitions, Washington has left us, in his last communication to his country, an exhortation against 

the excesses of party spirit. A fire not to be quenched, he yet conjures us not to fan and feed the flame. Undoubtedly, 

Gentlemen, it is the greatest danger of our system and of our time. Undoubtedly, if that system should be 

overthrown, it will be the work of excessive party spirit, acting on the government, which is dangerous enough, or 

acting in the government, which is a thousand times more dangerous; for government then becomes nothing but 

organized party, and, in the strange vicissitudes of human affairs, it may come at last, perhaps, to exhibit the singular 

paradox of government itself being in opposition to its own powers, at war with the very elements of its own 

existence. Such cases are hopeless. As men may be protected against murder, but cannot be guarded against suicide, 

so government may be shielded from the assaults of external foes, but nothing can save it when it chooses to lay 

violent hands on itself. 

His love of the Union. 

Finally, Gentlemen, there was in the breast of Washington one sentiment so deeply felt, so constantly uppermost, 

that no proper occasion escaped without its utterance. From the letter which he signed in behalf of the Convention 

when the Constitution was sent out to the people, to the moment when he put his hand to that last paper in which he 

addressed his countrymen, the Union,—the Union was the great object of his thoughts. In that first letter he tells 

them that to him and his brethren of the Convention, union appears to be the greatest interest of every true 

American; and in that last paper he conjures them to regard that unity of government which constitutes them one 

people as the very palladium of their prosperity and safety, and the security of liberty itself. He regarded the union 

of these States less as one of our blessings, than as the great treasure-house which contained them all. Here, in his 

judgment, was the great magazine of all our means of prosperity; here, as he thought, and as every true American 

still thinks, are deposited all our animating prospects, all our solid hopes for future greatness. He has taught us to 

maintain this union, not by seeking to enlarge the powers of the government, on the one hand, nor by surrendering 

them, on the other; but by an administration of them at once firm and moderate, pursuing objects truly national, and 

carried on in a spirit of justice and equity. 

The American nation unique. 

The extreme solicitude for the preservation of the Union, at all times manifested by him, shows not only the opinion 

he entertained of its importance, but his clear perception of those causes which were likely to spring up to endanger 

it, and which, if once they should overthrow the present system, would leave little hope of any future beneficial 

reunion. Of all the presumptions indulged by presumptuous man, that is one of the rashest which looks for repeated 

and favorable opportunities for the deliberate establishment of a united government over distinct and widely 

extended communities. Such a thing has happened once in human affairs, and but once; the event stands out as a 

prominent exception to all ordinary history; and unless we suppose ourselves running into an age of miracles, we 

may not expect its repetition. 

Washington, therefore, could regard, and did regard, nothing as of paramount political interest but the integrity of 

the Union itself. With a united government, well administered, he saw that we had nothing to fear; and without it, 
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nothing to hope. The sentiment is just, and its momentous truth should solemnly impress the whole country. If we 

might regard our country as personated in the spirit of Washington, if we might consider him as representing her, in 

her past renown, her present prosperity, and her future career, and as in that character demanding of us all to account 

for our conduct, as political men or as private citizens, how should he answer him who has ventured to talk of 

disunion and dismemberment? Or how should he answer him who dwells perpetually on local interests, and fans 

every kindling flame of local prejudice? How should he answer him who would array State against State, interest 

against interest, and party against party, careless of the continuance of that unity of government which constitutes us 

one people? 

The political prosperity which this country has attained, and which it now enjoys, has been acquired mainly through 

the instrumentality of the present government. While this agent continues, the capacity of attaining to still higher 

degrees of prosperity exists also. We have, while this lasts, a political life capable of beneficial exertion, with power 

to resist or overcome misfortunes, to sustain us against the ordinary accidents of human affairs, and to promote, by 

active efforts, every public interest. But dismemberment strikes at the very being which preserves these faculties. It 

would lay its rude and ruthless hand on this great agent itself. It would sweep away, not only what we possess, but 

all power of regaining lost, or acquiring new possessions. It would leave the country not only bereft of its prosperity 

and happiness, but without limbs, or organs, or faculties, by which to exert itself hereafter in the pursuit of that 

prosperity and happiness. 

Dismemberment of the United States the greatest of evils. 

Other misfortunes may be borne, or their effects overcome. If disastrous war should sweep our commerce from the 

ocean, another generation may renew it; if it exhaust our treasury, future industry may replenish it; if it desolate and 

lay waste our fields, still, under a new cultivation, they will grow green again, and ripen to future harvests. It were 

but a trifle even if the walls of yonder Capitol were to crumble, if its lofty pillars should fall, and its gorgeous 

decorations be all covered by the dust of the valley. All these might be rebuilt. But who shall reconstruct the fabric 

of demolished government? Who shall rear again the well-proportioned columns of constitutional liberty? Who shall 

frame together the skilful architecture which unites national sovereignty with State rights, individual security, and 

public prosperity? No, if these columns fall, they will be raised not again. Like the Coliseum and the Parthenon, they 

will be destined to a mournful, a melancholy immortality. Bitterer tears, however, will flow over them than were 

ever shed over the monuments of Roman or Grecian art; for they will be the remnants of a more glorious edifice 

than Greece or Rome ever saw, the edifice of constitutional American liberty. 

But let us hope for better things. Let us trust in that gracious Being who has hitherto held our country as in the 

hollow of his hand. Let us trust to the virtue and the intelligence of the people, and to the efficacy of religious 

obligation. Let us trust to the influence of Washington’s example. Let us hope that that fear of Heaven which expels 

all other fear, and that regard to duty which transcends all other regard, may influence public men and private 

citizens, and lead our country still onward in her happy career. Full of these gratifying anticipations and hopes, let us 

look forward to the end of that century which is now commenced. A hundred years hence, other disciples of 

Washington will celebrate his birth, with no less of sincere admiration than we now commemorate it. When they 

shall meet, as we now meet, to do themselves and him that honor, so surely as they shall see the blue summits of his 

native mountains rise in the horizon, so surely as they shall behold the river on whose banks he lived, and on whose 

banks he rests, still flowing on toward the sea, so surely may they see, as we now see, the flag of the Union floating 

on the top of the Capitol; and then, as now, may the sun in his course visit no land more free, more happy, more 

lovely, than this our own country!                                                                            

https://americanliterature.com/history/daniel-webster/speech/the-character-of-washington 

https://americanliterature.com/history/daniel-webster/speech/the-character-of-washington
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Mephistopheles 

by Boris Pasternak 

Issue no. 26 (Summer-Fall 1961) 

Every Sunday they left a circus of dust behind them,  

as they poured out on the turnpike in stately, overcowded  

                                                                                           carriages, 

and the showers found nobody at home,  

and trampled through the bedroom windows. 

It was a custom at these staid Sunday dinners  

to serve courses of rain instead of roast-beef;  

on the baroque sideboard, by the Sunday silver,  

the wind cut corners like a boy on a new bicycle.  

 

Upstairs, the curtain-rods whirled, untouched;  

the curtains rose like a salvo to the ceiling.  

Outside the burghers kept losing themselves,  

they showed up chewing straws by cow-ponds. 

Later, when the long cortege of carriages  

approached the city wall,  

the horses shied  

from the shadow of the Gothic gallows.  

 

The devil in blood-red stockings with rose rosettes  

danced along the sunset-watered road— 

he was as red  

as a boiling lobster. 

One thought a snort of indignation  

had ripped the lid of Heaven  

from the skyline’s low vegetation;  

the devil’s ribbons fluttered and danced. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=411b6e1218&e=d538c8f2e0
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The carriages swam through his eyes like road-signs;  

he scarcely lifted a finger in greeting.  

He rolled on his heels, he rumbled with laughter,  

he sidled off hugging Faust, his pupil. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=411b6e1218&e=d538c8f2e0 
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Vivian Gornick and the Revolution That Won’t End 

John Freeman with the Author of Unfinished Business 

By John Freeman 

 

February 10, 2020 

For the past four decades, Seventh Avenue in lower Manhattan has been a thoroughfare of American essayists. In 

the late 1990s, I’d often pass Daniel Mendelsohn there, enjoying his afternoon stroll amidst other men—a circuit he 

later described in his memoir, The Elusive Embrace. It was a well-worn path, cruising the avenue. In City Boy, his 

chatty memoir of 1970s New York, Edmund White recalled encountering the poet and critic Richard Howard 

charging down Seventh. The two made an appointment on the exact same street corner and picked up walking and 

talking the next day as if no time had passed. Recently, I met White for lunch on the avenue near where this 

ambulatory meeting had occurred. Leaving the restaurant, we ran into Mary Gaitskill, heading north. We didn’t need 

to ask Mary where she was going—it was self-evident she was following the compass needle of her mind. 

“Nobody I know sees New York as a struggle. Mostly a charge.” 

In all this time, the writer one might see most often on her daily peregrination down Seventh Avenue was Vivian 

Gornick, author of Fierce Attachments and thirteen other books. On foot, Gornick is a fast walker, slightly tilted 

forward, contained. A woman not lost in thought, but powered by it. On the page, she is the warmest narrator in 

American life-writing of the past half century, save for perhaps James Baldwin. Like Baldwin—or White or 

Mendelsohn—Gornick’s work hasn’t just traced the orbits of American culture, it has reconstituted the air through 

which she paces by questioning its assumptions. Who gets to move freely? Why does anyone have to ask for that 

permission? Gornick, after all, emerged from the white-hot center of the women’s liberation movement. Her 

1969 Village Voice essay, “The Next Great Moment in History is Theirs,” detailing a gathering of Kate Millett and 

others, announced the arrival of second-wave feminism in the US. 

In the decades since, Gornick didn’t abandon second-wave principles by any stretch—a recent book ruminated on 

suffragette Elizabeth Cady Stanton and modern feminism, she’s also written a short biography of the anarchist 

Emma Goldman—but she found a way to turn that period’s mantra, “the personal is political,” into a narrative 

strategy by flipping it inside out. From Fierce Attachments onward, Gornick’s life often appears in her work, but not 

as the story, but the situation in which a story develops: often a story about culture, or love, or friendship and justice. 

Forging this method took a long time. The fires from which she pulled it can feel like distant embers in 2020 

America, Gornick admitted on a recent afternoon, sitting in her West Village apartment overlooking the AIDS 

memorial at St. Vincent’s Triangle, the times a changin’ back thanks to America’s political insanity. 

But the other good thing about Seventh Avenue is that it’s a place where people still feel free to signal their 

gratitude, or otherwise. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

https://lithub.com/author/john-freeman/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780375706974
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780374529963
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“People are always shouting out to me on the street,” Gornick says, green eyes flashing, imitating a voice from her 

part of the Bronx, “‘Hey Gornick,’ they say, ‘I liked your piece!’” I tell her I often thought of doing the same when 

she’d zoom past on the avenue. She erupts, “Oh, you should have!” then launches into a tale about a writer we both 

know, and we’re off on a typical Gornick conversational stroll. This digressive, enchanting energy is what has made 

Gornick such a beloved life-writer. You don’t just want to talk to her, you want to be talked to by her. Walk with 

her. You want to be in her orbit. As Gornick speaks to me before her bookcase, asking questions as often as she 

riffs, her rich, confident, street-wise accent grows. It sharpens the edge to her intimate, hilarious and fabulously 

intelligent voice, one more tuned to laughter these days than it is to rage. She won’t have her head turned by new 

translations of her work in Norway and Sweden, grateful as she is for new readers. Nor is she going back on the 

circuit. “All those guys, they love the festivals. Me, I like my routine!” 

At 84, the key to Gornick’s happiness these days is her involvement in activities that are not arrival points—things 

like friendship, on which she is one of America’s finest writers, or analysis, which she has been in for several 

decades. Such passions are, by definition, endless. Gornick appears to find a comfort in the circular, muscular logic 

one must apply to them to be involved in them. Gornick’s friend, the writer and activist Alix Kates Shulman, who 

has known her for 50 years, has watched Gornick’s evolution from feminist firebrand to personal essayist and sees 

in it a different kind of risk. “After the rightwing backlash against feminism and the Left, in the United States in the 

1980s,” Shulman wrote in an email, “she dared to turn in a new direction. With Fierce Attachments, I think she 

changed her conception of herself as a writer, embracing the personal essay as more rewarding and important than 

her journalism, to herself and to the world.” 

Yet to read Gornick’s work going back to the 1960s, the knowledge that she’d have to know herself fully—to 

inhabit herself fully—has always been there. In other words, she knew then, she’d have to write her story. In the 

1976 essay, “The Price of Paying Your Own Way,” about women and money, Gornick wrote: “the beauty of 

feminism is that it is a social and political movement that has redefined the power and obligation of the self.” If the 

first part of Gornick’s writing life was helping shape the terms of that redefinition: the second has been trying to live 

up to its possibilities. “What grounds me,” she says now, “is always trying to figure out why I’m doing what I’m 

doing. How to be in the world and asking, ‘To what degree am I creating this and to what degree is this being 

created for me?’ That’s my ballast.” 

* 

Vivian Gornick didn’t grow up thinking this way. It took time to see around her particular universe, to catch the 

glint of its creation. Hers was a black and white world, an us and them universe. Gornick’s father worked in a dress 

factory owned by her uncles. Her mother stayed at home in their apartment in the Bronx, keeping the fragile peace 

of the neighborhood, making dinner. “Papa works hard all day long,” Gornick recalled her mother saying in her 

recently reissued The Romance of American Communism, when she asked why her mother made dinner each night. 

“Those words, in my mother’s mouth, spoke volumes, and from the age of reason on I absorbed their complex 

message… the words said: We are all of us, here in this house, vitally connected to the fact that Papa works hard all 

day long. We pay attention to and respect that fact; we make common cause with it.” 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Growing up in the 1930s, going to a Yiddish shul after public school let out and with parents that were fellow 

travelers of the Communist party, Gornick had a childhood out of Singer. Her ear was tuned by the sounds of that 
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apartment. “At the wooden table in our kitchen there were always gathered men named Max and Hymie, and women 

named Masha and Goldie,” she wrote in The Romance of American Communism. “Their hands were work-

blackened, their eyes intelligent and anxious, their voices loud and insistent. They drank tea, ate black bread and 

herring, and talked ‘issues.’ … That passionate, transforming talk! I understood nothing of what they were saying, 

but I was excited beyond words by the richness of their rhetoric, the intensity of their arguments, the urgency and 

longing behind that hot river of words that came ceaselessly pouring out of all of them.” 

To this day, all this talk has left a mark in her more ways than one. Gornick loves talkers, treasures ideas, and is 

impatient with griping about the struggle of daily life in New York. “I grew up just marching through it all,” she 

says now, when I ask her if Manhattan has become a harder place to live. “For me, I am what you call urban—not 

urbane, as somebody said to me! No, I’m the urban peasant. Nobody I know sees New York as a struggle. Mostly a 

charge.” Coming from the Bronx made this so, but she had to leave it to see it clearly—and her mother, who was far 

more than a woman who stayed home. “She was everywhere,” Gornick would later write in Fierce Attachments, “all 

over me, inside and out. Her influence clung, membrane-like, to my nostrils, my eyelids, my open mouth. I drew her 

into me with every breath I took. I drowsed in her etherizing atmosphere.” 

“That was actually the first set of sentences in which I discovered that I had discovered a voice,” Gornick says, 

when I quote them back to her, “that I had finally achieved a voice.” I compare the world it creates and its 

claustrophobia to Ferrante, and Gornick instantly corrects me. “You know, in Italy, they still have a very vigorous, 

ongoing feeling, sort of proletariat feeling for the sons of Naples. And growing up that way and being trapped in that 

world. The neighborhood is the major character, not the girls. Nobody gets away, no matter what. She gets away and 

comes back. So I don’t associate to that.” 

Like (or unlike) Elena, Gornick didn’t go far: simply down the 6 train to City College, which had a great faculty, but 

even better students. “Most of us had been reading in bottled up silence from the age of six on and City College was 

our great release,” she wrote in Fierce Attachments. As she began to build her fabulous, intelligent mind, her mother 

and a single mother nearby, Nettie, both fought against the power this created by redirecting it. Nettie tried to 

remind the young Gornick her best power would be wielded by seducing men. Meantime, Gornick’s mother tried to 

remind her it would come from loving them. 

Gornick tried both. By her thirties, following a trip to California for an MA at Berkeley, she was twice married and 

divorced. Neither stuck, but in the interim she had turned herself into a writer. She began to write articles and 

essays. Finally, she wrote one she felt good enough about to mail into the Village Voice. “Two days later my phone 

rings,” she tells me now. ‘I say, “Hello?” And a man says, “Who the hell are you? I’m Dan Wolf from the Village 

Voice. Who the hell are you?” And I said, “I don’t know, you tell me.” And he laughed and he said, “Send me 

whatever you’re working on.” It took Gornick a year to send the next piece. And then another year for the next. 

“Then I was married and living in New Mexico by then, and then I left my husband and came back here—I don’t 

know how I had the nerve to do this—I went to the Village Voice to ask for a job,” Gornick says. She asked to see 

Wolf. He said, “Oh, that’s who you are!” I said, “Yeah. I’d like a job.” So he said to me, “You’re a neurotic Jewish 

girl, you can only produce one piece a year. How can I give you a job?” So then I said I’ll do anything, and I meant 

it.” 

“I got out into the street and I suddenly realized what I should have realized all the time. The minute I got out in the 

street I felt much better.” 
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She got off to a roaring start. “I spent a day with Dorothy Day, do you know who she is? Leader of the Catholic 

Worker Movement, she was older by then. Fierce, tough, unreachable. And then Jack Kerouac died and they sent me 

to Lowell, Mass. to do his funeral. That’s when I first saw Allen Ginsberg. The funeral was a nightmare and like 

something out of a bad novel, just insane. It was divided between his French-Canadian relatives who were all like 

my family. Lower middle class, sitting there, their arms folded. And then all the hippies! Gregory Corso, Allen 

Ginsberg—all these people flying around like lunatics. In the middle of this a very old woman was weeping and 

weeping and weeping. She was Jack Kerouac’s wife, his widow. He had married a woman old enough to be his 

mother. All of a sudden somebody sits down next to me and I look and it’s Allen Ginsberg. I recognized him. And 

he says, “Who are you?” I tell I’m there for the Voice and he asks, “Are you speaking to her?” I said, “Oh no, I 

wouldn’t dare do that.” He said, “You must. It’s your job.” 

“So of course I didn’t, and it passed, and Wolf gave me the job.” 

“Twenty years later Allen Ginsberg is at PEN speaking. PEN had voted to censor Israel for its treatment of 

journalists. And all these Jews at PEN went up in flames. Everybody else said, ‘What do you mean? You can censor 

Morocco but you can’t censor Israel? You can censor any other country in the world?’ Which they did. It was really 

an internal fight. Ginsberg got up there to defend, of course, the accusation against Israel, which was warranted. The 

place was packed and I was sitting in an aisle seat, and he was in his sixties by then, wearing a threadbare black suit. 

A suit, too tight, and shiny. You know, looking old but still, he opened his mouth and he was noble. He was, he was 

noble! He comes down off the stage and he’s walking up this aisle, and I stopped him and I said, ‘That was a 

wonderful speech.’ He peers at me and he says to me, ‘I know you.’ Three times he says, ‘I know you.’ And I said, 

‘I’m sure you do.’ (laughter) Unbelievable. “I know you.” 

So at age 34 Gornick went to work at the Voice. If she wasn’t known then, she soon would be. Second-wave 

feminism was beginning to rise and the paper had become the voice of the liberation movements. In 1970, she began 

putting together some of these voices into a book, the anthology Women in Sexist Society, which includes the early 

work of Ellen Willis, Elaine Showalter, Cynthia Ozick, Shulman, and an essay of Gornick’s own on the woman as 

outsider, which gave a glimpse of the wall of contempt feminists faced at the time. “Not long ago,” Gornick wrote in 

the essay, “I sat across a luncheon table from a man who is intelligent, educated, and somewhat famous. As coffee 

was being poured, he leaned back, lit a cigarette, narrowed his eyes against the smoke, flicked an ash from his arm, 

and casually said: “Of course, you realize that if Women’s Liberation wins, civilization will simply be wrecked.” 

Looking back on the period now, Gornick can easily recall such interactions. But mostly she recalls the spirit of 

change and togetherness. She wrote about this once in 1990: 

To be a feminist in New York City in the early 70’s—bliss was it in that dawn to be alive. Not an I-love-you in the 

world could touch it. There was no other place to be, except with each other. We lived then, all of us, inside the 

loose embrace of feminism. It was as though we’d been released from a collective lifetime of silence. Every week, 

there was a gathering of some sort at which the talk was an exhilaration. There wasn’t a woman in the room whose 

conversation did not engage. Once, after one of these evenings, a friend called me in the morning and sang into the 

phone, ‘Everyone was interested, and everyone was interesting.’ I laughed and sang back, ‘Everyone was interesting 

because everyone was interested.’ We saw our inner lives being permanently marked by the words we spoke. We 

were changing before each other’s eyes, taking our own ideas seriously, becoming other than we had been. We 

were, in fact, reincarnating as the feminists of previous generations, although what this actually meant was 

understood only slowly and very imperfectly. I remember reading Elizabeth Cady Stanton and feeling amazed that a 
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hundred years ago she had said exactly what I was now saying. Amazed, and gratified. Not sobered. That would 

come later. 

For much of the 1970s, Gornick was on fire with this energy, reincarnated or not. In 1971, not long after her 

anthology came out, Gornick flew to Egypt, then in the news with Anwar Sadat taking office. She came in search of 

the culture that had made an ex-lover, and spent six months buffeted around Cairo, doing less talking and more 

listening. The ear she’d tuned for the voice that would become hers drove her then deep into a foreign culture—out 

of which she wrote her first book, In Search of Ali Mahmoud, one she dismisses today as lousy. (“I let people take it 

over.”) It was a finalist for the National Book Award in 1974 alongside titles by Jessica Mitford and John Kenneth 

Galbraith. 

A few years later, she published The Romance of American Communism, drawn from hundreds of interviews with 

old timers, fellow travelers. Irving Howe reviewed it for the New York Review of Books. Essays in American 

Feminism, which collected the first nine years of her work for the Voice, appeared that same year. As if this pace of 

publishing was not enough, she began work on a book about women in science. She spoke to women who had 

grown up on Park Avenue and others who had “grown up on Tobacco Road,” she wrote in her introduction, 

referring to Erskine Caldwell’s novel. “A female person grows up, discovers that by virtue of temperament, 

inclination and talent she is a scientist, and she becomes one. Then what? How much battle must she do to get to the 

excitement? … What are the chances of her breaking free and penetrating to the center?” 

* 

By the mid-1980s, Gornick was still asking herself the same questions. Second-wave feminism had begun to stall. 

She had published six significant books in just over a decade, but as the 80s turned she found herself a bit at sea, tied 

up and tired out. Thinking back on this period today, she regards it as the beginning of the loss of familiar footing. “I 

grew up with the romance of the Soviet Union and I lived to see that country disappear. When the country 

disappeared, and I was certainly no longer a sympathizer, much less a fellow traveler, nevertheless I realized how 

deep inside it was as a verity, as a block in the world. One of the building blocks. And it disappeared. It wasn’t a 

country anymore! What did we do with that? I was so far out of it, people I knew walking around stunned, like the 

world had come to an end and these were the remains, and what do we do now. And I did, you know—people like 

me had to change the foundation of their belief quite often.” 

Gornick worried in this period about becoming broke. She worried that she had become depressed. She wasn’t sure 

what to do. In the end, she wound up walking her way out of both. In the early 1980s she had begun a memoir about 

her mother, and Nettie, a single mother who lived across the way from them. She wanted to write about how the two 

of them made her a woman. Gornick wrote forty pages of the book and then hit a wall. There was too much 

unfinished business with her mother. Then one day her mother phoned and told her a story which she enjoyed. 

Rather than write it down straight into the book, she wrote a scene in which the two of them were walking, so that 

she could set it up. Thus began the book’s roving format, a series of reflections and riffs on the apartment in the 

Bronx collaged together with conversations which happened—or could have happened—as she took walks around 

New York with her mother. 

From Fierce Attachments onward a new fluidness and almost floating purity emerges in her work. She begins to 

sound, always, like herself. 
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The book took years to write, but the time helped her in a way. “Every single afternoon, for years, I would fall into 

low spirits around four, five o’clock in the afternoon,” Gornick remembers now. “One day, completely accidentally, 

I had an appointment to see somebody on the Upper East Side. Someone in the 60s, on Madison Ave. And on 

impulse, I decided to walk. It was just an impulse. I can’t account for it. The point is, I got out into the street and I 

suddenly realized what I should have realized all the time. The minute I got out in the street I felt much better.” 

Thus began Gornick’s career as one of the great walkers of New York City. Six miles a day became her regimen, 

and the prose, it’s hard not to see, her loose, rangy, beautiful new prose style flowed out of this movement. 

From Fierce Attachments onward a new fluidness and almost floating purity emerges in her work. She begins to 

sound, always, like herself. “I felt in contact with the world,” Gornick says. “And then I started walking and then I 

started—I wasn’t even listening—but I was hearing. You can’t help it in New York. I started hearing street theatre, 

people saying the most insane things.” The sounds of New York enter her work viscerally in Fierce Attachments. 

The strange run-ins that define urban life. 

For more than 20 years, Gornick walked six miles a day. It was her “surefire cure for ordinary garden-variety 

depression.” It also poured voices into her ears. “It wasn’t the life of the mind, at all. It was the exact opposite,” she 

tells me now. “I don’t consider all that absorption the life of the mind; it was like raw material. But I would come 

home and write down everything.” In the early 1990s, she wrote an essay called “On the Street,” out of these still 

shining pieces of ore. The essay veers between jokes and strange overheard comments and conversations she has 

with a friend named Leonard, who is a genius for one-line zingers. After a boring dinner party, for example, Gornick 

recounts the whole affair to her friend. How she had to listen to the host’s tedious husband. 

“The nerve,” Leonard replies. “He thinks he’s a person too.” 

The New Yorker published the essay in 1996, and it was later collected in Approaching Eye Level, a new kind of 

book by Gornick. It was, simply, essays about people she knew, thoughts about living alone, a tribute to the old-

fashioned art of letter writing, the glimpse I quoted above of second-wave feminism twenty years later. Gornick 

might be an urban peasant, but in these years she appeared the quintessence of urbane, at home in her skin. I saw her 

read from The End of the Novel of Love, her 1997 collection of essays on Jean Rhys, Willa Cather, Grace Paley and 

others when she was nominated for the National Book Critics Circle. On the bill that night at the National Arts Club, 

a once tony, briefly hip beveled glass reading space on Gramercy Park were Don DeLillo and Sonia Sanchez. 

Gornick’s warmly chiseled poise stole the show. 

* 

In the last 20 years a resurgence has been steadily building of Gornick’s work. She once joked no one read her over 

14th Street. That is clearly not true now. The Situation and the Story, Gornick’s 2001 book on the art of writing 

nonfiction, is now taught in dozens and dozens of writing classes across the country. It might be the single best work 

on life-writing available, and it tells a story along the way. The Men in My Life, a kind of companion book to The 

End of the Novel of Love, in which all the subjects are male writers, from H.G. Wells to Saul Bellow, was a surprise 

critical hit. In it, Gornick pointed to something she had been saying all along—that she had been made by male 

writers too, from Ginsberg to Baldwin. Indeed, the term she most commonly uses to the side of feminism—the odd 

woman—she borrows from The Odd Women, the classic novel by George Gissing. 
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“Gissing’s psychological brilliance comes most fully into focus when it applies itself not to starving writers or 

sensitive young men of no means, but to the women who, in the author’s own time, began to proclaim themselves 

‘new.’ Almost against his will (he really didn’t like them), he took a close look and saw that it was through the ‘odd 

women’ that he could most sympathetically—that is, most realistically—express the nature of the crippling self-

divide experienced by those who know themselves to be categorically unwanted.” 

It is due to interactions like this with old texts, perhaps begun in a spirit of contempt, maybe even successful against 

their will, that Gornick expresses a deep allergy to the so-called “cancel culture”—the name given to conversations 

that have swept through the US in the wake of Trump’s election about ignoring or eschewing texts veined with 

misogyny or racism. “All censorship of books is wrong! It’s just wrong, there’s nothing else to say. It’s horrifying. 

It’s puritanical, it’s frightening, it’s horrible. I couldn’t have imagined I would live to see such regression. All of 

this. Political correctness is something I’m deeply sympathetic to in its origins and the reason for its existence, but I 

am not sympathetic to all the permutations.” 

She went on, 

I realized there’s not a thing these young women are saying, or any woman today, that we didn’t say 40 years ago. 

Nothing, not a word. I and everybody I knew said everything that’s being said now. When we said it, we were 

an eccentricity, a novelty. We were taken seriously to a certain extent, but never beyond that. No man ever lost his 

job. There was no, you know, French revolution ‘off with his head’—nothing like that ever happened. You never 

saw stories about sexual harassment. It was on the books, it was unlawful, but nobody paid any attention to it. And 

in fact I was shocked to discover that nothing had changed in the workplace. These accusations about all these 

guys—I am so shocked that nothing had changed! I mean, they were doing what they were doing to us in our 

twenties. It was unbelievable. 

When I was in my twenties, I worked all these odd office jobs while going to school. There was always someone 

there who was hitting on me; everybody I knew. And you would go to work with your stomach in knots because you 

knew that somebody is going to torture you all day long: keep rubbing up against you or saying something salacious. 

It is the longest revolution on record. I mean, the idea of equality between men and women is something that we just 

can’t swallow. It produces so much anxiety. 

The anxiety is endless and it keeps reshaping itself like cancer. You know, you knock it out here, it takes another 

shape and it wakes up there. It’s shocking how existentially frightened the human race is, especially on this score of 

seeing each other. Not sexually; I mean when a man in an office looks at a woman and decides he’s going to walk 

up to her and say something, he’s looking at her instrumentally. He’s not looking at a fellow human being. That is 

what has to change. And then she knows what he’s going to do and she’s deciding how she’s going to come out on 

top. So until that changes, it doesn’t change. Until it’s over, it isn’t over. And it’s certainly not over. 

* 

A large part of the greatness of Gornick’s second memoir, The Odd Woman in the City, which drew together 30 

years of over-heard comments and conversations with Leonard, is how freshly the book renders the everyday. 

Walking in the city, making dates with a friend, trying to fall in love, having sex. In everyday life these activities can 

become so habitual they can become vacuumed of joy. In Gornick’s hands they become a new chance for 
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engagement. Perhaps after decades of learning how every generation makes a new generation of Odd Women, 

Gornick has begun to find a new definition of new. 

“I’ve never considered any of us revolutionaries,” Gornick says now, speaking not just of her generation, but the 

ones before and after her. “We’re not; we’re honest dissenters. That’s liberation in the true sense. Liberate us into 

our own country, into our own world.” These days, as ever, Gornick isn’t waiting for liberation to be handed to her. 

She is going to take it one essay and memoir at a time, describing her streets, her friends, her mind. And she’s not 

stopping. She has a new book, Unfinished Business, out this month—a meditation on revisiting some of her favorite 

formative texts, dating back to childhood. It’s an endless process. “It has often been my experience that re-reading a 

book that has been important to me at earlier times in my life is something like lying on an analyst’s couch,” she 

writes. Who wouldn’t want to know what comes next? 

 

John Freeman 

John Freeman is editor of Freeman's, a literary annual published by Grove, and executive editor of Literary Hub. His 

books include Dictionary of the Undoing, Maps, and upcoming anthology, Tales of Two Planets: Stories of Climate 

Change and Inequality in a Divided World. He lives in New York City and teaches at NYU. 

 

 

https://lithub.com/vivian-gornick-and-the-revolution-that-wont-end/ 

  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780374282158
https://lithub.com/author/john-freeman/
https://lithub.com/vivian-gornick-and-the-revolution-that-wont-end/
https://lithub.com/author/john-freeman/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

30 

The Necklace 

by Guy de Maupassant

 

The Necklace (1884) is a famous short story and morality tale that is widely read in classrooms throughout the 

world. 
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The girl was one of those pretty and charming young creatures who sometimes are born, as if by a slip of fate, into a 

family of clerks. She had no dowry, no expectations, no way of being known, understood, loved, married by any rich 

and distinguished man; so she let herself be married to a little clerk of the Ministry of Public Instruction. 

She dressed plainly because she could not dress well, but she was unhappy as if she had really fallen from a higher 

station; since with women there is neither caste nor rank, for beauty, grace and charm take the place of family and 

birth. Natural ingenuity, instinct for what is elegant, a supple mind are their sole hierarchy, and often make of 

women of the people the equals of the very greatest ladies. 

Mathilde suffered ceaselessly, feeling herself born to enjoy all delicacies and all luxuries. She was distressed at the 

poverty of her dwelling, at the bareness of the walls, at the shabby chairs, the ugliness of the curtains. All those 

things, of which another woman of her rank would never even have been conscious, tortured her and made her 

angry. The sight of the little Breton peasant who did her humble housework aroused in her despairing regrets and 

bewildering dreams. She thought of silent antechambers hung with Oriental tapestry, illumined by tall bronze 

candelabra, and of two great footmen in knee breeches who sleep in the big armchairs, made drowsy by the 

oppressive heat of the stove. She thought of long reception halls hung with ancient silk, of the dainty cabinets 

containing priceless curiosities and of the little coquettish perfumed reception rooms made for chatting at five 

o'clock with intimate friends, with men famous and sought after, whom all women envy and whose attention they all 

desire. 

When she sat down to dinner, before the round table covered with a tablecloth in use three days, opposite her 

husband, who uncovered the soup tureen and declared with a delighted air, "Ah, the good soup! I don't know 

anything better than that," she thought of dainty dinners, of shining silverware, of tapestry that peopled the walls 

with ancient personages and with strange birds flying in the midst of a fairy forest; and she thought of delicious 

dishes served on marvellous plates and of the whispered gallantries to which you listen with a sphinxlike smile 

while you are eating the pink meat of a trout or the wings of a quail. 

She had no gowns, no jewels, nothing. And she loved nothing but that. She felt made for that. She would have liked 

so much to please, to be envied, to be charming, to be sought after. 

She had a friend, a former schoolmate at the convent, who was rich, and whom she did not like to go to see any 

more because she felt so sad when she came home. 

But one evening her husband reached home with a triumphant air and holding a large envelope in his hand. 

"There," said he, "there is something for you." 

She tore the paper quickly and drew out a printed card which bore these words: 

 

The Minister of Public Instruction and Madame Georges Ramponneau request the honor of M. and Madame Loisel's 

company at the palace of the Ministry on Monday evening, January 18th. 
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Instead of being delighted, as her husband had hoped, she threw the invitation on the table crossly, muttering: 

"What do you wish me to do with that?" 

"Why, my dear, I thought you would be glad. You never go out, and this is such a fine opportunity. I had great 

trouble to get it. Every one wants to go; it is very select, and they are not giving many invitations to clerks. The 

whole official world will be there." 

She looked at him with an irritated glance and said impatiently: 

"And what do you wish me to put on my back?" 

He had not thought of that. He stammered: 

"Why, the gown you go to the theatre in. It looks very well to me." 

He stopped, distracted, seeing that his wife was weeping. Two great tears ran slowly from the corners of her eyes 

toward the corners of her mouth. 

"What's the matter? What's the matter?" he answered. 

By a violent effort she conquered her grief and replied in a calm voice, while she wiped her wet cheeks: 

"Nothing. Only I have no gown, and, therefore, I can't go to this ball. Give your card to some colleague whose wife 

is better equipped than I am." 

He was in despair. He resumed: 

"Come, let us see, Mathilde. How much would it cost, a suitable gown, which you could use on other occasions--

something very simple?" 

She reflected several seconds, making her calculations and wondering also what sum she could ask without drawing 

on herself an immediate refusal and a frightened exclamation from the economical clerk. 

Finally she replied hesitating: 

"I don't know exactly, but I think I could manage it with four hundred francs." 
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He grew a little pale, because he was laying aside just that amount to buy a gun and treat himself to a little shooting 

next summer on the plain of Nanterre, with several friends who went to shoot larks there of a Sunday. 

But he said: 

"Very well. I will give you four hundred francs. And try to have a pretty gown." 

The day of the ball drew near and Madame Loisel seemed sad, uneasy, anxious. Her frock was ready, however. Her 

husband said to her one evening: 

 

"What is the matter? Come, you have seemed very queer these last three days." 

And she answered: 
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"It annoys me not to have a single piece of jewelry, not a single ornament, nothing to put on. I shall look poverty-

stricken. I would almost rather not go at all." 

"You might wear natural flowers," said her husband. "They're very stylish at this time of year. For ten francs you 

can get two or three magnificent roses." 

She was not convinced. 

"No; there's nothing more humiliating than to look poor among other women who are rich." 

"How stupid you are!" her husband cried. "Go look up your friend, Madame Forestier, and ask her to lend you some 

jewels. You're intimate enough with her to do that." 

She uttered a cry of joy: 

"True! I never thought of it." 

The next day she went to her friend and told her of her distress. 

Madame Forestier went to a wardrobe with a mirror, took out a large jewel box, brought it back, opened it and said 

to Madame Loisel: 

"Choose, my dear." 

She saw first some bracelets, then a pearl necklace, then a Venetian gold cross set with precious stones, of admirable 

workmanship. She tried on the ornaments before the mirror, hesitated and could not make up her mind to part with 

them, to give them back. She kept asking: 

"Haven't you any more?" 

"Why, yes. Look further; I don't know what you like." 

Suddenly she discovered, in a black satin box, a superb diamond necklace, and her heart throbbed with an 

immoderate desire. Her hands trembled as she took it. She fastened it round her throat, outside her high-necked 

waist, and was lost in ecstasy at her reflection in the mirror. 

Then she asked, hesitating, filled with anxious doubt: 

"Will you lend me this, only this?" 

"Why, yes, certainly." 
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She threw her arms round her friend's neck, kissed her passionately, then fled with her treasure. 

The night of the ball arrived. Madame Loisel was a great success. She was prettier than any other woman present, 

elegant, graceful, smiling and wild with joy. All the men looked at her, asked her name, sought to be introduced. All 

the attaches of the Cabinet wished to waltz with her. She was remarked by the minister himself. 

She danced with rapture, with passion, intoxicated by pleasure, forgetting all in the triumph of her beauty, in the 

glory of her success, in a sort of cloud of happiness comprised of all this homage, admiration, these awakened 

desires and of that sense of triumph which is so sweet to woman's heart. 

She left the ball about four o'clock in the morning. Her husband had been sleeping since midnight in a little deserted 

anteroom with three other gentlemen whose wives were enjoying the ball. 

He threw over her shoulders the wraps he had brought, the modest wraps of common life, the poverty of which 

contrasted with the elegance of the ball dress. She felt this and wished to escape so as not to be remarked by the 

other women, who were enveloping themselves in costly furs. 

Loisel held her back, saying: "Wait a bit. You will catch cold outside. I will call a cab." 

But she did not listen to him and rapidly descended the stairs. When they reached the street they could not find a 

carriage and began to look for one, shouting after the cabmen passing at a distance. 

They went toward the Seine in despair, shivering with cold. At last they found on the quay one of those ancient night 

cabs which, as though they were ashamed to show their shabbiness during the day, are never seen round Paris until 

after dark. 

It took them to their dwelling in the Rue des Martyrs, and sadly they mounted the stairs to their flat. All was ended 

for her. As to him, he reflected that he must be at the ministry at ten o'clock that morning. 

She removed her wraps before the glass so as to see herself once more in all her glory. But suddenly she uttered a 

cry. She no longer had the necklace around her neck! 

"What is the matter with you?" demanded her husband, already half undressed. 

She turned distractedly toward him. 

"I have--I have--I've lost Madame Forestier's necklace," she cried. 

He stood up, bewildered. 

"What!--how? Impossible!" 

They looked among the folds of her skirt, of her cloak, in her pockets, everywhere, but did not find it. 
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"You're sure you had it on when you left the ball?" he asked. 

"Yes, I felt it in the vestibule of the minister's house." 

"But if you had lost it in the street we should have heard it fall. It must be in the cab." 

"Yes, probably. Did you take his number?" 

"No. And you--didn't you notice it?" 

"No." 

They looked, thunderstruck, at each other. At last Loisel put on his clothes. 

"I shall go back on foot," said he, "over the whole route, to see whether I can find it." 

He went out. She sat waiting on a chair in her ball dress, without strength to go to bed, overwhelmed, without any 

fire, without a thought. 

Her husband returned about seven o'clock. He had found nothing. 

He went to police headquarters, to the newspaper offices to offer a reward; he went to the cab companies--

everywhere, in fact, whither he was urged by the least spark of hope. 

She waited all day, in the same condition of mad fear before this terrible calamity. 

Loisel returned at night with a hollow, pale face. He had discovered nothing. 

"You must write to your friend," said he, "that you have broken the clasp of her necklace and that you are having it 

mended. That will give us time to turn round." 

She wrote at his dictation. 

At the end of a week they had lost all hope. Loisel, who had aged five years, declared: 

"We must consider how to replace that ornament." 

The next day they took the box that had contained it and went to the jeweler whose name was found within. He 

consulted his books. 

"It was not I, madame, who sold that necklace; I must simply have furnished the case." 
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Then they went from jeweler to jeweler, searching for a necklace like the other, trying to recall it, both sick with 

chagrin and grief. 

They found, in a shop at the Palais Royal, a string of diamonds that seemed to them exactly like the one they had 

lost. It was worth forty thousand francs. They could have it for thirty-six. 

So they begged the jeweler not to sell it for three days yet. And they made a bargain that he should buy it back for 

thirty-four thousand francs, in case they should find the lost necklace before the end of February. 

Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs which his father had left him. He would borrow the rest. 

He did borrow, asking a thousand francs of one, five hundred of another, five louis here, three louis there. He gave 

notes, took up ruinous obligations, dealt with usurers and all the race of lenders. He compromised all the rest of his 

life, risked signing a note without even knowing whether he could meet it; and, frightened by the trouble yet to 

come, by the black misery that was about to fall upon him, by the prospect of all the physical privations and moral 

tortures that he was to suffer, he went to get the new necklace, laying upon the jeweler's counter thirty-six thousand 

francs. 

When Madame Loisel took back the necklace Madame Forestier said to her with a chilly manner: 

"You should have returned it sooner; I might have needed it." 

She did not open the case, as her friend had so much feared. If she had detected the substitution, what would she 

have thought, what would she have said? Would she not have taken Madame Loisel for a thief? 

Thereafter Madame Loisel knew the horrible existence of the needy. She bore her part, however, with sudden 

heroism. That dreadful debt must be paid. She would pay it. They dismissed their servant; they changed their 

lodgings; they rented a garret under the roof. 

She came to know what heavy housework meant and the odious cares of the kitchen. She washed the dishes, using 

her dainty fingers and rosy nails on greasy pots and pans. She washed the soiled linen, the shirts and the dishcloths, 

which she dried upon a line; she carried the slops down to the street every morning and carried up the water, 

stopping for breath at every landing. And dressed like a woman of the people, she went to the fruiterer, the grocer, 

the butcher, a basket on her arm, bargaining, meeting with impertinence, defending her miserable money, sou by 

sou. 

Every month they had to meet some notes, renew others, obtain more time. 

Her husband worked evenings, making up a tradesman's accounts, and late at night he often copied manuscript for 

five sous a page. 

This life lasted ten years. 
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At the end of ten years they had paid everything, everything, with the rates of usury and the accumulations of the 

compound interest. 

Madame Loisel looked old now. She had become the woman of impoverished households--strong and hard and 

rough. With frowsy hair, skirts askew and red hands, she talked loud while washing the floor with great swishes of 

water. But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat down near the window and she thought of that 

gay evening of long ago, of that ball where she had been so beautiful and so admired. 

What would have happened if she had not lost that necklace? Who knows? who knows? How strange and changeful 

is life! How small a thing is needed to make or ruin us! 

But one Sunday, having gone to take a walk in the Champs Elysees to refresh herself after the labors of the week, 

she suddenly perceived a woman who was leading a child. It was Madame Forestier, still young, still beautiful, still 

charming. 

Madame Loisel felt moved. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. And now that she had paid, she would tell her 

all about it. Why not? 

She went up. 

"Good-day, Jeanne." 

The other, astonished to be familiarly addressed by this plain good-wife, did not recognize her at all and stammered: 

"But--madame!--I do not know---- You must have mistaken." 

"No. I am Mathilde Loisel." 

Her friend uttered a cry. 

"Oh, my poor Mathilde! How you are changed!" 

"Yes, I have had a pretty hard life, since I last saw you, and great poverty--and that because of you!" 

"Of me! How so?" 

"Do you remember that diamond necklace you lent me to wear at the ministerial ball?" 

"Yes. Well?" 

"Well, I lost it." 
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"What do you mean? You brought it back." 

"I brought you back another exactly like it. And it has taken us ten years to pay for it. You can understand that it was 

not easy for us, for us who had nothing. At last it is ended, and I am very glad." 

Madame Forestier had stopped. 

"You say that you bought a necklace of diamonds to replace mine?" 

"Yes. You never noticed it, then! They were very similar." 

And she smiled with a joy that was at once proud and ingenuous. 

Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took her hands. 

"Oh, my poor Mathilde! Why, my necklace was paste! It was worth at most only five hundred francs!" 

 

The Necklace was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Sun, Jul 07, 2019 

 

The Necklace is a world famous morality tale. It featured in our collection of Short Stories for Middle School and 

our collection of Morality Tales. Readers may also enjoy another story with ironic twists, The Gift of the Magi. 

In the final sentence, the word "paste" means that the loaned necklace was a fake, an imitation. 

Alternate translations use the word "imitation" rather than "paste." I chose to use this translation here because it is 

the version that inspired Henry James' short story Paste 

For an alternate translation read this version of the story. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/the-necklace  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/middle-school-short-stories
https://americanliterature.com/short-short-stories#morality-tales
https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry/short-story/the-gift-of-the-magi
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/the-diamond-necklace
https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james/poem/paste
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/the-diamond-necklace
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/the-necklace
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Rising temperatures linked to bumblebee decline suggest mass extinction 

By Rich Haridy 

 

A new study suggests local bumblebee populations are declining as local temperatures increase 

Alekcey/Depositphotos 

A striking new study from scientists at University College London and the University of Ottawa has identified a link 

between warming global temperatures and local declines in bumblebee populations. The research suggests 

bumblebees are disappearing in both North America and Europe at a pace, “consistent with a mass extinction.” 

To investigate any potential link between climate change and bumblebee decline the researchers evaluated over half 

a million georeferenced occurrence records, spanning 66 distinct species across 115 years. A new model was 

developed to track species population movements in association with local temperature changes. 

https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://depositphotos.com/194374010/stock-photo-bumblebee-pollinating-echinacea-flower.html


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

41 

“We have created a new way to predict local extinctions that tells us, for each species individually, whether climate 

change is creating temperatures that exceed what the bumblebees can handle,” explains the study’s co-author, Tim 

Newbold. 

The study concluded there was a distinct connection between decreases in bumblebee populations and localized 

temperature increases. This means bumblebee populations were moving away from locations they had historically 

colonized when temperature conditions exceeded certain points. 

“We found that populations were disappearing in areas where the temperatures had gotten hotter,” says Peter 

Soroye, lead author on the new study. “We’ve known for a while that climate change is related to the growing 

extinction risk that animals are facing around the world. In this paper, we offer an answer to the critical questions of 

how and why that is. We find that species extinctions across two continents are caused by hotter and more frequent 

extremes in temperatures.” 

The study does note that there is evidence of bumblebee populations increasing in certain cooler areas, suggesting a 

kind of migration to more comfortable conditions. However, the rate of overall decline in bumblebee populations far 

exceeded any rates seen in newly colonized areas. 

In fact, the study concludes the overall likelihood of bumblebee survival in a given location has dropped by an 

average of 30 percent in a single human generation. The researchers suggest this rate of decline is, “consistent with a 

mass extinction.” 

“If declines continue at this pace, many of these species could vanish forever within a few decades,” says Soroye. 

Accounting for other anthropogenic land use effects, such as pesticide use or agricultural intensification, the study 

confirmed the effects of climate change were distinctly connected to bumblebee occupancy rates in given 

geographical areas. This suggests climate change is playing a fundamental role in shifting bumblebee populations, 

and Peter Soroye notes how this may ultimately lead to dramatic biodiversity losses. 

“Bumblebees are the best pollinators we have in wild landscapes and the most effective pollinators for crops like 

tomato, squash, and berries," says Soroye. “Our results show that we face a future with many less bumblebees and 

much less diversity, both in the outdoors and on our plates.” 

The new study was published in the journal Science. 

Sources: University College London, University of Ottowa 

We recommend 

Virtual Reality Game Links Depression to Hippocampus 

Josh Umbehr, Medgadget, 2007 

https://science.sciencemag.org/content/367/6478/685
https://www.ucl.ac.uk/news/2020/feb/climate-change-key-driver-bumblebee-decline
https://media.uottawa.ca/news/why-bumble-bees-are-going-extinct-time-climate-chaos
https://www.medgadget.com/2007/03/virtual_reality_1.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=Medgadget__TrendMD_1
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No, That Prosthesis is Not for Your Injured Pet Octopus 

Editors, Medgadget, 2010 

DARPA Funding Development of Fiber Optics for Communication Between Prosthetics and Nervous System 

Smit Shah, Medgadget, 2010 

Ultrasound Treatment Shows Potential as Male Contraceptive Therapy 

Stanley Darma, Medgadget, 2012 

Vagina’s Molecular Armor 

Josh Umbehr, Medgadget, 2006 

Microtubules May Be Linked to Mental Disorders | 

Medgadget 

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 

 

https://newatlas.com/environment/rising-temperatures-bumblebee-decline-extinction-climate-

change/?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.medgadget.com/2010/12/no_that_prosthesis_is_not_for_your_injured_pet_octopus.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2010/09/darpa_funding_development_of_fiber_optics_for_communication_between_prosthetics_and_nervous_system_1.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2012/01/ultrasound-treatment-shows-potential-as-male-contraceptive-therapy.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2006/12/a_molecular_con.html
https://www.medgadget.com/2005/09/microtubules_ma.html
https://newatlas.com/author/rich-haridy/
https://newatlas.com/environment/rising-temperatures-bumblebee-decline-extinction-climate-change/?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/rising-temperatures-bumblebee-decline-extinction-climate-change/?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/rising-temperatures-bumblebee-decline-extinction-climate-change/?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/rising-temperatures-bumblebee-decline-extinction-climate-change/?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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An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge 

by Ambrose Bierce 

 

Set during the American Civil War, "An Occurrence at Owl Creek" is Bierce's most famous short story. It was first 

published in the San Francisco Examiner in 1890. It then appeared in Bierce's 1891 collection Tales of Soldiers and 

Civilians. We encourage students and teacher to use our An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge Study Guide to learn 

more about the story. 

 

 

I 

A man stood upon a railroad bridge in northern Alabama, looking down into the swift water twenty feet below. The 

man's hands were behind his back, the wrists bound with a cord. A rope closely encircled his neck. It was attached to 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce
https://americanliterature.com/an-occurrence-at-owl-creek-bridge-study-guide
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a stout cross-timber above his head and the slack fell to the level 

of his knees. Some loose boards laid upon the sleepers supporting 

the metals of the railway supplied a footing for him and his 

executioners--two private soldiers of the Federal army, directed by 

a sergeant who in civil life may have been a deputy sheriff. At a 

short remove upon the same temporary platform was an officer in 

the uniform of his rank, armed. He was a captain. A sentinel at 

each end of the bridge stood with his rifle in the position known as 

"support," that is to say, vertical in front of the left shoulder, the 

hammer resting on the forearm thrown straight across the chest--a 

formal and unnatural position, enforcing an erect carriage of the 

body. It did not appear to be the duty of these two men to know 

what was occurring at the center of the bridge; they merely 

blockaded the two ends of the foot planking that traversed it. 

Beyond one of the sentinels nobody was in sight; the railroad ran 

straight away into a forest for a hundred yards, then, curving, was 

lost to view. Doubtless there was an outpost farther along. The 

other bank of the stream was open ground--a gentle acclivity 

topped with a stockade of vertical tree trunks, loopholed for rifles, 

with a single embrasure through which protruded the muzzle of a 

brass cannon commanding the bridge. Midway of the slope 

between the bridge and fort were the spectators--a single company 

of infantry in line, at "parade rest," the butts of the rifles on the 

ground, the barrels inclining slightly backward against the right 

shoulder, the hands crossed upon the stock. A lieutenant stood at 

the right of the line, the point of his sword upon the ground, his 

left hand resting upon his right. Excepting the group of four at the 

center of the bridge, not a man moved. The company faced the 

bridge, staring stonily, motionless. The sentinels, facing the banks 

of the stream, might have been statues to adorn the bridge. The 

captain stood with folded arms, silent, observing the work of his 

subordinates, but making no sign. Death is a dignitary who when 

he comes announced is to be received with formal manifestations 

of respect, even by those most familiar with him. In the code of 

military etiquette silence and fixity are forms of deference. 

The man who was engaged in being hanged was apparently about 

thirty-five years of age. He was a civilian, if one might judge from 

his habit, which was that of a planter. His features were good--a 

straight nose, firm mouth, broad forehead, from which his long, 

dark hair was combed straight back, falling behind his ears to the 

collar of his well-fitting frock coat. He wore a mustache and 

pointed beard, but no whiskers; his eyes were large and dark gray, 

and had a kindly expression which one would hardly have 

expected in one whose neck was in the hemp. Evidently this was 
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no vulgar assassin. The liberal military code makes provision for hanging many kinds of persons, and gentlemen are 

not excluded. 

The preparations being complete, the two private soldiers stepped aside and each drew away the plank upon which 

he had been standing. The sergeant turned to the captain, saluted and placed himself immediately behind that officer, 

who in turn moved apart one pace. These movements left the condemned man and the sergeant standing on the two 

ends of the same plank, which spanned three of the cross-ties of the bridge. The end upon which the civilian stood 

almost, but not quite, reached a fourth. This plank had been held in place by the weight of the captain; it was now 

held by that of the sergeant. At a signal from the former the latter would step aside, the plank would tilt and the 

condemned man go down between two ties. The arrangement commended itself to his judgment as simple and 

effective. His face had not been covered nor his eyes bandaged. He looked a moment at his "unsteadfast footing," 

then let his gaze wander to the swirling water of the stream racing madly beneath his feet. A piece of dancing 

driftwood caught his attention and his eyes followed it down the current. How slowly it appeared to move, What a 

sluggish stream! 

He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoughts upon his wife and children. The water, touched to gold by the 

early sun, the brooding mists under the banks at some distance down the stream, the fort, the soldiers, the piece of 

drift--all had distracted him. And now he became conscious of a new disturbance. Striking through the thought of 

his dear ones was a sound which he could neither ignore nor understand, a sharp, distinct, metallic percussion like 

the stroke of a blacksmith's hammer upon the anvil; it had the same ringing quality. He wondered what it was, and 

whether immeasurably distant or near by--it seemed both. Its recurrence was regular, but as slow as the tolling of a 

death knell. He awaited each stroke with impatience and--he knew not why--apprehension. The intervals of silence 

grew progressively longer, the delays became maddening. With their greater infrequency the sounds increased in 

strength and sharpness. They hurt his ear like the thrust of a knife; he feared he would shriek. What he heard was the 

ticking of his watch. 

He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water below him. "If I could free my hands," he thought, "I might throw off 

the noose and spring into the stream. By diving I could evade the bullets and, swimming vigorously, reach the bank, 

take to the woods and get away home. My home, thank God, is as yet outside their lines; my wife and little ones are 

still beyond the invader's farthest advance." 

As these thoughts, which have here to be set down in words, were flashed into the doomed man's brain rather than 

evolved from it the captain nodded to the sergeant. The sergeant stepped aside. 

II 

Peyton Farquhar was a well-to-do planter, of an old and highly respected Alabama family. Being a slave owner and 

like other slave owners a politician he was naturally an original secessionist and ardently devoted to the Southern 

cause. Circumstances of an imperious nature, which it is unnecessary to relate here, had prevented him from taking 

service with the gallant army that had fought the disastrous campaigns ending with the fall of Corinth, and he chafed 

under the inglorious restraint, longing for the release of his energies, the larger life of the soldier, the opportunity for 

distinction. That opportunity, he felt, would come, as it comes to all in war time. Meanwhile he did what he could. 

No service was too humble for him to perform in aid of the South, no adventure too perilous for him to undertake if 

consistent with the character of a civilian who was at heart a soldier, and who in good faith and without too much 

qualification assented to at least a part of the frankly villainous dictum that all is fair in love and war.  
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One evening while Farquhar and his wife were sitting on a rustic bench near the entrance to his grounds, a gray-clad 

soldier rode up to the gate and asked for a drink of water. Mrs. Farquhar was only too happy to serve him with her 

own white hands. While she was fetching the water her husband approached the dusty horseman and inquired 

eagerly for news from the front. 

"The Yanks are repairing the railroads," said the man, "and are getting ready for another advance. They have 

reached the Owl Creek bridge, put it in order and built a stockade on the north bank. The commandant has issued an 

order, which is posted everywhere, declaring that any civilian caught interfering with the railroad, its bridges, 

tunnels or trains will be summarily hanged. I saw the order." 

"How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?" Farquhar asked. 
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"About thirty miles." 

"Is there no force on this side the creek?" 

"Only a picket post half a mile out, on the railroad, and a single sentinel at this end of the bridge." 

"Suppose a man--a civilian and student of hanging--should elude the picket post and perhaps get the better of the 

sentinel," said Farquhar, smiling, "what could he accomplish?" 

The soldier reflected. "I was there a month ago," he replied. "I observed that the flood of last winter had lodged a 

great quantity of driftwood against the wooden pier at this end of the bridge. It is now dry and would burn like tow." 

The lady had now brought the water, which the soldier drank. He thanked her ceremoniously, bowed to her husband 

and rode away. An hour later, after nightfall, he repassed the plantation, going northward in the direction from 

which he had come. He was a Federal scout. 

III 

As Peyton Farquhar fell straight downward through the bridge he lost consciousness and was as one already dead. 

From this state he was awakened--ages later, it seemed to him--by the pain of a sharp pressure upon his throat, 

followed by a sense of suffocation. Keen, poignant agonies seemed to shoot from his neck downward through every 

fiber of his body and limbs. These pains appeared to flash along well-defined lines of ramification and to beat with 

an inconceivably rapid periodicity. They seemed like streams of pulsating fire heating him to an intolerable 

temperature. As to his head, he was conscious of nothing but a feeling of fulness--of congestion. These sensations 

were unaccompanied by thought. The intellectual part of his nature was already effaced; he had power only to feel, 

and feeling was torment. He was conscious of motion. Encompassed in a luminous cloud, of which he was now 

merely the fiery heart, without material substance, he swung through unthinkable arcs of oscillation, like a vast 

pendulum. Then all at once, with terrible suddenness, the light about him shot upward with the noise of a loud 

splash; a frightful roaring was in his ears, and all was cold and dark. The power of thought was restored; he knew 

that the rope had broken and he had fallen into the stream. There was no additional strangulation; the noose about 

his neck was already suffocating him and kept the water from his lungs. To die of hanging at the bottom of a river!--

the idea seemed to him ludicrous. He opened his eyes in the darkness and saw above him a gleam of light, but how 

distant, how inaccessible! He was still sinking, for the light became fainter and fainter until it was a mere glimmer. 

Then it began to grow and brighten, and he knew that he was rising toward the surface--knew it with reluctance, for 

he was now very comfortable. "To be hanged and drowned," he thought? "that is not so bad; but I do not wish to be 

shot. No; I will not be shot; that is not fair." 

He was not conscious of an effort, but a sharp pain in his wrist apprised him that he was trying to free his hands. He 

gave the struggle his attention, as an idler might observe the feat of a juggler, without interest in the outcome. What 

splendid effort!--what magnificent, what superhuman strength! Ah, that was a fine endeavor! Bravo! The cord fell 

away; his arms parted and floated upward, the hands dimly seen on each side in the growing light. He watched them 

with a new interest as first one and then the other pounced upon the noose at his neck. They tore it away and thrust it 

fiercely aside, its undulations resembling those of a water snake. "Put it back, put it back!" He thought he shouted 

these words to his hands, for the undoing of the noose had been succeeded by the direst pang that he had yet 

experienced. His neck ached horribly; his brain was on fire; his heart, which had been fluttering faintly, gave a great 
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leap, trying to force itself out at his mouth. His whole body was racked and wrenched with an insupportable 

anguish! But his disobedient hands gave no heed to the command. They beat the water vigorously with quick, 

downward strokes, forcing him to the surface. He felt his head emerge; his eyes were blinded by the sunlight; his 

chest expanded convulsively, and with a supreme and crowning agony his lungs engulfed a great draught of air, 

which instantly he expelled in a shriek! 

He was now in full possession of his physical senses. They were, indeed, preternaturally keen and alert. Something 

in the awful disturbance of his organic system had so exalted and refined them that they made record of things never 

before perceived. He felt the ripples upon his face and heard their separate sounds as they struck. He looked at the 

forest on the bank of the stream, saw the individual trees, the leaves and the veining of each leaf--saw the very 

insects upon them: the locusts, the brilliant-bodied flies, the grey spiders stretching their webs from twig to twig. He 

noted the prismatic colors in all the dewdrops upon a million blades of grass. The humming of the gnats that danced 

above the eddies of the stream, the beating of the dragon flies' wings, the strokes of the water-spiders' legs, like oars 

which had lifted their boat--all these made audible music. A fish slid along beneath his eyes and he heard the rush of 

its body parting the water. 

He had come to the surface facing down the stream; in a moment the visible world seemed to wheel slowly round, 

himself the pivotal point, and he saw the bridge, the fort, the soldiers upon the bridge, the captain, the sergeant, the 

two privates, his executioners. They were in silhouette against the blue sky. They shouted and gesticulated, pointing 

at him. The captain had drawn his pistol, but did not fire; the others were unarmed. Their movements were grotesque 

and horrible, their forms gigantic. 

Suddenly he heard a sharp report and something struck the water smartly within a few inches of his head, spattering 

his face with spray. He heard a second report, and saw one of the sentinels with his rifle at his shoulder, a light cloud 

of blue smoke rising from the muzzle. The man in the water saw the eye of the man on the bridge gazing into his 

own through the sights of the rifle. He observed that it was a grey eye and remembered having read that grey eyes 

were keenest, and that all famous marksmen had them. Nevertheless, this one had missed. 

A counter-swirl had caught Farquhar and turned him half round; he was again looking into the forest on the bank 

opposite the fort. The sound of a clear, high voice in a monotonous singsong now rang out behind him and came 

across the water with a distinctness that pierced and subdued all other sounds, even the beating of the ripples in his 

ears. Although no soldier, he had frequented camps enough to know the dread significance of that deliberate, 

drawling, aspirated chant; the lieutenant on shore was taking a part in the morning's work. How coldly and 

pitilessly--with what an even, calm intonation, presaging, and enforcing tranquillity in the men--with what 

accurately measured intervals fell those cruel words: 

"Attention, company! . . Shoulder arms! . . . Ready! . . . Aim! . . . Fire!" 

Farquhar dived--dived as deeply as he could. The water roared in his ears like the voice of Niagara, yet he heard the 

dulled thunder of the volley and, rising again toward the surface, met shining bits of metal, singularly flattened, 

oscillating slowly downward. Some of them touched him on the face and hands, then fell away, continuing their 

descent. One lodged between his collar and neck; it was uncomfortably warm and he snatched it out. 

As he rose to the surface, gasping for breath, he saw that he had been a long time under water; he was perceptibly 

farther down stream nearer to safety. The soldiers had almost finished reloading; the metal ramrods flashed all at 
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once in the sunshine as they were drawn from the barrels, turned in the air, and thrust into their sockets. The two 

sentinels fired again, independently and ineffectually. 

The hunted man saw all this over his shoulder; he was now swimming vigorously with the current. His brain was as 

energetic as his arms and legs; he thought with the rapidity of lightning. 

The officer," he reasoned, "will not make that martinet's error a second time. It is as easy to dodge a volley as a 

single shot. He has probably already given the command to fire at will. God help me, I cannot dodge them all!" 

An appalling splash within two yards of him was followed by a loud, rushing sound, diminuendo, which seemed to 

travel back through the air to the fort and died in an explosion which stirred the very river to its deeps! 

A rising sheet of water curved over him, fell down upon him, blinded him, strangled him! The cannon had taken a 

hand in the game. As he shook his head free from the commotion of the smitten water he heard the deflected shot 

humming through the air ahead, and in an instant it was cracking and smashing the branches in the forest beyond. 

"They will not do that again," he thought; "the next time they will use a charge of grape. I must keep my eye upon 

the gun; the smoke will apprise me--the report arrives too late; it lags behind the missile. That is a good gun." 

Suddenly he felt himself whirled round and round--spinning like a top. The water, the banks, the forests, the now 

distant bridge, fort and men--all were commingled and blurred. Objects were represented by their colors only; 

circular horizontal streaks of color--that was all he saw. He had been caught in a vortex and was being whirled on 

with a velocity of advance and gyration that made him giddy and sick. In a few moments he was flung upon the 

gravel at the foot of the left bank of the stream--the southern bank--and behind a projecting point which concealed 

him from his enemies. The sudden arrest of his motion, the abrasion of one of his hands on the gravel, restored him, 

and he wept with delight. He dug his fingers into the sand, threw it over himself in handfuls and audibly blessed it. It 

looked like diamonds, rubies, emeralds; he could think of nothing beautiful which it did not resemble. The trees 

upon the bank were giant garden plants; he noted a definite order in their arrangement, inhaled the fragrance of their 

blooms. A strange, roseate light shone through the spaces among their trunks and the wind made in their branches 

the music of olian harps. He had no wish to perfect his escape--was content to remain in that enchanting spot until 

retaken. 

A whiz and rattle of grapeshot among the branches high above his head roused him from his dream. The baffled 

cannoneer had fired him a random farewell. He sprang to his feet, rushed up the sloping bank, and plunged into the 

forest. 

All that day he traveled, laying his course by the rounding sun. The forest seemed interminable; nowhere did he 

discover a break in it, not even a woodman's road. He had not known that he lived in so wild a region. There was 

something uncanny in the revelation. 

By nightfall he was fatigued, footsore, famishing. The thought of his wife and children urged him on. At last he 

found a road which led him in what he knew to be the right direction. It was as wide and straight as a city street, yet 

it seemed untraveled. No fields bordered it, no dwelling anywhere. Not so much as the barking of a dog suggested 

human habitation. The black bodies of the trees formed a straight wall on both sides, terminating on the horizon in a 
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point, like a diagram in a lesson in perspective. Overhead, as he looked up through this rift in the wood, shone great 

garden stars looking unfamiliar and grouped in strange constellations. He was sure they were arranged in some order 

which had a secret and malign significance. The wood on either side was full of singular noises, among which--

once, twice, and again--he distinctly heard whispers in an unknown tongue. 

His neck was in pain and lifting his hand to it found it horribly swollen. He knew that it had a circle of black where 

the rope had bruised it. His eyes felt congested; he could no longer close them. His tongue was swollen with thirst; 

he relieved its fever by thrusting it forward from between his teeth into the cold air. How softly the turf had carpeted 

the untraveled avenue--he could no longer feel the roadway beneath his feet! 

Doubtless, despite his suffering, he had fallen asleep while walking, for now he sees another scene--perhaps he has 

merely recovered from a delirium. He stands at the gate of his own home. All is as he left it, and all bright and 

beautiful in the morning sunshine. He must have traveled the entire night. As he pushes open the gate and passes up 

the wide white walk, he sees a flutter of female garments; his wife, looking fresh and cool and sweet, steps down 

from the veranda to meet him. At the bottom of the steps she stands waiting, with a smile of ineffable joy, an attitude 

of matchless grace and dignity. Ah, how beautiful she is! He springs forward with extended arms. As he is about to 

clasp her he feels a stunning blow upon the back of the neck; a blinding white light blazes all about him with a 

sound like the shock of a cannon--then all is darkness and silence! 

Peyton Farquhar was dead; his body, with a broken neck, swung gently from side to side beneath the timbers of the 

Owl Creek bridge. 

 

An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Mon, Jun 24, 2019 

 

Shhhh! Friends don't tell friends how the story ends! That story is a great introduction to the short story writer's trick 

of the surprise or "twist" ending. 

The story is also known as "A Dead Man's Dream.", but I didn't want to tell you that until after you were finished 

reading it ;- ). 

 

An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge is featured in our collection of Short Stories for High School I and Civil War 

Stories 

https://americanliterature.com/author/am-brose-bierce/short-story/an-occurrence-at-owl-creek-bridge 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/high-school-short-stories
https://americanliterature.com/civil-war-stories
https://americanliterature.com/civil-war-stories
https://americanliterature.com/author/am-brose-bierce/short-story/an-occurrence-at-owl-creek-bridge
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The Moral of Flowers: An Illustrated Victorian Encyclopedia of Poetic Lessons from the Garden 

From the sensuous honeysuckle to the humble daisy, a lyrical journey to where nature meets human nature. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 
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“In forty years of medical practice, I have found only two types of non-pharmaceutical ‘therapy’ to be vitally 

important for patients with chronic neurological diseases: music and gardens,” the poetic neurologist Oliver Sacks 

wrote in contemplating the healing power of gardens. 

More than two centuries earlier, gardening had taken on a new symphonic resonance with the psychological and 

physiological score of human nature when the philosopher Erasmus Darwin, Charles Darwin’s grandfather, 

published The Botanic Garden — a book-length poem using scientifically accurate verse to enchant the popular 

imagination with the scandalous new science of sexual reproduction in plants. Botany was suddenly both sensual 

and poetic, seeding a new genre of literary botanica in the early nineteenth century. Crowning it is a book of especial 

loveliness — the 1833 gem The Moral of Flowers (public library | public domain) by the poet, painter, and self-

taught naturalist Rebecca Hey. 

Passionflower. Available as a print. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/27/oliver-sacks-gardens/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1011970171/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/moral-of-flowers-illustrated-by-coloured-engravings-by-rebecca-hey-second-edition/oclc/560194060&referer=brief_results
https://archive.org/details/moralflowerspoe00heygoog/page/n13/mode/2up
https://society6.com/product/passionflower-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/passionflower-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Perched partway in time and sensibility between Elizabeth Blackwell’s illustrated encyclopedia of medicinal 

plants and Emily Dickinson’s wildflower herbarium, this illustrated encyclopedia presents a singular fusion of Hey’s 

original verse, poetic prose, and perfectly selected quotations from celebrated poets about each flower, coupled with 

beautiful engravings drawn from life by William Clark, former draughtsman and engraver of the London 

Horticultural Society. 

Honeysuckle. Available as a print. 

The unexpected success of the book — all the rarer in an era when hardly any women were published authors — 

emboldened Hey to learn to paint and pursue an improbable dream that became, fifteen years later, the world’s first 

illustrated encyclopedia of trees, featuring her own original art. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/23/emily-dickinson-herbarium/
https://society6.com/product/honeysuckle-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://society6.com/product/honeysuckle-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Almond blossom. Available as a print. 

From fragrant favorites like the honeysuckle and jasmine, to humble beauties like the daisy and wild wallflower, to 

literary symbol-corsages like the violet, which Emily Dickinson cherished above all other flowers for its 

“unsuspected” splendor, and the almond blossom, on which Albert Camus predicated his timeless metaphor for 

strength through difficult times, Hey’s catalogue of blooming splendor traces the etymologies of flower names, 

describes their habitat, and invokes Shakespeare, Milton, and Wordsworth to explore their cultural symbolism, 

aiming to “pursue such a train of reflection or draw such a moral from each flower that is introduced as its 

appearance, habits, or properties might be supposed to suggest.” 

https://society6.com/product/almond-blossom-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/28/albert-camus-almond-trees-character/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/28/albert-camus-almond-trees-character/
https://society6.com/product/almond-blossom-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Field wildflowers (frontispiece). 

Available as a print. 

Flowers of the field, how meet ye seem, 

Man’s frailty to pourtray, 

Blooming so fair in morning’s beam, 

Passing at eve away; 

Teach this, and oh! though brief your reign, 

Sweet flowers, ye shall not live in vain. 

https://society6.com/product/art-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Snow-drop and crocus. Available as a print. 

Just as poet Jane Hirshfield would draw, nearly two centuries later, a buoyant lesson in optimism from a tree, Hey 

draws on flowers to contemplate questions of mortality, grit, adaptability, how to find beauty in melancholy and 

cheerfulness in solitude, how to live “heedless of all obstacles.” 

https://society6.com/product/snow-drop-and-crocus-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/14/jane-hirshfield-optimism-kelli-anderson-animation/
https://society6.com/product/snow-drop-and-crocus-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Hare-bell. Available as a print.

https://society6.com/product/hare-bell-and-grass-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/hare-bell-and-grass-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Rusty-leaved rhododendron..

https://society6.com/product/rusty-leaved-rhododendron-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Bittersweet.

https://society6.com/product/bittersweet-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey2608482_print?curator=brainpicker
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Rosemary and violet. 

https://society6.com/product/rosemary-and-violet-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Available as a print. Daisy. Available as a print. 

There is a flower, a little flower, 

With silver crest and golden eye, 

That welcomes every changing hour, 

And weathers every sky. 

It smiles upon the lap of May, 

To sultry August spreads its charms, 

Lights pale October on his way, 

And twines December’s arms. 

https://society6.com/product/rosemary-and-violet-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/daisy-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebeca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/daisy-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebeca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Forget-me-not. Available as a print. 

In vain I searched the garden through, 

     In vain the meadow gay, 

For some sweet flower which might to you 

     A kindly thought convey. 

One spake too much of hope and bloom 

For those who know of man the doom ; 

Another, queen of the parterre, 

Thorns on her graceful stem did bear; 

A third, alas ! seemed all too frail 

For ruder breath than summer gale. 

I turned me thence to where beneath 

     The hedgerow’s verdant shade, 

The lowliest gems of Florals wreath 

https://society6.com/product/forget-me-not-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/forget-me-not-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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     Their modest charms displayed. 

Lured by its name, one simple flower 

From its meek sisterhood I bore, 

And bade it hasten to impart 

The breathings of a faithful heart, 

And plead — “Whatever your future lot, 

In weal or woe — Forget-me-not.” 

Primrose. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/primrose-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/primrose-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Lily of the Valley..

https://society6.com/product/lily-of-the-valley-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Wild wallflower. 

https://society6.com/product/wild-wall-flower-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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Available as a print. Violet. Available as a print. 

Complement with The Spirit of the Woods — Hey’s poetic encyclopedia of trees, illustrated with her own paintings 

— and 18th-century artist Sarah Stone’s trailblazing natural history illustrations of exotic, endangered, and extinct 

animals, then revisit a 17th-century English gardener on what fruit trees can teach us about human nature and 

relationships. 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/07/the-moral-of-flowers-rebecca-

hey/?mc_cid=c72a568675&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://society6.com/product/wild-wall-flower-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/violet-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/12/sarah-stone-natural-history-illustration/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/12/sarah-stone-natural-history-illustration/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/11/the-spiritual-uses-of-fruit-trees-ralph-austen/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/11/the-spiritual-uses-of-fruit-trees-ralph-austen/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/07/the-moral-of-flowers-rebecca-hey/?mc_cid=c72a568675&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/07/the-moral-of-flowers-rebecca-hey/?mc_cid=c72a568675&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/violet-from-the-moral-of-flowers-1833-by-rebecca-hey_print?curator=brainpicker
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--- 

Little Red Riding Hood 

 

This story is featured in Favorite Fairy Tales and Short Stories for Children. 

You may want to compare it to The Brothers Grimm version, Little Red-Cap. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/fairy-tales-guide
https://americanliterature.com/short-stories-for-children
https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm
https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/little-red-cap
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Once upon a time there was a dear little girl who was loved by every one who looked at her, but most of all by her 

grandmother, and there was nothing that she would not have given to the child. Once she gave her a little cap of red 

velvet, which suited her so well that she would never wear anything else. So she was always called Little Red 

Riding Hood. 

One day her mother said to her, "Come, Little Red Riding Hood, here is a piece of cake and a bottle of wine. Take 

them to your grandmother, she is ill and weak, and they will do her good. Set out before it gets hot, and when you 

are going, walk nicely and quietly and do not run off the path, or you may fall and break the bottle, and then your 

grandmother will get nothing. And when you go into her room, don't forget to say, good-morning, and don't peep 

into every corner before you do it." 

I will take great care, said Little Red Riding Hood to her mother, and gave her hand on it. 

The grandmother lived out in the wood, half a league from the village, and just as Little Red Riding Hood entered 

the wood, a wolf met her. Little Red Riding Hood did not know what a wicked creature he was, and was not at all 

afraid of him. 

"Good-day, Little Red Riding Hood," said he. 

"Thank you kindly, wolf." 

"Whither away so early, Little Red Riding Hood?" 

"To my grandmother's." 

"What have you got in your apron?" 

"Cake and wine. Yesterday was baking-day, so poor sick grandmother is to have something good, to make her 

stronger." 

"Where does your grandmother live, Little Red Riding Hood?" 

"A good quarter of a league farther on in the wood. Her house stands under the three large oak-trees, the nut-trees 

are just below. You surely must know it," replied Little Red Riding Hood. 

The wolf thought to himself, "What a tender young creature. What a nice plump mouthful, she will be better to eat 

than the old woman. I must act craftily, so as to catch both." So he walked for a short time by the side of Little Red 

Riding Hood, and then he said, "see Little Red Riding Hood, how pretty the flowers are about here. Why do you not 

look round. I believe, too, that you do not hear how sweetly the little birds are singing. You walk gravely along as if 

you were going to school, while everything else out here in the wood is merry." 

Little Red Riding Hood raised her eyes, and when she saw the sunbeams dancing here and there through the trees, 

and pretty flowers growing everywhere, she thought, suppose I take grandmother a fresh nosegay. That would please 
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her too. It is so early in the day that I shall still get there in good time. And so she ran from the path into the wood to 

look for flowers. And whenever she had picked one, she fancied that she saw a still prettier one farther on, and ran 

after it, and so got deeper and deeper into the wood. 

Meanwhile the wolf ran straight to the grandmother's house and knocked at the door. 

"Who is there?" 

"Little Red Riding Hood," replied the wolf. "She is bringing cake and wine. Open the door." 

"Lift the latch," called out the grandmother, "I am too weak, and cannot get up." 

The wolf lifted the latch, the door sprang open, and without saying a word he went straight to the grandmother's bed, 

and devoured her. Then he put on her clothes, dressed himself in her cap, laid himself in bed and drew the curtains. 

Little Red Riding Hood, however, had been running about picking flowers, and when she had gathered so many that 

she could carry no more, she remembered her grandmother, and set out on the way to her. 

She was surprised to find the cottage-door standing open, and when she went into the room, she had such a strange 

feeling that she said to herself, oh dear, how uneasy I feel to-day, and at other times I like being with grandmother so 

much. 

She called out, "Good morning," but received no answer. So she went to the bed and drew back the curtains. There 

lay her grandmother with her cap pulled far over her face, and looking very strange. 

"Oh, grandmother," she said, "what big ears you have." 

"The better to hear you with, my child," was the reply. 

"But, grandmother, what big eyes you have," she said. 

"The better to see you with, my dear." 

"But, grandmother, what large hands you have." 

"The better to hug you with." 

"Oh, but, grandmother, what a terrible big mouth you have." 

"The better to eat you with." 
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And scarcely had the wolf said this, than with one bound he was out of bed and swallowed up Little Red Riding 

Hood. 

When the wolf had appeased his appetite, he lay down again in the bed, fell asleep and began to snore very loud. 

The huntsman was just passing the house, and thought to himself, how the old woman is snoring. I must just see if 

she wants anything. 

So he went into the room, and when he came to the bed, he saw that the wolf was lying in it. "Do I find you here, 

you old sinner," said he. "I have long sought you." 

Then just as he was going to fire at him, it occurred to him that the wolf might have devoured the grandmother, and 

that she might still be saved, so he did not fire, but took a pair of scissors, and began to cut open the stomach of the 

sleeping wolf. 

When he had made two snips, he saw the Little Red Riding Hood shining, and then he made two snips more, and the 

little girl sprang out, crying, "Ah, how frightened I have been. How dark it was inside the wolf." 

And after that the aged grandmother came out alive also, but scarcely able to breathe. Little Red Riding Hood, 

however, quickly fetched great stones with which they filled the wolf's belly, and when he awoke, he wanted to run 

away, but the stones were so heavy that he collapsed at once, and fell dead. 

Then all three were delighted. The huntsman drew off the wolf's skin and went home with it. The grandmother ate 

the cake and drank the wine which Little Red Riding Hood had brought, and revived, but Little Red Riding Hood 

thought to herself, as long as I live, I will never by myself leave the path, to run into the wood, when my mother has 

forbidden me to do so. 

It is also related that once when Little Red Riding Hood was again taking cakes to the old grandmother, another wolf 

spoke to her, and tried to entice her from the path. Little Red Riding Hood, however, was on her guard, and went 

straight forward on her way, and told her grandmother that she had met the wolf, and that he had said good-morning 

to her, but with such a wicked look in his eyes, that if they had not been on the public road she was certain he would 

have eaten her up. "Well," said the grandmother, "we will shut the door, that he may not come in." 

Soon afterwards the wolf knocked, and cried, "open the door, grandmother, I am Little Red Riding Hood, and am 

bringing you some cakes." 

But they did not speak, or open the door, so the grey-beard stole twice or thrice round the house, and at last jumped 

on the roof, intending to wait until Little Red Riding Hood went home in the evening, and then to steal after her and 

devour her in the darkness. But the grandmother saw what was in his thoughts. In front of the house was a great 

stone trough, so she said to the child, take the pail, Little Red Riding Hood. I made some sausages yesterday, so 

carry the water in which I boiled them to the trough. Little Red Riding Hood carried until the great trough was quite 

full. Then the smell of the sausages reached the wolf, and he sniffed and peeped down, and at last stretched out his 

neck so far that he could no longer keep his footing and began to slip, and slipped down from the roof straight into 

the great trough, and was drowned. But Little Red Riding Hood went joyously home, and no one ever did anything 

to harm her again.                              https://americanliterature.com/childrens-stories/little-red-riding-hood 

https://americanliterature.com/childrens-stories/little-red-riding-hood


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

71 

Patti Smith on Libraries and the Transformative Love of Books 

On books, bronchitis, and a mother’s “sympathetic exasperation.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Libraries are sanctuaries from the world and command centers onto it,” Rebecca Solnit wrote in reflecting on how 

she saved herself by reading. “A library is a rainbow in the clouds,” Maya Angelou harmonized in recollecting how 

a library saved her own life. Her contemporary and titanic peer Ursula K. Le Guin located the source of that 

salvation in the portal to personal and intellectual liberty that opens up between the shelves of the public library, 

between the covers of a book: “Knowledge sets us free, art sets us free. A great library is freedom.” 

A generation after a little boy named James Baldwin reached for that liberty and read his way from Harlem to the 

literary pantheon at the local library, a little girl named Patricia Lee Smith read her way from a poor rural 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/13/rebecca-solnit-faraway-nearby-reading-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/13/rebecca-solnit-faraway-nearby-reading-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/18/maya-angelou-library/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/18/maya-angelou-library/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/06/ursula-k-le-guin-libraries/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/10/a-rap-on-race-james-baldwin-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/10/a-rap-on-race-james-baldwin-reading/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657681/braipick-20
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community in southern New Jersey to the world’s stage and the world’s heart, soon to become the voice of 

generations and one of the most original, revolutionary, and generous artists of her time, of our time, and of all time. 

In Year of the Monkey (public library) — her unclassifiable, symphonic exploration of dreams, love, loss, and 

mending the broken realities of life — Patti Smith recounts how her local childhood library nurtured her inner life, 

tilling the soil of her becoming. 

 

In consonance with that lovely parenthetical line from one of Nikki Giovanni’s poems celebrating libraries and 

librarians — “(You never know what troubled little girl needs a book.)” — Smith writes of the endearing, almost 

unreasonable devotion with which she sought solace for her nine-year-old troubles amid the stacks: 

Every Saturday I would go to the library and choose my books for the week. One late-autumn morning, despite 

menacing clouds, I bundled up and walked as always, past the peach orchards, the pig farm and the skating rink to 

the fork in the road that led to our sole library. The sight of so many books never failed to excite me, rows and rows 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657681/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/year-of-the-monkey/oclc/1118693772&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/24/patti-smith-year-of-the-monkey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/24/patti-smith-year-of-the-monkey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/11/nikki-giovannis-poems-library-librarians/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/11/nikki-giovannis-poems-library-librarians/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657681/braipick-20
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of books with multicolored spines. I’d spent an inordinate amount of time choosing my stack of books that day, with 

the sky growing more ominous. At first, I wasn’t worried as I had long legs and was a pretty fast walker, but then it 

became apparent that there was no way I was going to beat the impending storm. It grew colder, the winds picked 

up, followed by heavy rains, then pelting hail. I slid the books under my coat to protect them, I had a long way to go; 

I stepped in puddles and could feel the icy water permeate my ankle socks. When I finally reached home my mother 

shook her head with sympathetic exasperation, prepared a hot bath and made me go to bed. I came down with 

bronchitis and missed several days of school. But it had been worth it, for I had my books, among them The Tik-Tok 

Man of Oz, Half Magic and The Dog of Flanders. Wonderful books that I read over and over, only accessible to me 

through our library. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
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Art by Isabelle Arsenault from A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader. 

Complement this tiny fragment of the wholly enchanting Year of the Monkey — which crowned my favorite books 

of 2019 — with Oliver Sacks, reflecting on the early character-sculpting role the local library played in his own life, 

on the library as a locus of intellectual freedom and community-building, then revisit Patti Smith on the two kinds of 

literary masterpieces and her fifty favorite books. (One might hope that letting her spinach get cold is now among 

her qualifying criteria for a favorite book.) 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/02/patti-smith-library/?mc_cid=c72a568675&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0525657681/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/19/best-books-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/19/best-books-2019/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/01/oliver-sacks-everything-in-its-place-libraries/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/02/patti-smith-favorite-books-m-train/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/02/patti-smith-favorite-books-m-train/
https://www.instagram.com/p/BuMzKk6hmT9/?hl=en
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/02/patti-smith-library/?mc_cid=c72a568675&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The Aged Mother 

by Matsuo Basho 

 

Also known as The Story of the Aged Mother, this Japanese folktale tells the story of an unkind ruler who issues 

cruel orders, including one demand that all old folks are to be abandoned and left to die. Basho tells a poignant story 

about a mother and her son and their love for one another. 

 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/matsuo-basho


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

76 

Long, long ago there lived at the foot of the mountain a poor farmer and his aged, widowed mother. They owned a 

bit of land which supplied them with food, and they were humble, peaceful, and happy. 

Shining was governed by a despotic leader who though a warrior, had a great and cowardly shrinking from anything 

suggestive of failing health and strength. This caused him to send out a cruel proclamation. The entire province was 

given strict orders to immediately put to death all aged people. Those were barbarous days, and the custom of 

abandoning old people to die was not uncommon. The poor farmer loved his aged mother with tender reverence, and 

the order filled his heart with sorrow. But no one ever thought twice about obeying the mandate of the governor, so 

with many deep and hopeless sighs, the youth prepared for what at that time was considered the kindest mode of 

death. 

Just at sundown, when his day’s work was ended, he took a quantity of unwhitened rice which was the principal 

food for the poor, and he cooked, dried it, and tied it in a square cloth, which he swung in a bundle around his neck 

along with a gourd filled with cool, sweet water. Then he lifted his helpless old mother to his back and started on his 

painful journey up the mountain. The road was long and steep; the narrow road was crossed and re-crossed by many 

paths made by the hunters and woodcutters. In some place, they lost and confues, but he gave no heed. One path or 

another, it mattered not. On he went, climbing blindly upward -- ever upward towards the high bare summit of what 

is known as Obatsuyama, the mountain of the “abandoning of the aged.” 

The eyes of the old mother were not so dim but that they noted the reckless hastening from one path to another, and 

her loving heart grew anxious. Her son did not know the mountain’s many paths and his return might be one of 

danger, so she stretched forth her hand and snapping the twigs from brushes as they passed, she quietly dropped a 

handful every few steps of the way so that as they climbed, the narrow path behind them was dotted at frequent 

intervals with tiny piles of twigs. At last the summit was reached. Weary and heart sick, the youth gently released 

his burden and silently prepared a place of comfort as his last duty to the loved one. Gathering fallen pine needles, 

he made a soft cushion and tenderly lifted his old mother onto it. Hew rapped her padded coat more closely about 

the stooping shoulders and with tearful eyes and an aching heart he said farewell. 

The trembling mother’s voice was full of unselfish love as she gave her last injunction. “Let not thine eyes be 

blinded, my son.” She said. “The mountain road is full of dangers. LOOK carefully and follow the path which holds 

the piles of twigs. They will guide you to the familiar path farther down”. The son’s surprised eyes looked back over 

the path, then at the poor old, shriveled hands all scratched and soiled by their work of love. His heart broke within 

and bowing to the ground, he cried aloud: “oh, Honorable mother, your kindness breaks my heart! I will not leave 

you. Together we will follow the path of twigs, and together we will die!” 

Once more he shouldered his burden (how light it seemed now) and hastened down the path, through the shadows 

and the moonlight, to the little hut in the valley. Beneath the kitchen floor was a walled closet for food, which was 

covered and hidden from view. There the son hid his mother, supplying her with everything she needed, continually 

watching and fearing she would be discovered. Time passed, and he was beginning to feel safe when again the 

governor sent forth heralds bearing an unreasonable order, seemingly as a boast of his power. His demand was that 

his subjects should present him with a rope of ashes. 

The entire province trembled with dread. The order must be obeyed yet who in all Shining could make a rope of 

ashes? One night, in great distress, the son whispered the news to his hidden mother. “Wait!” she said. “I will think. 

I will think” On the second day she told him what to do. “Make rope of twisted straw,” she said. “Then stretch it 
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upon a row of flat stones and burn it on a windless night.” He called the people together and did as she said and 

when the blaze died down, there upon the stones, with every twist and fiber showing perfectly, lay a rope of ashes. 

The governor was pleased at the wit of the youth and praised greatly, but he demanded to know where he had 

obtained his wisdom. “Alas! Alas!” cried the farmer, “the truth must be told!” and with deep bows he related his 

story. The governor listened and then meditated in silence. Finally he lifted his head. “Shining needs more than 

strength of youth,” he said gravely. “Ah, that I should have forgotten the well-known saying, “with the crown of 

snow, there cometh wisdom!” That very hour the cruel law was abolished, and custom drifted into as far a past that 

only legends remain. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/matsuo-basho/short-story/the-aged-mother 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/matsuo-basho/short-story/the-aged-mother
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The most terrifying images in history? 

Paintings of the past depicted horror, dread and foreboding. But can art still frighten us into a new consciousness, 

asks Kelly Grovier. 

By Kelly Grovier 

Has art forgotten how to frighten us? In times past, artists understood fear and exploited it as among the most potent 

emotional levers that a painting or sculpture could pull. Medieval and Renaissance religious artists were especially 

tuned in to its appalling power. Terrifying visions of what eternal discomforts await in the afterlife should 

parishioners fail to live piously in this world (typically positioned near the exit to a church in order to leave an 

indelible impression), served a clear, if ghastly, purpose: to scare the congregation straight. 

The last thing worshippers witness on exiting the Scrovegni Chapel in Padua, Italy, for example, is a ghoulish 

glimpse into a sump of damned souls as they are sucked into the fiery maw of hell as imagined by the late-13th 

Century Florentine master, Giotto di Bondone. Giotto’s deeply disquieting Day of Judgement (which broadcasts 

above the rear door of the chapel on a split-screen fresco that simultaneously portrays the matriculation into heaven 

of the righteous and redeemed) may not be subtle, but it is effective. “The blessed arrange themselves in neat rows 

on the right hand of Christ,” as one scholar describes the scene, “while the damned stream in twisted shapes, bodies 

elongated, flowing downward… attacked by demons who stab, burn, and pull them apart”. 

https://tinyurl.com/tulx4n3
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Giotto’s fresco cycle at the Scrovegni Chapel in Padua includes a terrifying Day of Judgement, placed above the exit 

(Credit: Creative Commons) 

However fear-inducing the imaginations of Giotto, say, or Hieronymus Bosch, the faces depicted in their paintings 

rarely resonate convincingly with an inner turmoil of anguish. Adding to the eeriness of the gruesome gymnastics 

Bosch choreographs in the Hell panel of his Garden of Earthly Delights is the incongruous placidity of those being 

pecked or flayed. It would fall to ensuing generations of artists to tackle the challenge of actually chiselling a 

compelling semblance of foreboding into the physiognomies of their subjects. 

http://www.bbc.co.uk/culture/story/20160809-hidden-meanings-in-the-garden-of-earthly-delights
https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9p/p0839pyc.jpg
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Michelangelo’s Last Judgement fresco covers the entire altar wall of the Sistine Chapel in Vatican City; on the right, 

the souls of the damned descend to hell 

From the damned soul who slowly sinks alone to eternal torture in Michelangelo’s Sistine Chapel fresco of The Last 

Judgement (his physique tugged and wrenched by an entwined trio of devilish tormentors) to the aghast visage of 

Francisco Goya’s The Bewitched Man (1798); from Swiss artist Henri Fuseli’s bloodless likeness of a petrified 

Lady Macbeth to Edvard Munch’s iconic personification of existential dread, The Scream, the history of art has 

ceaselessly auditioned archetypes of enduring angst. 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9p/p0839pzg.jpg
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The Bewitched Man by Goya depicts a scene from a play in which the protagonist, Don Claudio, believes he is 

bewitched and that his life depends on keeping a lamp alight 

Two lesser-known works created exactly a century ago show how the quest to find the true face of fear continued 

into the 20th Century. Still a student at the Slade School of Fine Art in London (having taken a hiatus from her 

studies in 1917 after being traumatised by the sight of an explosion at a munitions factory in Essex during the first 

World War), the British artist Winifred Knights was awarded a prestigious Rome Scholarship for her dramatic take 

on a scene inspired by the biblical flood. Amid a frenzy of scampering figures desperate to reach higher ground as 

Noah’s ark slips by unnoticed in the distance, it is a self-portrait of the artist herself – just off-centre in the 

foreground of the work, her limbs and psyche ripped in two directions – that crystallises persuasively the ferocity of 

fear as it continued to trouble the consciousness of Europe, still recovering from the horrors of war. 

https://www.tate.org.uk/art/artworks/knights-the-deluge-t05532
https://www.tate.org.uk/art/artworks/knights-the-deluge-t05532
https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9p/p0839pjx.jpg
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The Deluge (1920) by Winifred Knights depicts an apocalyptic flood in which figures flee to higher ground while 

Noah’s ark glides away in the distance 

At almost the same moment that a panel of judges (including John Singer Sargent) was praising Knights’ work, the 

Spanish Expressionist José Gutiérrez Solana found himself at work on a rather quieter, though no less 

psychologically complex, double portrait that explores the same emotion if from a somewhat subtler angle. Though 

there is no furious scurrying for diluvial survival in Solana’s portrayal of a pair of off-duty jesters in The Clowns, a 

soulful foreboding haunts the carnivalesque complexion of the mime on the right. 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9q/p0839q2b.jpg
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Solana’s 1920 painting, The Clowns, conveys a sense of dread through nuanced facial expressions (Credit: Museo 

Nacional Centro de Arte Reina Sofía) 

Research has shown that fear is tough to fake, involving as it does more muscles in the top of the face than other 

emotions, and one connects instinctively with the authenticity of anguish that rumples the brow of the horn-holding 

clown who looks blankly askance in abject dread of some undisclosed figure or force beyond the frame to our right. 

Though his depiction doubtless owes something to the serial Pierrot portraits for which his fellow Spaniard, Picasso, 

was well-known, Solana conjures a genuine fearfulness that is impossible to counterfeit. 

https://www.popsci.com/science/article/2013-05/fyi-which-emotion-hardest-fake/
https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9q/p0839q2x.jpg
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Hirst’s For the Love of God, a skull made of diamonds, was displayed in Doha, Qatar, in 2013 (Credit: Niccolo 

Guasti/Getty Images) 

But what about today? Is there a discernible legacy in contemporary art of such incitement to fear as one finds in 

Giotto or Bosch, or of the perennial ambition – from Michelangelo to Munch – to forge the quintessential face of 

fear? Damien Hirst’s notorious diamond-encrusted skull, For the Love of God (2007), springs to mind as a notable 

modern reinvention of the memento mori tradition in art history, which customarily features skulls and skeletons not 

so much intended to make you merely ‘remember you must die’ (the meaning of the Latin phrase) but scare you 

witless by death’s imminence. Hirst’s grimacing curio, comprised of more than 8,600 flawless diamonds, does not 

so much excite fear, however, as bemusement and exasperation at the outlandish cost of constructing such a gaudy 

gewgaw, let alone purchasing it. The asking price was £50 million. For the love of God, indeed. 

So concerned with ceaselessly skirmishing over whether what they do is or isn’t art, many recent artists, one begins 

to sense, have simply lost touch with the full palette of emotions with which art is capable of being inflected, with 

the pigment of fear having arguably dried up the most. While it’s true that Hirst’s peers, the British brothers Jake 

and Dinos Chapman, routinely flirt with fear as a potential aesthetic element in a body of work that embraces creepy 

haunted-house mannequins to childish defacements of appropriated images from Francisco Goya’s chilling The 

Disasters of War series, their meta mockeries of the macabre are, perhaps unintentionally, less scary than silly. 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9q/p0839q53.jpg


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

85 

 

Their work Hell is not about the Holocaust, say the Chapman brothers: “It’s the absolute inverse of that, it’s the 

Nazis who are being subjected to industrial genocide” 

In the Chapmans’ own portrayal of Hell (for a controversial installation by that title unveiled in 2000), tens of 

thousands of toy soldiers were recast as a barbaric battalion of demonic Nazis and their victims – an outrageous orgy 

of violence that occupied nine large vitrines arranged into a huge swastika. A labour of loathing, the work took the 

siblings 24 months to construct. But to what end? The Chapmans’ playdate with Hitler landed more as a fatuous 

joke than a fearful jolt – even, it would seem, to the brothers themselves. “When it caught fire,” Jake confessed, after 

learning that the sprawling work had been destroyed in a devastating storage warehouse blaze in 2004, “we just 

laughed. Two years to make, two minutes to burn.” 

https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9q/p0839q71.jpg
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Rego’s painting The Policeman’s Daughter (1987) shows a woman angrily polishing a boot; it was part of a series 

exploring dysfunctional family relationships 

 

 

So where has fear gone in visual culture? The celebrated Portuguese painter Paula Rego is often cited in the context 

of terror and fright. A recent academic article by the art historian Leonor de Oliveira entitled To Give Fear a Face: 

Memory and Fear in Paula Rego’s Work eloquently argues that Rego’s recurring motifs are indebted to the British 

art critic Herbert Read’s famous concept of “the geometry of fear”, coined by Read to describe the work of post-war 

sculptors whom, he clarified, had forged an “iconography of despair”. But to my eye, the formidable figures we 

encounter in Rego’s work – from The Policeman’s Daughter (1987) who portentously polishes a jackboot to her 

portrait of Charlotte Brontë’s Jane Eyre in the menacing red room – invariably defy fear rather than embody it. 

The word ‘fear’ is frequently invoked to characterise too what’s elicited by the recent work of Swedish video artist 

and sculptor Nathalie Djurberg, whose uncanny and carnivalesque installations (often conceived in collaboration 

with the sound artist Hans Berg) invite visitors into a repressed realm of engrossing grotesqueries. But the lasting 

impression of displays such as One Last Trip to the Underworld (2019), comprised of darkly comic sculptures of 

fantastical flora and fauna that flicker freakishly into life by the light of looping films, is one of quizzicality and 

wonder more than tension and terror. 

https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/14714787.2017.1349551
https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/14714787.2017.1349551
https://www.saatchigallery.com/artists/artpages/rego_paula_policemans_daughter.htm
http://www.tanyabonakdargallery.com/exhibitions/nathalie-djurberg-and-hans-berg-one-last-trip-to-the-underworld/5
https://ichef.bbci.co.uk/wwfeatures/wm/live/1600_900/images/live/p0/83/9q/p0839qb3.jpg
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Perhaps contemporary art, like contemporary poetry, has contented itself in deferring roles it once performed to 

other shapes of culture that seem better suited to the task. Just as we rarely turn now to poets to tell us epics – a job 

more alluringly tackled by novelists and filmmakers – we’ve ceased looking, too, to artists to frighten us into a new 

consciousness. This year alone is due to witness the reboot of a string of seemingly inexhaustible horror film 

franchises, from Saw to Friday the 13th to Halloween. It’s well established that coming face to face with fear 

triggers a feel-good dopamine rush, and there’s even evidence that it can boost one’s immune system. If 

contemporary art sometimes struggles to connect with wider audiences, perhaps the addictive drug of fear is among 

the cures. Perhaps it’s time that artists rediscover the fear. 

 

http://www.bbc.com/culture/story/20200214-the-art-of-terror-how-visions-of-fear-can-help-us-live?xtor=ES-213-

[BBC%20Features%20Newsletter]-2020February21-[Culture|%20Button] 

  

https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/abs/10.1080/1025389031000101349
http://www.bbc.com/culture/story/20200214-the-art-of-terror-how-visions-of-fear-can-help-us-live?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2020February21-%5bCulture|%20Button%5d
http://www.bbc.com/culture/story/20200214-the-art-of-terror-how-visions-of-fear-can-help-us-live?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2020February21-%5bCulture|%20Button%5d
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An additional contribution to the spin Hall effect induced by an electric current 

DIPC   

The interactions between moving charges and magnetic fields can be quite complicated; more if we consider the 

quantum effects. One example is the collection of Hall effects. 

Imagine that we have a conductor or a semiconductor through which a current is flowing. Then we apply a strong 

transverse magnetic field. As a result, we can measure a potential difference at right angles to both the current and 

the field caused by the deflection of charge carriers by the field. This effect was described by Edwin Hall in 1879 

and is the classical Hall effect. It introduces a coefficient, RH, a constant characteristic of the material. 

The effect is used to investigate the nature of charge carriers in metals and semiconductors, in the Hall probe for the 

measurement of magnetic fields, and in magnetically operated switching devices. 

A quantum mechanical version of the Hall effect can be found at very low temperatures, in which the Hall 

coefficient RH is quantized. And, depending on the values of the coefficient, there are two types of quantum Hall 

effect. The integer quantum Hall effect has RH given as an integer with great precision. It can be used for precision 

measurements of constants such as e (the elementary charge) and h (Planck’s constant). In the fractional quantum 

Hall effect, RH has fractional values. The integer quantum Hall effect can be understood in terms of non-interacting 

electrons, whereas the fractional effect is thought to result from many-electron interactions in two-dimensional 

systems. 

Now we can use these charge-related Hall effects to try to understand their spin analogue (it is not, strictly speaking, 

a Hall effect). 

The analogue of the Hall effect for spin, the spin Hall effect (SHE), is the accumulation of particles with opposite 

spin on the opposite surfaces of a material in which a current is flowing. However, the analogy is not complete since 

an external magnetic field destroys the effect. The SHE is due to spin-orbit coupling and this coupling can be 

intrinsic or extrinsic to the material: the intrinsic mechanism would be a consequence of the band structure of the 

material, whereas the extrinsic mechanism would stem from scattering of the charge carriers by impurities that 

locally induce spin-orbit coupling. 

In the anomalous version of the quantum Hall effect, the anomaly is that a finite Hall voltage is present even in the 

absence of an external magnetic field. The quantum anomalous Hall state is characterized by a dissipationless edge 

mode carrying electrons of only one spin direction. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
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The inhomogeneous magnetic field created by a current, and the associated Zeeman forces. 

Now, a team of researchers analyzes 1 an additional contribution to the SHE, arising from the existence of non-

homogeneous magnetic fields within the metallic sheet. 

The spin accumulation at the edges arises from the Zeeman coupling to the in-homogeneous magnetic field which 

exists within the sample. The gradient of the Zeeman coupling acts like a force which accelerates the carriers in the 

direction perpendicular to the current, in opposite way for spin up and spin down electrons, where the spins are 

oriented along the magnetic field. As a result, a gradient in the spin density within the sample is induced and spin 

imbalances appear which are comparable to those derived from the extrinsic and intrinsic mechanisms mentioned 

earlier. 

The analysis does not rely explicitly on the existence of a strong spin orbit coupling, so that it can be generalized to 

metals made from light elements. The effect is found to be relativistic in nature, and its contribution to the spin Hall 

angle depends on the value of the velocity of light. Nothing strange as the Zeeman energy can be considered a 

relativistic effect which arises directly from the Dirac equation describing electrons. 

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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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/2020/02/20/an-additional-contribution-to-the-spin-hall-effect-induced-by-an-electric-

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

ng+Ignorance%29 
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Bunny Slope 

by Tadeusz Dąbrowski 

 

Issue no. 219 (Winter 2016) 

When I’m writing a poem, 

there’s less and less of it. 

As I approach the mountains, 

they vanish behind a gentle hill, 

behind the bunny slope. 

And once I’m standing with them 

face to face, 

they take away my speech. 

The very best poem  

finishes half way 

—Translated from the Polish by Antonia Lloyd-Jones 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

“Hall of Mirrors” and “Secret Reading Matter” by Tadeusz Dąbrowski, both published in issue no. 230, Fall 

2019?  

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b255c9290d&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b255c9290d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=50d69e533a&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=162480c07b&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b255c9290d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b255c9290d&e=d538c8f2e0
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Black Mexico and the War of Independence 

The president of Mexico who finally issued the decree ending slavery was of African descent himself. 

 

Vicente Guerrero 

 via Wikimedia Commons 

In 1810, at the start of the Mexican War of Independence, just over 10 percent of the population of New Spain was 

Afro-Mexican, according to the Spanish census. They were the descendants of the hundreds of thousands of 

Africans the Spanish transported to Mexico for slave labor. 

By the early nineteenth century, almost all Afro-Mexicans were of mixed race (Indian, African, European) and 

termed negroes, mulattos, and/or mestizos. Only about one in ten was still bound in slavery, but all suffered under 

the burden of a caste system that saw “pure” Spaniards, criollos, at the top. 

“In the war against Spain the decrees of revolutionary leaders induced Afro-Mexican participation by making 

minority rights integral to the struggle.” 

https://es.wikipedia.org/wiki/Archivo:Vicente_Ram%C3%B3n_Guerrero_Salda%C3%B1a.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/black-mexico-and-the-war-of-independence/?utm_term=Black%20Mexico%20and%20the%20War%20of%20Independence&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/black-mexico-and-the-war-of-independence/?utm_term=Black%20Mexico%20and%20the%20War%20of%20Independence&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

93 

Abolition of slavery and the caste system were both stated goals of early independence leaders like Miguel Hildago 

y Costilla, often called the Father of the Nation, and José Maria Morelos y Pavón. The latter had African roots. 

Mexico’s African-descended people, writes scholar Ted Vincent, had a “special incentive to fight, were encouraged 

to join the struggle, and provided many participants and leaders” to the cause of Mexican independence. “In the war 

against Spain the decrees of revolutionary leaders induced Afro-Mexican participation by making minority rights 

integral to the struggle [while] the decrees against slavery and the caste system alienated many white Mexicans from 

the independence cause.” 

After a long struggle, Mexico won its independence in 1821, but slavery wasn’t formally abolished in the new 

nation until 1829. The delay was, of course, political: the independence seekers were a politically mixed lot. The 

leader who first came to power in 1821 was General Agustín de Iturbide, a conservative who spent most of the war 

fighting for the Spanish before joining the pro-independence side; he declared himself emperor. It was some time 

before the more liberal, republican forces came to power. 

The president who did finally issue the decree ending slavery was of African descent himself. Vicente Guerrero had 

been a mule-train driver who rose to generalship in the War of Independence. He was the new nation’s second 

president, briefly reigning before being overthrown in a conservative coup. But in less than a year in office, this man 

formalized abolition. 

Vincent, building on the work of earlier American and Mexican historians, shows that Afro-Mexicans played an 

outsized role in the independence struggle. In addition to leaders like Morelos and Guerrero, there were foot 

soldiers. In a struggle where switching sides “was a big part of the war” because most of the “Spanish” forces were 

conscripted locals, “Afro-Mexicans conscripted by the Spanish switched to the freedom side more often than did 

other Mexicans.” 

This history, however, has been obscured, partly “because insurgent politics were aimed at minimizing race to 

maximize unity. If anything was to be advertised, it was interconnectedness, as in making it known that General 

Guerrero, who was visually of African background, spoke many Indian languages and worked well with Indians.” 
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This Afro-Mexican heritage stayed obscure, at least until more recent times. Some of the early nation’s laws 

highlighted the importance of racial equality. One banned the use of racial categories in government documents, 

including baptism, marriage, and death records. “The subsequent lack of racial counts by census takers in Mexico is 

one reason little is known of Black Mexico,” Vincent writes. 

There is no gainsaying, however, that Mexico abolished slavery three and a half decades before the United States. 

Notably, however, President Guerrero couldn’t enforce Mexico’s anti-slavery law north of the Rio Grande. 

American settlers, bringing their system of chattel slavery from the South into that part of Mexico, had grown too 

powerful. These settlers would break away from Mexico in 1836, declaring a new slave republic before joining the 

rest of the United States in 1845 as a slave state. They called it Texas.  

 

https://daily.jstor.org/black-mexico-and-the-war-of-

independence/?utm_term=Black%20Mexico%20and%20the%20War%20of%20Independence&utm_campaign=jsto

rdaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://www.nytimes.com/2014/10/26/world/americas/negro-prieto-moreno-a-question-of-identity-for-black-mexicans.html
https://daily.jstor.org/black-mexico-and-the-war-of-independence/?utm_term=Black%20Mexico%20and%20the%20War%20of%20Independence&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/black-mexico-and-the-war-of-independence/?utm_term=Black%20Mexico%20and%20the%20War%20of%20Independence&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/black-mexico-and-the-war-of-independence/?utm_term=Black%20Mexico%20and%20the%20War%20of%20Independence&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Against Self-Criticism: Adam Phillips on How Our Internal Critics Enslave Us, the Stockholm Syndrome of 

the Superego, and the Power of Multiple Interpretations 

“In broaching the possibility of being, in some way, against self-criticism, we have to imagine a world in which 

celebration is less suspect than criticism.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

I have thought and continued to think a great deal about the relationship between critical thinking and cynicism — 

what is the tipping point past which critical thinking, that centerpiece of reason so vital to human progress and 

intellectual life, stops mobilizing our constructive impulses and topples over into the destructiveness of impotent 

complaint and embittered resignation, begetting cynicism? In giving a commencement address on the subject, I 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/hope-cynicism/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/01/03/baloney-detection-kit-carl-sagan/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/16/annenberg-commencement/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374278024/braipick-20
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found myself contemplating anew this fine but firm line between critical thinking and cynical complaint. To cross it 

is to exile ourselves from the land of active reason and enter a limbo of resigned inaction. 

But cross it we do, perhaps nowhere more readily than in our capacity for merciless self-criticism. We tend to go far 

beyond the self-corrective lucidity necessary for improving our shortcomings, instead berating and belittling 

ourselves for our foibles with a special kind of masochism. 

The undergirding psychology of that impulse is what the English psychoanalytical writer Adam Phillips explores in 

his magnificent essay “Against Self-Criticism”, found in his altogether terrific collection Unforbidden 

Pleasures (public library). 

One of Salvador Dalí’s illustrations for the essays of 

Montaigne 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374278024/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374278024/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/unforbidden-pleasures/oclc/920852390&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/salvador-dali-illustrates-montaigne/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/salvador-dali-illustrates-montaigne/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/12/salvador-dali-illustrates-montaigne/
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Phillips — who has written with beguiling nuance about such variousness of our psychic experience as the 

importance of “fertile solitude,” the value of missing out, and the rewards of being out of balance — examines how 

“our virulent, predatory self-criticism [has] become one of our greatest pleasures,” reaching across the space-time of 

culture to both revolt against and pay homage to Susan Sontag’s masterwork Against Interpretation. He writes: 

In broaching the possibility of being, in some way, against self-criticism, we have to imagine a world in which 

celebration is less suspect than criticism; in which the alternatives of celebration and criticism are seen as a 

determined narrowing of the repertoire; and in which we praise whatever we can. 

Our masochistic impulse for self-criticism, he argues, arises from the fact that ambivalence is the basic condition of 

our lives. In a passage that builds on his memorable prior reflections on the paradox of why frustration is necessary 

for satisfaction in romance, Phillips considers Freud’s ideological legacy: 

In Freud’s vision of things we are, above all, ambivalent animals: wherever we hate, we love; wherever we love, we 

hate. If someone can satisfy us, they can also frustrate us; and if someone can frustrate us, we always believe that 

they can satisfy us. We criticize when we are frustrated — or when we are trying to describe our frustration, 

however obliquely — and praise when we are more satisfied, and vice versa. Ambivalence does not, in the Freudian 

story, mean mixed feelings, it means opposing feelings. 

[…] 

Love and hate — a too simple, or too familiar, vocabulary, and so never quite the right names for what we might 

want to say — are the common source, the elemental feelings with which we apprehend the world; and they are 

interdependent in the sense that you can’t have one without the other, and that they mutually inform each other. The 

way we hate people depends on the way we love them, and vice versa. And given that these contradictory feelings 

are our ‘common source’ they enter into everything we do. They are the medium in which we do everything. We are 

ambivalent, in Freud’s view, about anything and everything that matters to us; indeed, ambivalence is the way we 

recognize that someone or something has become significant to us… Where there is devotion there is always 

protest… where there is trust there is suspicion. 

[…] 

We may not be able to imagine a life in which we don’t spend a large amount of our time criticizing ourselves and 

others; but we should keep in mind the self-love that is always in play. 

But we have become so indoctrinated in this conscience of self-criticism, both collectively and individually, that 

we’ve grown reflexively suspicious of that alternative possibility. (Kafka, the great patron-martyr of self-criticism, 

captured this pathology perfectly: “There’s only one thing certain. That is one’s own inadequacy.”) Phillips writes: 

Self-criticism, and the self as critical, are essential to our sense, our picture, of our so-called selves. 

[…] 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/07/18/adam-phillips-on-risk-and-solitude/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/07/18/adam-phillips-on-risk-and-solitude/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/17/missing-out-adam-phillips/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/08/adam-phillips-on-balance/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/16/susan-sontag-against-interpretation-content/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/05/adam-phillips-missing-out-frustration-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/05/adam-phillips-missing-out-frustration-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/18/conversations-with-kafka-taoism-truth/
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Nothing makes us more critical, more confounded — more suspicious, or appalled, or even mildly amused — than 

the suggestion that we should drop all this relentless criticism; that we should be less impressed by it. Or at least that 

self-criticism should cease to have the hold over us that it does. 

But this self-critical part of ourselves, Phillips points out, is “strikingly unimaginative” — a relentless complainer 

whose repertoire of tirades is so redundant as to become, to any objective observer, risible and tragic at the same 

time: 

Were we to meet this figure socially, as it were, this accusatory character, this internal critic, we would think there 

was something wrong with him. He would just be boring and cruel. We might think that something terrible had 

happened to him. That he was living in the aftermath, in the fallout of some catastrophe. And we would be right. 

One of Maurice Sendak’s illustrations for the 

Brothers Grimm fairy tales 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/29/maurice-sendak-juniper-tree-brothers-grimm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/29/maurice-sendak-juniper-tree-brothers-grimm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/29/maurice-sendak-juniper-tree-brothers-grimm/
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Freud termed this droll internal critic superego, and Phillips suggests that we suffer from a kind of Stockholm 

syndrome of the superego: 

We are continually, if unconsciously, mutilating and deforming our own character. Indeed, so unrelenting is this 

internal violence that we have no idea what we are like without it. We know virtually nothing about ourselves 

because we judge ourselves before we have a chance to see ourselves (as though in panic). Or, to put it differently, 

we can judge only what we recognize ourselves as able to judge. What can’t be judged can’t be seen. What happens 

to everything that is not subject to approval or disapproval, to everything that we have not been taught how to judge? 

… The judged self can only be judged but not known. [We] think that it is complicitous not to stand up to, not to 

contest, this internal tyranny by what is only one part — a small but loud part — of the self. 

The tyranny of the superego, Phillips argues, lies in its tendency to reduce the complexity of our conscience to a 

single, limiting interpretation, and to convincingly sell us on that interpretation as an accurate and complete 

representation of reality: 

Self-criticism is nothing if it is not the defining, and usually the overdefining, of the limits of being. But, ironically, 

if that’s the right word, the limits of being are announced and enforced before so-called being has had much of a 

chance to speak for itself. 

[…] 

We consent to the superego’s interpretation; we believe our self-reproaches are true; we are overimpressed without 

noticing that that is what we are being. 

With an eye to Freud’s legacy and the familiar texture of the human experience, Phillips makes his central point: 

You can only understand anything that matters — dreams, neurotic symptoms, literature — by overinterpreting it; 

by seeing it from different aspects as the product of multiple impulses. Overinterpretation here means not settling for 

one interpretation, however apparently compelling it is. Indeed, the implication is — and here is Freud’s ongoing 

suspicion, or ambivalence, about psychoanalysis — that the more persuasive, the more compelling, the more 

authoritative, the interpretation is, the less credible it is, or should be. The interpretation might be the violent attempt 

to presume to set a limit where no limit can be set. 

Here, the ideological wink at Sontag becomes apparent. Indeed, the Sontag classic would’ve been better titled 

“Against an Interpretation,” for the essence of her argument is precisely that a single interpretation invariably warps 

and flattens any text, any experience, any cultural artifact. (How tragicomical to see, then, that a reviewer who 

complains that Phillips’s writing is too open to interpretation both misses his point and, in doing so, makes it.) 

What Phillips is advocating isn’t the wholesale relinquishing of interpretation but the psychological hygiene of 

inviting multiple interpretations as a way of countering the artificial authority of the superego and loosening its 

tyrannical grip on our experience of ourselves: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/01/16/susan-sontag-against-interpretation-content/
http://www.nytimes.com/2016/05/22/books/review/unforbidden-pleasures-by-adam-phillips.html
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Authority wants to replace the world with itself. Overinterpretation means not being stopped in your tracks by what 

you are most persuaded by; it means assuming that to believe one interpretation is to radically misunderstand the 

object one is interpreting, and indeed interpretation itself. 

Illustration by Kate Beaton from To 

Be or Not To Be, a choose-your-own-adventure reimagining of Hamlet 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/27/to-be-or-not-to-be-ryan-north/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/27/to-be-or-not-to-be-ryan-north/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/08/27/to-be-or-not-to-be-ryan-north/
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Cuing in Shakespeare’s Hamlet, that “genius of self-reproach,” Phillips considers the cowardice of self-criticism: 

Tragic heroes always underinterpret, are always emperors of one idea. 

[…] 

The first quarto of Hamlet has, “Thus conscience does make cowards of us all,” while the second quarto has, “Thus 

conscience does make cowards.” If conscience makes cowards of us all, then we are all in the same boat; this is just 

the way it is. If conscience simply makes cowards we can more easily wonder what else it might be able to make. 

Either way, and they are clearly different, conscience makes something of us; it is a maker, if not of selves, then of 

something about selves. It is an internal artist, of a kind… The superego … casts us as certain kinds of character: it, 

as it were, tells us who we really are. It is an essentialist: it claims to know us in a way that no one else, including 

ourselves, can ever do. And, like a mad god, it is omniscient: it behaves as if it can predict the future by claiming to 

know the consequences of our actions (when we know, in a more imaginative part of ourselves, that most actions are 

morally equivocal, and change over time in our estimation; no apparently self-destructive act is ever only self-

destructive; no good is purely and simply that). 

Half a century after Eleanor Roosevelt’s memorable admonition that “when you adopt the standards and the values 

of someone else … you surrender your own integrity [and] become, to the extent of your surrender, less of a human 

being,” Phillips urges us to question the superego’s despotic standards: 

The superego is the sovereign interpreter… [It] tells us what we take to be the truth about ourselves. Self-criticism, 

that is to say, is an unforbidden pleasure. We seem to relish the way it makes us suffer [and] take it for granted that 

each day will bring its necessary quotient of self-disappointment. That every day we will fail to be as good as we 

should be; but without our being given the resources, the language, to wonder who or what is setting the pace; or 

where these rather punishing standards come from. 

Under this docile surrender to self-criticism, Phillips cautions, our conscience slips into cowardice: 

Conscience … it is the part of our mind that makes us lose our minds; the moralist that prevents us from evolving a 

personal, more complex and subtle morality; that prevents us from finding, by experiment, what may be the limits of 

our being. So when Richard III says, in the final act of his own play, “O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict 

me!”, a radical alternative is being proposed. That conscience makes cowards of us all because it is itself cowardly. 

We believe in, we identify with, this starkly condemnatory and punitively forbidding part of ourselves; and yet this 

supposedly authoritative part of ourselves is itself a coward. 

The most virulent and culturally contagious form of this cowardice, I would argue, is the resignation of cynicism — 

a resignation Phillips traces to the punitive system at the root of our culture’s moral framework, in which good 

behavior is incentivized largely through fear of punishment for bad behavior. This effort to foster the constructive by 

the destructive, he suggests, ends up turning us on ourselves as our fear of punishment metastasizes into self-

criticism. (The cynic bypasses the constructiveness — that is, refuses to do anything about changing a situation for 

the better — and rushes straight to inflicting punishment, be it by insult or condemnation or that most cowardly and 

passive-aggressive fusion of the two, the eyeroll.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/11/16/eleanor-roosevelt-on-happiness-conformity-and-integrity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/11/16/eleanor-roosevelt-on-happiness-conformity-and-integrity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/11/16/eleanor-roosevelt-on-happiness-conformity-and-integrity/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/16/annenberg-commencement/
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Phillips returns to the central paradox, arguing for the importance of overinterpreting our self-critical conscience: 

How has it come about that we are so bewitched by our self-hatred, so impressed and credulous in the face of our 

self-criticism, as unimaginative as it usually is? And why is it akin to a judgement without a jury? A jury, after all, 

represents some kind of consensus as an alternative to autocracy… We need to be able to tell the difference between 

useful forms of responsibility taken for acts committed, and the evasions of self-contempt… This doesn’t mean that 

no one is ever culpable; it means that culpability will always be more complicated than it looks; guilt is always 

underinterpreted… Self-criticism, when it isn’t useful in the way any self-correcting approach can be, is self-

hypnosis. It is judgement as spell, or curse, not as conversation; it is an order, not a negotiation; it is dogma, not 

overinterpretation. 

Our self-criticism, to be sure, couldn’t be entirely eradicated — nor should it, for it is our most essential route-

recalculating tool for navigating life. But by nurturing our capacity for multiple interpretations, Phillips suggests, 

self-criticism can become “less jaded and jading, more imaginative and less spiteful.” 

Unforbidden Pleasures is a magnificent read in its entirety, exploring such strands of our psychic complexity as 

desire, disappointment, indifference, and idealism. Complement this particular portion with Albert Camus 

on happiness, unhappiness, and our self-imposed prisons, then revisit Phillips on why our capacity for boredom is 

essential for a full life. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/23/against-self-criticism-adam-phillips-unforbidden-

pleasures/?mc_cid=169e3b9e56&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0374278024/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/11/07/albert-camus-notebooks-happiness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/19/adam-phillips-boredom/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/19/adam-phillips-boredom/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/23/against-self-criticism-adam-phillips-unforbidden-pleasures/?mc_cid=169e3b9e56&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/23/against-self-criticism-adam-phillips-unforbidden-pleasures/?mc_cid=169e3b9e56&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Cinderella 

by The Brothers Grimm 

 

Are you looking for the Grimm-less version: Cinderella for young children? 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm
https://americanliterature.com/childrens-stories/cinderella
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The wife of a rich man fell sick, and as she felt that her end was drawing near, she called her only daughter to her 

bedside and said, "Dear child, be good and pious, and then the good God will always protect thee, and I will look 

down on thee from heaven and be near thee." Thereupon she closed her eyes and departed. Every day the maiden 

went out to her mother's grave, and wept, and she remained pious and good. When winter came the snow spread a 

white sheet over the grave, and when the spring sun had drawn it off again, the man had taken another wife. 

The woman had brought two daughters into the house with her, who were beautiful and fair of face, but vile and 

black of heart. Now began a bad time for the poor step-child. "Is the stupid goose to sit in the parlour with us?" said 

they. "He who wants to eat bread must earn it; out with the kitchen-wench." They took her pretty clothes away from 

her, put an old grey bedgown on her, and gave her wooden shoes. "Just look at the proud princess, how decked out 

she is!" they cried, and laughed, and led her into the kitchen. There she had to do hard work from morning till night, 

get up before daybreak, carry water, light fires, cook and wash. Besides this, the sisters did her every imaginable 

injury — they mocked her and emptied her peas and lentils into the ashes, so that she was forced to sit and pick 

them out again. In the evening when she had worked till she was weary she had no bed to go to, but had to sleep by 

the fireside in the ashes. And as on that account she always looked dusty and dirty, they called her Cinderella. It 

happened that the father was once going to the fair, and he asked his two step-daughters what he should bring back 

for them. "Beautiful dresses," said one, "Pearls and jewels," said the second. "And thou, Cinderella," said he, "what 

wilt thou have?" "Father, break off for me the first branch which knocks against your hat on your way home." So he 

bought beautiful dresses, pearls and jewels for his two step-daughters, and on his way home, as he was riding 

through a green thicket, a hazel twig brushed against him and knocked off his hat. Then he broke off the branch and 

took it with him. When he reached home he gave his step-daughters the things which they had wished for, and to 

Cinderella he gave the branch from the hazel-bush. Cinderella thanked him, went to her mother's grave and planted 

the branch on it, and wept so much that the tears fell down on it and watered it. And it grew, however, and became a 

handsome tree. Thrice a day Cinderella went and sat beneath it, and wept and prayed, and a little white bird always 

came on the tree, and if Cinderella expressed a wish, the bird threw down to her what she had wished for. 

It happened, however, that the King appointed a festival which was to last three days, and to which all the beautiful 

young girls in the country were invited, in order that his son might choose himself a bride. When the two step-sisters 

heard that they too were to appear among the number, they were delighted, called Cinderella and said, "Comb our 

hair for us, brush our shoes and fasten our buckles, for we are going to the festival at the King's palace." Cinderella 

obeyed, but wept, because she too would have liked to go with them to the dance, and begged her step-mother to 

allow her to do so. "Thou go, Cinderella!" said she; "Thou art dusty and dirty and wouldst go to the festival? Thou 

hast no clothes and shoes, and yet wouldst dance!" As, however, Cinderella went on asking, the step-mother at last 

said, "I have emptied a dish of lentils into the ashes for thee, if thou hast picked them out again in two hours, thou 

shalt go with us." The maiden went through the back-door into the garden, and called, "You tame pigeons, you 

turtle-doves, and all you birds beneath the sky, come and help me to pick 

"The good into the pot, 

The bad into the crop." 

Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at last all the birds 

beneath the sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the pigeons nodded with their 

heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the rest began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good grains 

into the dish. Hardly had one hour passed before they had finished, and all flew out again. Then the girl took the dish 

to her step-mother, and was glad, and believed that now she would be allowed to go with them to the festival. But 

the step-mother said, "No, Cinderella, thou hast no clothes and thou canst not dance; thou wouldst only be laughed 
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at." And as Cinderella wept at this, the step-mother said, "If thou canst pick two dishes of lentils out of the ashes for 

me in one hour, thou shalt go with us." And she thought to herself, "That she most certainly cannot do." When the 

step-mother had emptied the two dishes of lentils amongst the ashes, the maiden went through the back-door into the 

garden and cried, You tame pigeons, you turtle-doves, and all you birds under heaven, come and help me to pick 

"The good into the pot, 

The bad into the crop." 

Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at length all the birds 

beneath the sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the doves nodded with their 

heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the others began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good 

seeds into the dishes, and before half an hour was over they had already finished, and all flew out again. Then the 

maiden carried the dishes to the step-mother and was delighted, and believed that she might now go with them to the 

festival. But the step-mother said, "All this will not help thee; thou goest not with us, for thou hast no clothes and 

canst not dance; we should be ashamed of thee!" On this she turned her back on Cinderella, and hurried away with 

her two proud daughters. 

As no one was now at home, Cinderella went to her mother's grave beneath the hazel-tree, and cried, 

"Shiver and quiver, little tree, 

Silver and gold throw down over me." 

Then the bird threw a gold and silver dress down to her, and slippers embroidered with silk and silver. She put on 

the dress with all speed, and went to the festival. Her step-sisters and the step-mother however did not know her, and 

thought she must be a foreign princess, for she looked so beautiful in the golden dress. They never once thought of 

Cinderella, and believed that she was sitting at home in the dirt, picking lentils out of the ashes. The prince went to 

meet her, took her by the hand and danced with her. He would dance with no other maiden, and never left loose of 

her hand, and if any one else came to invite her, he said, "This is my partner." 

She danced till it was evening, and then she wanted to go home. But the King's son said, "I will go with thee and 

bear thee company," for he wished to see to whom the beautiful maiden belonged. She escaped from him, however, 

and sprang into the pigeon-house. The King's son waited until her father came, and then he told him that the stranger 

maiden had leapt into the pigeon-house. The old man thought, "Can it be Cinderella?" and they had to bring him an 

axe and a pickaxe that he might hew the pigeon-house to pieces, but no one was inside it. And when they got home 

Cinderella lay in her dirty clothes among the ashes, and a dim little oil-lamp was burning on the mantle-piece, for 

Cinderella had jumped quickly down from the back of the pigeon-house and had run to the little hazel-tree, and there 

she had taken off her beautiful clothes and laid them on the grave, and the bird had taken them away again, and then 

she had placed herself in the kitchen amongst the ashes in her grey gown. 

Next day when the festival began afresh, and her parents and the step-sisters had gone once more, Cinderella went to 

the hazel-tree and said—- 

"Shiver and quiver, my little tree, 

Silver and gold throw down over me." 
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Then the bird threw down a much more beautiful dress than on the preceding day. And when Cinderella appeared at 

the festival in this dress, every one was astonished at her beauty. The King's son had waited until she came, and 

instantly took her by the hand and danced with no one but her. When others came and invited her, he said, "She is 

my partner." When evening came she wished to leave, and the King's son followed her and wanted to see into which 

house she went. But she sprang away from him, and into the garden behind the house. Therein stood a beautiful tall 

tree on which hung the most magnificent pears. She clambered so nimbly between the branches like a squirrel that 

the King's son did not know where she was gone. He waited until her father came, and said to him, "The stranger-

maiden has escaped from me, and I believe she has climbed up the pear-tree." The father thought, "Can it be 

Cinderella?" and had an axe brought and cut the tree down, but no one was on it. And when they got into the 

kitchen, Cinderella lay there amongst the ashes, as usual, for she had jumped down on the other side of the tree, had 

taken the beautiful dress to the bird on the little hazel-tree, and put on her grey gown. 

On the third day, when the parents and sisters had gone away, Cinderella went once more to her mother's grave and 

said to the little tree—- 

"Shiver and quiver, my little tree, 

Silver and gold throw down over me." 

And now the bird threw down to her a dress which was more splendid and magnificent than any she had yet had, and 

the slippers were golden. And when she went to the festival in the dress, no one knew how to speak for 

astonishment. The King's son danced with her only, and if any one invited her to dance, he said, "She is my partner." 

When evening came, Cinderella wished to leave, and the King's son was anxious to go with her, but she escaped 

from him so quickly that he could not follow her. The King's son had, however, used a strategem, and had caused 

the whole staircase to be smeared with pitch, and there, when she ran down, had the maiden's left slipper remained 

sticking. The King's son picked it up, and it was small and dainty, and all golden. Next morning, he went with it to 

the father, and said to him, "No one shall be my wife but she whose foot this golden slipper fits." Then were the two 

sisters glad, for they had pretty feet. The eldest went with the shoe into her room and wanted to try it on, and her 

mother stood by. But she could not get her big toe into it, and the shoe was too small for her. Then her mother gave 

her a knife and said, "Cut the toe off; when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot." The maiden 

cut the toe off, forced the foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the King's son. Then he took her on 

his his horse as his bride and rode away with her. They were, however, obliged to pass the grave, and there, on the 

hazel-tree, sat the two pigeons and cried, 

"Turn and peep, turn and peep, 

There's blood within the shoe, 

The shoe it is too small for her, 

The true bride waits for you." 

Then he looked at her foot and saw how the blood was streaming from it. He turned his horse round and took the 

false bride home again, and said she was not the true one, and that the other sister was to put the shoe on. Then this 

one went into her chamber and got her toes safely into the shoe, but her heel was too large. So her mother gave her a 

knife and said, "Cut a bit off thy heel; when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot." The maiden 

cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the King's son. He took her 
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on his horse as his bride, and rode away with her, but when they passed by the hazel-tree, two little pigeons sat on it 

and cried, 

"Turn and peep, turn and peep, 

There's blood within the shoe 

The shoe it is too small for her, 

The true bride waits for you." 

He looked down at her foot and saw how the blood was running out of her shoe, and how it had stained her white 

stocking. Then he turned his horse and took the false bride home again. "This also is not the right one," said he, 

"have you no other daughter?" "No," said the man, "There is still a little stunted kitchen-wench which my late wife 

left behind her, but she cannot possibly be the bride." The King's son said he was to send her up to him; but the 

mother answered, "Oh, no, she is much too dirty, she cannot show herself!" He absolutely insisted on it, and 

Cinderella had to be called. She first washed her hands and face clean, and then went and bowed down before the 

King's son, who gave her the golden shoe. Then she seated herself on a stool, drew her foot out of the heavy wooden 

shoe, and put it into the slipper, which fitted like a glove. And when she rose up and the King's son looked at her 

face he recognized the beautiful maiden who had danced with him and cried, "That is the true bride!" The step-

mother and the two sisters were terrified and became pale with rage; he, however, took Cinderella on his horse and 

rode away with her. As they passed by the hazel-tree, the two white doves cried—- 

"Turn and peep, turn and peep, 

No blood is in the shoe, 

The shoe is not too small for her, 

The true bride rides with you," 

and when they had cried that, the two came flying down and placed themselves on Cinderella's shoulders, one on the 

right, the other on the left, and remained sitting there. 

When the wedding with the King's son had to be celebrated, the two false sisters came and wanted to get into favour 

with Cinderella and share her good fortune. When the betrothed couple went to church, the elder was at the right 

side and the younger at the left, and the pigeons pecked out one eye of each of them. Afterwards as they came back, 

the elder was at the left, and the younger at the right, and then the pigeons pecked out the other eye of each. And 

thus, for their wickedness and falsehood, they were punished with blindness as long as they lived. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/cinderella 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/cinderella
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How Saint George’s Dragon Got Its Wings 

As time went on, the dragons in Russian iconography slowly became more Western in style—just like Russia itself. 

 

Saint George Defeating the Dragon by Johann König, c. 1630 

via Flickr 

By: Lee Gordy 

The lack of living dragons has never stopped people from drawing them. The trends for dragon design tend to 

organize along East-West lines: dragons in Asia are snakelike, wingless and benevolent, while European dragons are 

menacing winged lizards. 

When an artist situated right between Asia and Europe—for instance, in Russia—draws a dragon, which region 

would they draw from? The answer changes throughout the ages, following a steady line that can be tracked through 

icon-painting. 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/centralasian/5503475025
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/lee-gordy/
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Weekly Newsletter 

Principio del formulario 

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

Subscribe
 

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

Final del formulario 

Russia is an enigmatic country, impossible to class as European or Asian on a political or cultural basis. Its history 

started in Kyiv, as the Rus’ kingdom of traders and mercenaries that adopted Christianity from the Byzantines fell, 

becoming a tributary to the Mongolian Horde. In 988 CE, Russia finally emerged as an independent country, one 

that clutched its Byzantine Christian beliefs with renewed vigor. A Westernizing movement began around the 1700s. 

Part and parcel with the Byzantine tradition came icon painting. Despite multiple debacles within the various 

Russian churches, icon painting has been a major part of Russian religion since the country’s baptism. 

A depiction of Saint George and the Dragon from 2019 should look very similar to a Saint George and the Dragon 

from 900s. 

Icons are a form of religious artwork very much divorced from the Western idea of realist painting. They are used 

primarily in Orthodox Christian worship and exist as a way for those praying to have a conduit to the divine. Icons 

are standardized: while there may be some artistic liberties taken by individual artists, the style of an icon is meant 

to be extremely uniform. A depiction of Saint George and the Dragon from 2019 should look very similar to a Saint 

George and the Dragon from 900s. It should carry the types of stylization common to all icons: a lack of realist 

perspective and exaggerated facial features, for example. 

These rules of standardization mean that the differences that do appear in icons are relatively easy to track across 

eras. Saint George in particular is a very popular saint. He has almost as many countries claiming him as their patron 

as he has icons painted of him. The story of Saint George, put most simply, is of a soldier who valiantly killed a 

dragon that was demanding human sacrifice from an innocent town. Icons of Saint George and the Dragon depict the 

saint on horseback from the side, sending his spear into a dragon, who lies curled up beneath the hooves of his 

horse. 

As time went on, the dragons in Russian icons slowly became more Western in style, a predictable mirror of how 

Russia slowly accepted a European cultural influence. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/2846672?mag=how-saint-georges-dragon-got-its-wings
https://daily.jstor.org/how-saint-georges-dragon-got-its-wings/?utm_term=How%20Saint%20George%27s%20Dragon%20Got%20Its%20Wings&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-saint-georges-dragon-got-its-wings/?utm_term=How%20Saint%20George%27s%20Dragon%20Got%20Its%20Wings&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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The Miracle of St George and the 

Dragon / Black George via Wikimedia Commons 

This George dates from Russia in the late 1300s. At the point when the icon was made, the strongest cultural 

influences upon Russia were from Byzantium, the close ally from whom it inherited its religion and iconographic 

tradition, and the Mongol Tatars, from whose occupation Russia had (relatively) recently freed itself. The lingering 

Mongolian influence meant that Russian culture most resembled Central Asian rather than European culture. While 

feet might exist somewhere in the chipped area, it does not seem to have any wings at all. The icon follows the 

standard layout, and the snakelike dragon is very clearly Asiatic. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Black_St_George_Icon_-_Joy_of_Museums.jpg
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Saint George and the 

Dragon SCALA Archives/Artstor 

Here we have another George and dragon from the same century. This one is from the Novogordian school in the 

northwest of Russia. The dragon now has feet and wings, but the wings appear more decorative than functional. The 

body is still snakelike overall, but the addition of wings could be seen to suggest the beginnings of a burgeoning 

Western influence. 
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ARAS/Artstor 

This icon is from the first half of the 1400s, returning to the earlier tradition. Even though Russian politics now 

featured a heavy movement along the Western border, the image of a dragon is still an Asiatic giant snake, as 

threatening as it is limbless. 
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The Miracle of 

Saint George and the Dragon SCALA Archives/Artstor 

This icon dates from the 1500s and shows many of the changes that were appearing in icons as the European 

Renaissance emphasized realism and perspective in art. As Russia came into its own as a regional power, the 

European Renaissance was beginning, and trade was slowly expanding. Around this time, artists began to take more 

and more liberties with the iconographic tradition: definite buildings start to appear, where previously only 
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nondescript shapes would detail an area. The buildings show some perspective, there are small variations in 

stylization, and the artist depicts an “in-between” dragon: a lizard-headed and bipedal foe. 

By the 1700s, the European influence was very strong in the western parts of Russia. The country’s leaders and 

noblemen looked towards the West rather than the East for inspiration and artistic influence. In 1735, Baron 

Stroganov had settled in Petersburg, the city created by Tsar Peter I partly as a bid to invite Western influence into 

the nation. Tsar Peter began commissioning artists to do works that branched outside of the iconographic tradition. 

St. George 

Slaying The Dragon MET/Artstor 
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The most prevalent form of art in Russia, icons also reflected this shift. This particular icon is from the seventeenth 

century, slightly before the rise of Petersburg’s secular art, but slightly after the tsars had begun expressing interest 

in Europe. The artists invited into Russia were those taught in the European schools. The dragon in this carving is 

very European, with four defined limbs and separate wings, the exact sort of dragon someone in Europe might 

picture when asked to imagine one. 

The Miracle of St 

George and the Dragon British Museum 
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Finally, an icon from 1800s Russia (above) mimics the dragon depicted in a German print from the 15th century 

(below). By the 1800s, Russia’s closest partner in international affairs was Europe, even to the point of European 

languages becoming more respected than Russian itself among the nobility, who imitated European culture. 

George’s dragon here is of the fully European type, a trend that continued into the modern era. 

St. 

George Slaying the Dragon MET/Artstor 

Russia’s closeness with Europe changed its cultural consciousness, even in such minor aspects as the way an artist 

pictured a fantasy creature. Culture changes things that people rarely think of, and global exchange manifests in 

every level of culture, from the details of a religious painting to a country’s political priorities. 

https://daily.jstor.org/how-saint-georges-dragon-got-its-

wings/?utm_term=How%20Saint%20George%27s%20Dragon%20Got%20Its%20Wings&utm_campaign=jstordail

y_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

https://daily.jstor.org/how-saint-georges-dragon-got-its-wings/?utm_term=How%20Saint%20George%27s%20Dragon%20Got%20Its%20Wings&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-saint-georges-dragon-got-its-wings/?utm_term=How%20Saint%20George%27s%20Dragon%20Got%20Its%20Wings&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-saint-georges-dragon-got-its-wings/?utm_term=How%20Saint%20George%27s%20Dragon%20Got%20Its%20Wings&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02202020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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How a meningioma can make you lose your train of thought while speaking 

Authors: 

Cheyenne Svaldi is a MA student in the Master’s of Neurolinguistics at the University of Groningen. She is 

currently doing her internship and thesis focusing on language issues in people with brain tumors. 

Adrià Rofes holds a PhD in Cognitive Neuroscience and an MSc in Clinical Linguistics. Currently, he is assistant 

professor at the department of neurolinguistics at the University of Groningen 

Kate Walsh. Photo: Wikimedia Commons 

In a 2017 interview, the famous actress Kate Walsh – whom you may know from the TV show Grey’s anatomy – 

reported the following: “I started having more cognitive difficulties. It felt like aphasia [language problems], but it 

was not just not being able to find words; I would lose my train of thought, I was not able to finish sentences, and 

that is when I really got alarmed”. Interestingly, these language problems led to the discovery of a large meningioma 

in her brain and its successful removal (Walsh, 2017). 

Meningiomas are common benign brain tumors that affect women two to three times more than men (Baldi et al., 

2018). These are slow-growing tumors emerging from the meninges – thin layers of tissue that cover the brain and 

spinal cord (see Figure 1). Because they do not emerge from the brain itself, meningiomas put pressure on the brain 

https://www.rug.nl/masters/clinical-linguistics-emcl-research/
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and can go unnoticed for years. Indeed, sometimes they are only discovered by accident, when looking for other 

non-related symptoms (Baldi et al., 2018; Moradi et al., 2008). Importantly, these tumors can have negative 

consequences for your daily functioning, including some aspects of cognition and the way you speak (Bommakanti 

et al., 2016; Rijnen et al., 2019). 

 

Figure 1 Drawing of a meningioma pressing the frontal lobe of the brain (Patient Resource LCC, n.d.) 

When meningiomas are large or located near specific brain areas, some subtle symptoms may be noticeable. It is 

then possible to experience issues with thinking and remembering new information (Bommakanti et al., 

2016; Meskal, Gehring, van der Linden, Rutten, & Sitskoorn, 2015) and also having a hard time focusing, for 

example, during a conversation (Campanella, Skrap, & Vallesi, 2016; Rijnen et al., 2019). 
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Specific to language, meningiomas tend to result in subtle changes, such as problems with finishing sentences and 

verbal fluency (e.g., naming as many animals as you can in one minute). While the underlying mechanism of these 

problems is not clear yet, it seems that the influence of cognitive problems can provide an explanation (Bommakanti 

et al., 2016; Campanella et al., 2016; Meskal et al., 2015; Rijnen et al., 2019). Indeed, several aspects of language, 

such as verbal fluency and forming sentences, are known to require cognitive functions such as attention and 

working memory (Murray, 2012; Hartsuiker & Barkhuysen, 2006). Hence, during a conversation, people with a 

meningioma may lose their train of thought and have problems remembering what has been said or finishing 

sentences. One question that is difficult to answer though is whether those language problems are purely linguistic 

or if they are the triggered by cognitive problems. 

Kemper, Herman and Lian (2003) told us about the intricate intertwine between language and cognition. In their 

study, older adults were asked to listen to noise and speak at the same time. The combination of two simultaneous 

tasks, which limits working memory, caused older adults to use shorter sentences and pause more often. This 

experiment highlighted the importance of cognitive aspects, such as working memory when it comes to speaking. 

Also, it can be used to support the idea of people with meningiomas having cognitive problems that affect their 

language, instead of having language problems per se. 

While this is not necessarily the only explanation for what happens in people with a meningioma, it suggests that 

further attention should be paid in studying the relation between language and cognition in this population. Similar 

to what Kate Walsh reported, we can definitively that the way you speak can tell you something about your brain, 

but also about other aspects of your cognitive system. 
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The World After the War 

by Henrik Willem van Loon 

 

The World After the War was published in The Century Magazine, February, 1916. Mid-World War I, with no end 

in sight yet, van Loom speculates on its aftereffects on the people and the countries involved. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henrik-willem-van-loon
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OVER on the other side of the ocean, on the Continent of Europe, where a man's life counts for less than that of an 

insect, it seemed for just one short moment as though the veil of the future was torn away, and a vision of the future 

showed suddenly itself to me, like the view of a distant valley from a mountain top when there is a rift in the 

surrounding clouds. 

At this particular time of our social development the reader will do well to spend a few moments in the perusal of M. 

Taine's book, "The Origins of Modern France." Speaking of the French Revolution, the great historian said in effect 

that over there was a very wondrous mansion, the top floors of which were inhabited by a gay and witty society. 

They spent their days in the pursuit of pleasure, but a few took their leisure for the improvement of their speculative 

ability. These few pondered upon the problems that confronted the management of their palace; for while the upper 

floors were a delightful place in which to dwell, there was a vast basement, much larger than the entire 

superstructure, in which lived the workers, the men and women who made the abode of mirth on the other floors a 

possibility. As the men of thoughts began to meditate upon the future of themselves and of those who dwelt below in 

the miserable caves of countless unsanitary cellars, they constructed fine theories and played with the Chinese 

rockets of their brilliant wit until one day a few sparks of their theoretical fireworks dropped into the cellar. The 

rubbish accumulated by centuries of neglect began to smolder. Some on the top floor noticed the smoke, and gave 

warning. "Never mind," the gay assembly said. "We have always heard these stories of fire. Let the thing burn after 

we are dead," and they went on with the dance until the flames burst forth through the windows, burned away the 

floor, and threw the entire august company into the flaming hell of the cellar. It left the blackened ruins of a house 

that had perished through its own recklessness. 

So much for the little story of M. Taine. What happened after that not only in France, but all over Europe? 

The old house was never rebuilt in its original shape. The fine ladies and gentlemen of the upper floors disappeared. 

Those who had not been killed by the conflagration never survived the shock. A new edifice had to be constructed. 

Who was to do this? The humble workers of the old cellar? They did not know how; but there was still another set of 

inhabitants. They were fewer in number, but more important. These were the butlers and the higher-class servants of 

the old régime. They had fled at the first sign of danger, but now they returned. Out of the ruins of the old palace 

they made a huge building of only a single story. The cellar, however, was kept as before. Heavy beams were laid 

across it, and huge walls were put together from the old masonry and an ugly, but useful, roof of structural iron was 

placed over all. The one great room was upholstered as well as could be with the remains of the furniture of the old 

order of society. The tapestries were not original, the chairs were rank imitations, and the sofa had been used by the 

last king. 

"Why not?" the new inhabitants of the huge hall asked of one another. "After all, we are just as good as our former 

masters. Therefore, why should we not sit upon this bit of royal wood and horsehair and be as comfortable as they 

were?" 

"Yes," said one of the cave-dwellers, sticking his head through the cellar door, "but what about us?" 

"You, my friends," was the answer, "will be well looked after from now on. Do not worry. For the moment just go 

back to your work, for which you will receive a fair wage. And, by the way, since you are no longer a slave, if at any 

time you do not like our treatment, you may leave this house." 
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"That sounds very well," said the man, as yet unconvinced, "but where can we go to, since there is only this one 

house?" 

"Oh, well, my friend, you can go out and live in the open, in the lovely fields of nature." 

"And starve to death?" 

"Of course. Therefore you had better stay where you are for the present and be contented. Later everything will be 

made right." 

"Shut that door!" came the angry voice of a professor of political economy. "If the fellow has an economic right to 

be here in this pleasant room, he will get here in the end. So says the law of the only true science. Shut that door!" 

The door was shut. A heavy, old-fashioned cupboard was put across it, and everything went on as before. The new 

society was a little more mixed than the former. The manners were a boorish mimicry of what once had been 

considered good form. The taste in general had not improved, but in all its general essentials everything was a close 

repetition of what had gone before. 

From time to time there were dangerous rumblings in the cellar. "Oh," the ladies said upon such occasions, "if these 

horrible people ever break loose, what a nasty business that will be!" 

"Never mind," they were reassured by their gallant companions. "One of our men has just invented a new process of 

reinforced concrete, and we shall reconstruct our floor in such a way that nothing from below can possibly hurt us. 

Besides, we are not unreasonable. We are really very good to the people in the cellar. To-morrow we shall send 

them a barrel of beer and perhaps a box of cigars. Then they can be happy." And the people of the big hall, acting 

upon their generous impulse, engaged a circus to amuse themselves, and ate, drank, and lived happily. 

Until one day they had a falling out among themselves. Nobody knew how the quarrel started, nobody cared much; 

but all of a sudden they were ready to fly at one another's throats. Then by a common impulse they rushed to the 

door of the cellar, and called: "We have been good masters. Come quickly and fight for us." 

But when the men would not come, their masters had recourse to many arguments not heard since the days when the 

old people of the old ruined mansion had last been seen. 

They insisted that the others must come because it was the will of God. But God, the men answered, had been dead 

these many years, and they refused to fight. 

Then the inhabitants of the large hall called upon every patriotic sentiment that had been used in the olden days 

when such sentiments had an actual meaning. They started loud bands playing old well-known tunes. They 

hypnotized the blinded creatures of the cellar with a display of brilliant colors which they waved madly in the air. 

They promised to place golden spangles upon their ragged clothes if only the men would come and fight, and they 

promised them lovely colored ribbons in case they should suffer damage to life or limb. They rattled off every 

convincing argument that ever had served the purpose of forcing men into battle. 
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And the poor fellows, drunk with the artificial excitement, painfully climbed out of their miserable holes, took the 

arms that were pressed into their hands, set out to murder one another, and fought like demons. Until it was all over, 

and they were once more driven into their cellar? 

No; because this time they will refuse to go back. 

Historical prophecies of any actual value are impossible. History is an art and not a science. It is an art which, like 

every other art, is based upon a science; but a combination of unexpected circumstances, the strange interacting of 

character upon character, the sudden appearance of a leader of overpowering influence, may change the course of 

history at any moment. Yet we have a great deal of material about the past upon which we can base some of our 

contentions about the future. 

Above all, keep in mind the fact that the great European War is not a struggle which is popular with the masses. 

Their ancient loyalty keeps the soldiers in the trenches, but their minds and their hearts are at all times with those 

whom they left at home. When they are mortally wounded, they feel that they lose their lives in a cause which might 

have been avoided if the powers that still rule the world had been inspired with greater foresight and with greater 

ability to lead the affairs of men. The stress of war, the anxiety about the safety of their own land, will keep their 

mouths shut as long as the struggle lasts; but the day will come when the last gun will be fired. Then the millions of 

armed men will return to their homes, and they will demand that their children be spared a repetition of this 

inexcusable waste of human life and happiness. 

When peace comes back to earth, what will happen? Twenty million men will return to their homes. They will be 

asked to go back to their old tasks and take up the work which they left when they went to the war. There will be a 

terrific burden of taxation, and all men will be obliged to work harder than before. At the same time they will 

receive less money than they did formerly. Year in and year out they must pay the ever-increasing interest upon a 

capital the principal of which was destroyed in the form of dynamite, powder, nitroglycerin, war-ships, Zeppelins, 

cannon, machine-guns, and other unproductive investments. Economists shake their heads, and tell me that what I 

now state is an utter impossibility; but the time will come, probably within two generations, when the citizen, 

disgusted with the hard work forced upon him by the stupidity of a forgotten ancestor, will simply wipe this debt off 

the national slate. And who is there who can prevent this? 

The economic notions of the average European laborer or farmer, not to speak of the peasant, who has always 

formed the bulk of every army, are extremely hazy. The poor fellow struggles through life trying to make both ends 

meet. Frequently he is not able to do this. Then he is turned out upon the street a pauper. Or if he succeeds in 

keeping the hungry mouths of his family filled, his life resolves itself into an endless worry lest to-morrow may not 

provide the food with which the family may manage to live until the day after. 

Now behold what the war has done for him. It has fed him better than he has ever been fed before. It has put him 

into decent clothes. A heavy winter coat goes with the equipment of every soldier, and often he never saw such a 

garment before. Without sufficient food and shelter he is of no use as a fighting man; hence he is well fed three 

times a day. He likes it. He would be very happy if he were always as well looked after. But when he comes home 

from the war he will not be given this food unless he goes to dig coal out of a little black gallery half a mile beneath 

the surface of the earth or performs the dreariest of tasks in that dreariest of modern inventions, a factory. Formerly 

tradition and habit made him obey; but will he obey this time? That is the question. Will the man in khaki return to 

his shop and his workroom as quietly as the man in black of Cromwell's army? 
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All the evidence in the case says no. He will not. In this war he has been taught something which his many strikes 

and his labor warfare did not make clear to him. Before the year 1914, if in an encounter with his masters he used 

violence, he was regarded as an enemy of the law and was treated accordingly. This time he has with his own eyes 

and with his own hands noticed that organized violence is the best way to accomplish the desired results of his 

country. He has been trained to take from his enemy by violence what could not be obtained by arguments of reason. 

Is it likely in those circumstances that the mass of men will return peacefully to their unpleasant tasks when they 

know that they are possessed of the power with which they can obtain for themselves all they wish? 

Call this statement socialistic, anarchistic, call it the most outrageous thing you have ever heard; but I am reporting 

what the men who make up the countless armies actually feel, not what they ought to think. 

To make a long story short, after the war we may expect a most severe social revolution. We shall see the outbreak 

of labor troubles everywhere. These troubles will be of such magnitude that they will make themselves felt at once 

in the United States. 

Of course the difficulties of France and Germany and Russia and England will all be very different. Germany, after 

more than a century of discipline in all matters of daily concern whether private or public, will act more slowly than 

the others. The Germans will proceed with order and in decency. They will appoint leaders, and they will obey these 

leaders as bluntly as they have formerly obeyed their political and military masters. The opposition will be 

organized by the greatly strengthened Socialistic party. 

The question is often asked why this party did not make a definite stand against the war? Why not indeed? Because 

they did not have the slightest chance of success in any contemplated opposition in August of the year 1914. In our 

highly systematized world we often forget the great influence which the small subconscious sentiments have upon 

our deeds and our words. Socialism is a comparatively new doctrine. It has no traditions. It is not provided with an 

imaginary background in the minds of the true believers. On the other hand, the idea of state and of empire is based 

upon ancient tradition, mellowed by age. 

Suppose the German Socialists had decided to oppose the war. Just imagine the situation. Somewhere in a dreary 

hall a number of Socialists meet, and after much rhetoric of a purely theoretical kind and the smoking of many cheap 

cigars they vow to obey their reason rather than their feelings and refuse to fight. Is it all clear to you, the smell of 

beer and bad tobacco, the forlorn bleakness of it all? And then think of what will happen the moment the imperial 

brass band and a battalion of soldiers come marching by. That excellent gathering of enlightened humanity will 

follow that band to hell provided it keeps on playing popular airs. Against the age-old traditions—traditions of valor 

and courage and honor and love for the colors of the fatherland and devotion to the ideals of empire—all the 

doctrines of the sublime Marx are effaced. These men assembled to uphold reason are at once swept away by some 

mysterious force which is much stronger than reason. They fall victims to the traditions of countless generations. 

Of course, after a while, reason will return; then, however, it is too late. The citizen has become a soldier, and 

loyalty, that commonest of virtues in the world of simple-minded people, forces him to stick to the cause to which 

he once gave his support. He must stick it out until victory or defeat brings about peace. 

But after the war! Then we shall have to deal with different men and in very different circumstances. The German 

workman understands that this war, even if it is victorious, can never repay him and his people for what they have 

lost and suffered. The glory, if there is any, will go to those who have been in command. I wish that you could have 
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heard the bitterness with which that statement was often made—the bitterness of people with no vision but one of 

hopeless disappointment. No, to the vast majority of the people of Germany this war, with all its outward glory, is a 

gruesome labor that has to be finished one way or another. 

It is no wonder that the reigning family has lost a great deal of the popularity with which it led its men into France 

and Russia at the beginning of hostilities. If everything had gone well during those first months, yes, if there had 

been a speedy and easy victory, it would have been a different question; but after years of struggle and suffering 

there will be a general detestation of the horror of our modern chemical warfare. A strongly organized Socialistic 

party, a phalanx of determined and brave men, will work quietly, but steadily, upon the problem of their own class, 

ninety per cent. of the entire population. If the Government has the sense to place itself at the head of this movement 

(and very likely it will do this), it may lead the men toward a completely socialized empire. But whatever happens, 

the good old days of a negligible parliament and a small clique of interested leaders who mysteriously guide the 

affairs of the nation for some equally mysterious benefit and according to rules of international conduct that were 

valid in the days of the Romans will disappear. And before ten years have gone by the German imperial cabinet will 

be dominated by Socialistic ministers. 

What of France, the sublime, which, unprepared, arose out of the filth of the Caillaux trial to withstand an invading 

horde advancing to the very gates of her capital? 

In France, in less than twelve months' time, the spirit of the people has undone the harm of forty years of bad 

government by and of and for the lawyers who fought for the possession of her political spoils. The story of France 

since the great debacle of 1870 is not an inspiring one. One dreary figure after the other carries the black silk hat and 

the red silk ribbon, the insignia of the highest dignity which the republic can give to her citizens. Not a single figure 

among them rises out of the class which we call mediocre. Her ministers are a national joke, and they change with a 

rapidity which is often a national disgrace. 

The war came, and the useless superstructure was at once swept away. Men of deeds took the place of men of mere 

words. Whatever the outcome of the war, France knows that among the masses of her people, among the millions of 

industrious workers of her rich country, she has the very best that this world possesses. After the war there is only 

one course that France can follow: the old aristocracy which made the France of glorious outward fame and horrible 

domestic misery can never return to power. The middle class has had a fair trial, and it has failed. For better or for 

worse, the old home of the emancipation of the human mind will have to turn to a new order of things. 

Parliamentarism as France has known it for almost half a century, the haggling of small politicasters for the benefit 

of their own little interests, will be a thing of the past. In the tremendous struggle for national existence a new 

leadership is being born—the leadership of the capable men from among the masses. 

Is n't this remark too Utopian? Can a neglected class suddenly produce men capable of leadership? For answer I 

refer you to the leaders who guided France through the days of the Revolution. The miracle which they performed 

has been seen before and it will be seen again. Do not expect a repetition of the old times of the sea-green 

Robespierre and the wholesale drownings of his enemies in the River Loire. Indeed, as I see the future, the men who 

will come to the front will resemble the old Huguenot chieftains. They will be men of a serious purpose, they will be 

men of deep religious feeling; only now their religion will be a socialism of the future. 

Of the events in Russia we can speak with certainty. Every foreign war in which the empire has ever been engaged 

has meant a prelude for a bitter revolution. The explanation is a simple one. During times of peace the inefficient 
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bureaucracy of Russia can find ways and means by which to perform the strictly necessary tasks for the management 

of the empire, meanwhile trusting to a kind Providence to take care of any possible emergencies. But never yet has 

this machine of inefficiency been tried by any period of stress without disastrous results to all those concerned. In 

the great conflict which now rages in eastern Europe Russia has seen her best armies wasted, her fleet doomed to 

inactivity, the richest part of her territory surrendered to an invader, and all of this because of a lack of foresight and 

the indifference of the ruling class. It is merely a question of months and perhaps of weeks before there will be a 

repetition of those events which occurred immediately after the Japanese War. The Slavic people, ruled by a system 

which was originated by Tatars and Byzantines and which was hammered into shape by German drill-masters, will 

once more make an attempt to rid itself of this unbearable yoke. 

Their task will not be an easy one. Revolutionary propaganda is difficult in a country which can neither read nor 

write, but the chances for victory are better than they were in the year 1900. Ten years of a semblance of popular 

government, however primitive, have done their work better than most people know. There will be more cohesion 

and more system in the attempts of the man who will stir up the masses. 

Of course, in Russia, which is not preponderantly a manufacturing nation, but an agricultural one, the ever-present 

question is that of the division of the land. Compared with the magnitude of this problem, all other difficulties are of 

minor importance. The ignorant peasant, without books or learning, knows through the ancestral legends of the 

olden times when the land belonged to him and not to his masters. He feels the injustice of the slavery to which he 

was condemned during the first years of the seventeenth century. He wants neither rights nor privileges; first and last 

and all the time he wants his land. The revolutionary outbreak in Russia will be of a rural nature. In the large cities, 

where the undesirable elements from the country districts have been gathered into a hopeless proletariate, there will 

be violence such as we know from our own strikes and labor struggles. But the main issue in Russia will be fought 

out far away from cities, on the land. Never was a time so favorable for an uprising of all the discontented elements. 

It is not going to be a charming affair, and there will be much in the nature of the horrible peasant uprisings of the 

late Middle Ages. 

The system which the masters of Russia had forced upon their subjects at the time when two hundred years of Tatar 

domination had entirely broken the spirit of the people will disappear amid much bloodshed and violence. The old 

order of things, which was merely a system of "organized anarchy" for the benefit of those who were in power, will 

be replaced by a new anarchy, which will not even have the saving grace of a systematized purpose. For the first 

time in their history the Slavic people will work out their own salvation, and will live as they want to and not as 

somebody thinks that they ought to want to. For eleven centuries Russia has obeyed foreign masters and has allowed 

her own destinies to be shaped by outside influences of one sort or another. The war, which is breaking the iron 

bonds which have kept the old system together, means the emancipation of the Slavic people. Hereafter we shall 

hear less of an ever-growing Russian Empire. We shall hear more of the development of the Slavic genius in all 

fields of human endeavor. 

From Russia to England is a far cry. The two countries are antipodes in everything except geographical situation. 

England is an earthly paradise to all those who can appreciate the greatest refinement of material things; Russia is 

avoided by the foreign traveler unless he is of an adventurous and courageous nature. Yet this delightful country of 

smiling fields surrounded on all sides by a profitable ocean, this merry old country of happy ballads and 

recollections of a charming past, will be affected by the war to a greater extent than any of the other participants of 

the great struggle. 
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England has always been a country divided into two distinct parts. One of these, the ruling caste of the land, was 

delightful. The other one, the class of the servants, created to contribute to the happiness of their masters, was 

perfectly hopeless. But during the last years of our era the forgotten masses working at the bottom of coal-mines and 

sweating in the bowels of gigantic factories have come to a realization of their own importance in the cosmos of 

human beings. Under the guidance of strange leaders they set deliberately to work to accomplish their own 

emancipation. They were in a fair way to succeed when the war broke out and forced a momentary interruption of 

their activities. In this war the masses of England have had much of which they may righteously complain. They 

have suffered needlessly and uselessly through extremely bad management on the part of the Government. 

Life had been too easy to those in command. They had not grown up to realize the demands of their own times. 

Their ideals were those of a bygone age. Science, which is to decide the future of man, was a neglected quantity. In 

many instances it was a despised attribute of little value except as a means of livelihood in some smelly factory. 

Thousands upon thousands of good British lives have been lost because the leaders were ignorant of the work before 

them. When the end of the struggle comes there will be a very persistent and serious demand for an accounting. The 

pent-up discontent of years of silent suffering will break forth with a violence which has not been seen in the British 

Isles for many a century. 

It is not a question of a more or less ineffectual king or a cabinet which was incapable of doing its full duty. There is 

more than that. People will have to decide this time about the future of their own race. Will it develop as it has done 

hitherto as a combination of two separated classes, or will it give to all men the chance of developing their own 

powers to the best of their ability in the most favorable circumstances for all? The men who will come out of the 

trenches will have their answer ready. No one who has seen anything of this war can doubt for a moment what this 

answer will be. After the war the laboring world of England will come forward with an ultimatum of no indefinite 

purport. Their demands will be backed up by the violence which has been taught to those men for the purpose of 

beating their German enemies. No doubt the England of the pretty Christmas cards will be a little less picturesque 

and not so comfortable as it was before. But there will be a great house-cleaning. That cellar, that horrible and 

unspeakable cellar of which I have already spoken, will be filled up with the debris of the war, and in this way an 

evil thing may yet work for the good of us all. 

Thus far I have mentioned the influence of the war upon the men of the race. It will affect the position of women to 

an even greater degree. The war is the strongest and most effective ally of those who strive for an improvement in 

the fate of women. When I speak of women, please do not think of those happy creatures who can spend thirty-five 

cents to read this magazine. Think of the millions who are obliged to feed and wash and clothe a family on this same 

amount. Think of the women in the greater part of Europe who pull their husband's plow together with his ox, who 

carry his bundles and bear his children and wash and cook and clothe and wait upon his entire family without 

receiving the wages or treatment of a servant. Try to imagine what the war means to these unfortunate creatures. For 

the first time in their dreary lives they have known what it was to be their own masters. They have tasted of liberty. 

Their lord and master has gone and has left them to manage for themselves. In many instances they discover that 

they can handle affairs much better than their men, who used to treat them as domestic animals, little less valuable 

than a good cow. Visit the central part of Europe, countries like Hungary and East Prussia, and you will find that a 

new spirit has descended upon these strong and healthy beings who thus far were accounted of no value except as 

propagators of the race and busy workers in their master's vineyard. Ask the wives of the men who spend their lives 

in the drudgery of some industrial center whether they have not had visions of a new world now that they have some 

time in which to breathe and to be masters of their own minds and bodies. Through this horrible cataclysm they will 

have gained what centuries of peaceful pleading could not have given to them. 
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The old order of things is going. As a matter of fact, it has gone. It went out of existence when the ancient régime of 

predatory politics made its last great attempt at world supremacy. 

The guns that battered the forts at Liège did not only demolish a certain quantity of cement and steel. They 

destroyed the roof of the fine structure of which I told you at the beginning of my little story. The shell went clear 

through the building. It blew a hole into the cellar that let in the daylight and fresh air and gave my cave-dwellers a 

chance to escape. You may dislike the author of these pages for prophesying a state of affairs which will mean the 

destruction of that charming world with which we and our ancestors have grown up; but this is the way in which we 

see the future of events on this morning of the fourth of November of the year of disaster 1915. 
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The Measure of a Life Well Lived: Henry Miller on Growing Old, the Perils of Success, and the Secret of 

Remaining Young at Heart 

“If you can fall in love again and again… if you can forgive as well as forget, if you can keep from growing sour, 

surly, bitter and cynical… you’ve got it half licked.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

“On how one orients himself to the moment,” 48-year-

old Henry Miller (December 26, 1891–June 7, 1980) wrote in reflecting on the art of living in 1939, “depends the 

failure or fruitfulness of it.” Over the course of his long life, Miller sought ceaselessly to orient himself toward 

maximal fruitfulness, from his creative discipline to his philosophical reflections to his exuberant irreverence. 

More than three decades later, shortly after his eightieth birthday, Miller wrote a beautiful essay on the subject of 

aging and the key to living a full life. It was published in 1972 in an ultra-limited-edition chapbook titled On 

Turning Eighty (public library), alongside two other essays. Only 200 copies were printed, numbered and signed by 

the author. 
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Miller begins by considering the true measure of youthfulness: 
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If at eighty you’re not a cripple or an invalid, if you have your health, if you still enjoy a good walk, a good meal 

(with all the trimmings), if you can sleep without first taking a pill, if birds and flowers, mountains and sea still 

inspire you, you are a most fortunate individual and you should get down on your knees morning and night and 

thank the good Lord for his savin’ and keepin’ power. If you are young in years but already weary in spirit, already 

on the way to becoming an automaton, it may do you good to say to your boss — under your breath, of course — 

“Fuck you, Jack! You don’t own me!” … If you can fall in love again and again, if you can forgive your parents for 

the crime of bringing you into the world, if you are content to get nowhere, just take each day as it comes, if you can 

forgive as well as forget, if you can keep from growing sour, surly, bitter and cynical, man you’ve got it half licked. 

He later adds: 

I have very few friends or acquaintances my own age or near it. Though I am usually ill at ease in the company of 

elderly people I have the greatest respect and admiration for two very old men who seem to remain eternally young 

and creative. I mean [the Catalan cellist and conductor] Pablo Casals and Pablo Picasso, both over ninety now. Such 

youthful nonagenarians put the young to shame. Those who are truly decrepit, living corpses, so to speak, are the 

middle-aged, middleclass men and women who are stuck in their comfortable grooves and imagine that the status 

quo will last forever or else are so frightened it won’t that they have retreated into their mental bomb shelters to wait 

it out. 

Miller considers the downside of success — not the private kind, per Thoreau’s timeless definition, but the public 

kind, rooted in the false deity of prestige: 

If you have had a successful career, as presumably I have had, the late years may not be the happiest time of your 

life. (Unless you’ve learned to swallow your own shit.) Success, from the worldly standpoint, is like the plague for a 

writer who still has something to say. Now, when he should be enjoying a little leisure, he finds himself more 

occupied than ever. Now he is the victim of his fans and well wishers, of all those who desire to exploit his name. 

Now it is a different kind of struggle that one has to wage. The problem now is how to keep free, how to do only 

what one wants to do. 

He goes on to reflect on how success affects people’s quintessence: 

One thing seems more and more evident to me now — people’s basic character does not change over the years… 

Far from improving them, success usually accentuates their faults or short-comings. The brilliant guys at school 

often turn out to be not so brilliant once they are out in the world. If you disliked or despised certain lads in your 

class you will dislike them even more when they become financiers, statesmen or five star generals. Life forces us to 

learn a few lessons, but not necessarily to grow. 

Somewhat ironically, Anaïs Nin — Miller’s onetime lover and lifelong friend — once argued beautifully for the 

exact opposite, the notion that our personalities are fundamentally fluid and ever-growing, something that 

psychologists have since corroborated. 

Miller returns to youth and the young as a kind of rearview mirror for one’s own journey: 
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You observe your children or your children’s children, making the same absurd mistakes, heart-rending mistakes 

often, which you made at their age. And there is nothing you can say or do to prevent it. It’s by observing the young, 

indeed, that you eventually understand the sort of idiot you yourself were once upon a time — and perhaps still are. 

Like George Eliot, who so poignantly observed the trajectory of happiness over the course of human life, Miller 

extols the essential psychoemotional supremacy of old age: 

At eighty I believe I am a far more cheerful person than I was at twenty or thirty. I most definitely would not want to 

be a teenager again. Youth may be glorious, but it is also painful to endure… 

I was cursed or blessed with a prolonged adolescence; I arrived at some seeming maturity when I was past thirty. It 

was only in my forties that I really began to feel young. By then I was ready for it. (Picasso once said: “One starts to 

get young at the age of sixty, and then it’s too late.”) By this time I had lost many illusions, but fortunately not my 

enthusiasm, nor the joy of living, nor my unquenchable curiosity. 

 

And therein lies Miller’s spiritual center — the life-force that stoked his ageless inner engine: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/09/23/george-eliot-happiness/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0912264438/braipick-20
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Perhaps it is curiosity — about anything and everything — that made me the writer I am. It has never left me… 

With this attribute goes another which I prize above everything else, and that is the sense of wonder. No matter how 

restricted my world may become I cannot imagine it leaving me void of wonder. In a sense I suppose it might be 

called my religion. I do not ask how it came about, this creation in which we swim, but only to enjoy and appreciate 

it. 

Two years later, Miller would come to articulate this with even more exquisite clarity in contemplating the meaning 

of life, but here he contradicts Henry James’s assertion that seriousness preserves one’s youth and turns to his other 

saving grace — the capacity for light-heartedness as an antidote to life’s often stifling solemnity: 

Perhaps the most comforting thing about growing old gracefully is the increasing ability not to take things too 

seriously. One of the big differences between a genuine sage and a preacher is gaiety. When the sage laughs it is a 

belly laugh; when the preacher laughs, which is all too seldom, it is on the wrong side of the face. 

Equally important, Miller argues, is countering the human compulsion for self-righteousness. In a sentiment 

Malcolm Gladwell would come to complement nearly half a century later in advocating for the importance of 

changing one’s mind regularly, Miller writes: 

With advancing age my ideals, which I usually deny possessing, have definitely altered. My ideal is to be free of 

ideals, free of principles, free of isms and ideologies. I want to take to the ocean of life like a fish takes to the sea… 

I no longer try to convert people to my view of things, nor to heal them. Neither do I feel superior because they 

appear to be lacking in intelligence. 

Miller goes on to consider the brute ways in which we often behave out of self-righteousness and deformed 

idealism: 

One can fight evil but against stupidity one is helpless… I have accepted the fact, hard as it may be, that human 

beings are inclined to behave in ways that would make animals blush. The ironic, the tragic thing is that we often 

behave in ignoble fashion from what we consider the highest motives. The animal makes no excuse for killing his 

prey; the human animal, on the other hand, can invoke God’s blessing when massacring his fellow men. He forgets 

that God is not on his side but at his side. 

But despite observing these lamentable human tendencies, Miller remains an optimist at heart. He concludes by 

returning to the vital merriment at the root of his life-force: 

My motto has always been: “Always merry and bright.” Perhaps that is why I never tire of quoting Rabelais: “For all 

your ills I give you laughter.” As I look back on my life, which has been full of tragic moments, I see it more as a 

comedy than a tragedy. One of those comedies in which while laughing your guts out you feel your inner heart 

breaking. What better comedy could there be? The man who takes himself seriously is doomed… 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/03/21/henry-miller-meaning-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/03/21/henry-miller-meaning-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/01/09/henry-james-aging-memory-happiness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/24/malcolm-gladwell-nypl-interview/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/24/malcolm-gladwell-nypl-interview/
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There is nothing wrong with life itself. It is the ocean in which we swim and we either adapt to it or sink to the 

bottom. But it is in our power as human beings not to pollute the waters of life, not to destroy the spirit which 

animates us. 

The most difficult thing for a creative individual is to refrain from the effort to make the world to his liking and to 

accept his fellow man for what he is, whether good, bad or indifferent. 

 

The entire On Turning Eighty chapbook, which includes two other essays, is a sublime read. Complement it with 

Miller on writing, altruism, the meaning of life, what creative death means, and his 11 commandments of writing. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/26/henry-miller-on-turning-

eighty/?mc_cid=fc25dfb2cf&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0912264438/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/11/30/henry-miller-reflections-on-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/08/06/henry-miller-on-altruism/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/03/21/henry-miller-meaning-of-life/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/12/07/henry-miller-on-creative-death/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/02/22/henry-miller-on-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/26/henry-miller-on-turning-eighty/?mc_cid=fc25dfb2cf&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/26/henry-miller-on-turning-eighty/?mc_cid=fc25dfb2cf&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0912264438/braipick-20
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Habituation and autism 

José Ramón Alonso February 17, 2020 

Some people with autism do not get used to certain stimuli as normotypical people seem to do without problem. 

This would fit in with what in neuroscience, particularly in learning and memory issues, is called habituation. 

Habituation is a process by which, when faced with a repeated stimulus, the response is less and less intense. It is 

considered the most primitive form of learning, the body “remembers” and “learns”, and it occurs at multiple levels, 

from the cell to the organism as a whole. A typical example is when we walk into a crowded room, a classroom full 

of teenagers or a poorly ventilated gym, and soon we no longer notice the smell. Another example is when we don’t 

notice the labels on our clothes a few seconds after we get dressed. 

 

  

Habituation is preserved in different species, is essential for selective attention and is considered a prerequisite for 

cognitive functions 1. It has a clear evolutionary value because it contributes to the adaptability of an organism to its 

environment. When faced with a familiar, predictable or repetitive stimulus, it reduces the response, and behavior is 

organized and directed to respond only to some stimuli, in principle more significant, novel or supposedly more 

important. This is important. In any situation, as simple as it may be, so many stimuli intervene that if the organism 

had to respond to all of them, its behavior would be chaotic, so it is necessary to filter that information. It is possible 

that this, an alteration in the habituation system with abnormal filtering, is happening to people with autism. 

People with autism spectrum disorders (ASD) often show prolonged attention to visual repetitions, such as watching 

the spin cycle of a washing machine, and have reduced attention to social stimuli, such as the faces of familiar and 

unfamiliar people. These phenomena are thought to be related to the alterations in social activity and rigidity in 

behavior that are now considered to be defining aspects of ASD. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jralonso/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/17/habituation-and-autism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6550-1
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There is considerable evidence that many people with autism do not become accustomed to sensory stimuli or are 

slower to do so. Difficulties with habituation to some stimuli can lead to sensory overload or overreaction, which is 

often seen in people with ASD. If we don’t stop hearing the buzzing of the projection cannon in a classroom it is 

very difficult for us to attend to the teacher properly. If we don’t stop feeling the labels on our clothes, we will feel 

annoyed or strongly reject some textures or even prefer to take off our clothes. 

Habituation is also important in neurodevelopment. From childhood onwards, repeated exposure to an event makes 

children less interested in it and less responsive over time. This process reflects an evolutionary change whereby 

there is a strategic reallocation of neural processing resources from what is “already known” to “what is not yet 

known”, thus promoting learning and adaptive responses to changes in the environment. Habituation in childhood is 

believed to reflect efficiency in information processing and to predict cognitive functioning in later life. 

It has been proposed that a lack of habituation to sensory input may lead to an exaggerated perception of 

environmental changes in children with ASD. This in turn would lead to sensory overstimulation, distress, and 

perception of the environment as highly unpredictable. Repetitive behaviors, so common in children with ASD, 

would be a way to limit and control this unpredictability by imposing a structure. Repetitive behaviors could be a 

means of preventing anxiety caused by inefficient habituation to sensory stimuli. 

Studies of habituation in people with ASD have yielded conflicting results. Some authors noted an absence of 

habituation in response to repetitive observation of visual stimuli (white circles on a black background); others 

observed that adults with ASD were slower than the control group in reducing response to repeated stimuli in a 

startle model, and other authors saw reduced habituation to repeated sounds in children at high risk for autism. 

However, other studies have found no difference between people with ASD and controls and have not found an 

association between habituation and repetitive behaviors. One possibility is that this heterogeneity in response is due 

to subgroups with different habituation profiles within the ASD population. For example, Sarah Schoen and her 

group 2, within a sample of 40 children with ASD between 5 and 15 years found two groups one with slower latency 

and faster habituation and others with faster latency and slower habituation in response to sensory stimuli. Latency 

is the average time from the beginning of the response in the dermal conductance to the peak of response. 

Another part of this variability may be due to the different ways in which stimuli and responses have been measured, 

using reflexes, evoked potentials, electrodermal activity and neuroimaging. Neuroimaging studies of people with 

ASD have focused on social stimuli, such as faces. These studies show that the amygdala of people with ASD 

becomes accustomed to faces more slowly than the amygdala of normotypical people. In some ways, the passage 

from unknown to known person would be faster in neurotypical people and that could cause social difficulties for 

people with ASD. 

With respect to sensory stimuli, studies that have examined habituation to auditory stimuli have focused on children 

with ASD and use as a tool for measuring electrodermal activity, the electrical conductivity of the skin. The 

electrical resistance of the skin varies according to the state of the sweat glands in the skin, which in turn are 

controlled by the sympathetic nervous system. The skin’s conductivity gives us simple measures that can serve as an 

indication of psychological arousal, physiological changes, emotional responses or activation of the sympathetic 

nervous system. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/17/habituation-and-autism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6550-2
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Eye-tracking stimuli. In each trial, two shapes appear simultaneously on the left and right sides of the computer 

screen. One shape was different on every trial (the novel stimulus), while the other remained unchanged across trials 

(the repeating stimulus). The duration of each trial was 3 s. 

A study by Vivanti et al. 3 has examined visual attention in responses to novel and repeated stimuli in children with 

ASD and normotypical children. Typically developing children showed less attention to the repeated stimulus and 

increased attention to the new stimulus, while in children with ASD there was a decrease in attention to both types 

of stimuli over time. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/17/habituation-and-autism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6550-3
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Average number of trials to reach habituation. X-axis represents trials. Error bars represent standard errors. ASD = 

Autism Spectrum Disorder; WS = Williams Syndrome; TD = Typically Developing. 

The conclusion, to date, is that habituation is altered in people with ASD. Children with ASD needed more stimuli 

to begin to show habituation to repeated stimuli. Contrary to expectations, slow habituation in children with ASD 

was associated with less severity of restrictive and repetitive behaviors. This slower habituation was not related to 

social functioning. Perhaps the explanation is that previous research has focused on habituation to social stimuli and 

it is possible that when non-social stimuli are used, a dimension of the habituation process is addressed that does not 

contribute to the severity of social symptoms. 
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To O. E. A. 

 

 

 

Claude McKay 

 

 

Your voice is the color of a robin’s breast, 

     And there’s a sweet sob in it like rain—still rain in the night. 

Among the leaves of the trumpet-tree, close to his nest, 

     The pea-dove sings, and each note thrills me with strange delight 

Like the words, wet with music, that well from your trembling throat. 

          I’m afraid of your eyes, they’re so bold, 

          Searching me through, reading my thoughts, shining like gold. 

But sometimes they are gentle and soft like the dew on the lips of the eucharis 

Before the sun comes warm with his lover’s kiss, 

    You are sea-foam, pure with the star’s loveliness, 

Not mortal, a flower, a fairy, too fair for the beauty-shorn earth, 

All wonderful things, all beautiful things, gave of their wealth to your birth: 

      O I love you so much, not recking of passion, that I feel it is wrong, 

          But men will love you, flower, fairy, non-mortal spirit burdened with flesh, 

Forever, life-long. 

 

 

Claude McKay was born in Jamaica on September 15, 1889. He is the author of several books of poetry including 

Harlem Shadows (Harcourt, Brace, and Company, 1922), Songs of Jamaica (Gardner, 1912), and Constab Ballads 

(Watts, 1912). McKay's viewpoints and poetic achievements helped set the tone for the Harlem Renaissance. He 

died on May 22, 1948. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b0b6f38e39&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=67c296f3e2&e=29a6ecd6d1
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https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b0b6f38e39&e=29a6ecd6d1 

  

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b0b6f38e39&e=29a6ecd6d1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                No. 519  april 2020 

 

143 

Love 

by Radmila Lazić 

Issue no. 213 (Summer 2015) 

I sharpened knives 

All night. 

To welcome you 

In the brilliance of their blades, 

And among them, 

My love sparkles 

For your eyes only. 

—Translated from the Serbian by Charles Simic 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

“My Funny Valentine” by Robert Phillips, published in issue no. 167, Fall 2003? 

Roses are red, violets are blue, why not subscribe to The Paris Review? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bf1517ec5&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bf1517ec5&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=08e7d68d99&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=44ba4c3a7c&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bf1517ec5&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2bf1517ec5&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Golden Windows 

by Laura E. Richards 

 

The Golden Windows is part morality-tale, philosophy and science lesson, rolled into one "gem" of a story! Featured 

in Ms. Richards' book The Pig Brother and Other Fables and Stories (1881). The collection is "a supplemental reader 

for the fourth school year." 

 

Kurt Svendsgaard, Magnificent sunrise, 2013 

https://americanliterature.com/author/laura-e-richards
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LL day long the little boy worked hard, in field 

and barn and shed, for his people were poor farmers, and could not pay a workman; but at sunset there came an hour 

that was all his own, for his father had given it to him. Then the boy would go up to the top of a hill and look across 

at another hill that rose some miles away. On this far hill stood a house with windows of clear gold and diamonds. 

They shone and blazed so that it made the boy wink to look at them: but after a while the people in the house put up 

shutters, as it seemed, and then it looked like any common farmhouse. The boy supposed they did this because it 

was supper-time; and then he would go into the house and have his supper of bread and milk, and so to bed. 

One day the boy’s father called him and said: “You have been a good boy, and have earned a holiday. Take this day 

for your own; but remember that God gave it, and try to learn some good thing.” 

The boy thanked his father and kissed his mother; then he put a piece of bread in his pocket, and started off to find 

the house with the golden windows. 

It was pleasant walking. His bare feet made marks in the white dust, and when he looked back, the footprints seemed 

to be following him, and making company for him. His shadow, too, kept beside him, and would dance or run with 

him as he pleased; so it was very cheerful. 

By and by he felt hungry; and he sat down by a brown brook that ran through the alder hedge by the roadside, and 

ate his bread, and drank the clear water. Then he scattered the crumbs for the birds, as his mother had taught him to 

do, and went on his way. 

After a long time he came to a high green hill; and when he had climbed the hill, there was the house on the top; but 

it seemed that the shutters were up, for he could not see the golden windows. He came up to the house, and then he 

could well have wept, for the windows were of clear glass, like any others, and there was no gold anywhere about 

them. 

A woman came to the door, and looked kindly at the boy, and asked him what he wanted. 

“I saw the golden windows from our hilltop,” he said, “and I came to see them, but now they are only glass.” 

The woman shook her head and laughed. 

“We are poor farming people,” she said, “and are not likely to have gold about our windows; but glass is better to 

see through.” 

She bade the boy sit down on the broad stone step at the door, and brought him a cup of milk and a cake, and bade 

him rest; then she called her daughter, a child of his own age, and nodded kindly at the two, and went back to her 

work. 
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The little girl was barefooted like himself, and wore a brown cotton gown, but her hair was golden like the windows 

he had seen, and her eyes were blue like the sky at noon. She led the boy about the farm, and showed him her black 

calf with the white star on its forehead, and he told her about his own at home, which was red like a chestnut, with 

four white feet. Then when they had eaten an apple together, and so had become friends, the boy asked her about the 

golden windows. The little girl nodded, and said she knew all about them, only he had mistaken the house. 

“You have come quite the wrong way!” she said. “Come with me, and I will show you the house with the golden 

windows, and then you will see for yourself.” 

They went to a knoll that rose behind the farmhouse, and as they went the little girl told him that the golden 

windows could only be seen at a certain hour, about sunset. 

“Yes, I know that!” said the boy. 

When they reached the top of the knoll, the girl turned and pointed; and there on[9] a hill far away stood a house 

with windows of clear gold and diamond, just as he had seen them. And when they looked again, the boy saw that it 

was his own home. 

Then he told the little girl that he must go; and he gave her his best pebble, the white one with the red band, that he 

had carried for a year in his pocket; and she gave him three horse-chestnuts, one red like satin, one spotted, and one 

white like milk. He kissed her, and promised to come again, but he did not tell her what he had learned; and so he 

went back down the hill, and the little girl stood in the sunset light and watched him. 

The way home was long, and it was dark before the boy reached his father’s house; but the lamplight and firelight 

shone through the windows, making them almost as bright as he had seen them from the hilltop; and when he 

opened the door, his mother came to kiss him, and his little sister ran to throw her arms about his neck, and his 

father looked up and smiled from his seat by the fire. 

“Have you had a good day?” asked his mother. 

Yes, the boy had had a very good day. 

“And have you learned anything?” asked his father. 

“Yes!” said the boy. “I have learned that our house has windows of gold and diamond.” 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/laura-e-richards/short-story/the-golden-windows 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/laura-e-richards/short-story/the-golden-windows
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William Godwin on the Advantages of the Multilingual Mind 

How the ability to call your idea “by various names, borrowed from various languages,” empowers you to conceive 

that idea “in a way precise, clear and unconfused.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Language is not the content of thought but the vessel that carries thought, the vessel into which we pour the 

ambivalences and contradictions of our thinking in order to anneal our understanding of the world. The more 

spacious the vessel, the more latitude we have to clarify our own thoughts, to reach farther horizons on the waves of 

the mind. “We die. That may be the meaning of life,” Toni Morrison asserted in her spectacular Nobel Prize 

acceptance speech. “But we do language. That may be the measure of our lives.” In language we fathom ourselves 

and our own lives; in language we compose, to borrow Leonard Cohen’s lovely phrase, “the Constitution of the 

inner country.” And yet language is inherently moored to the territory of an outer country — to the lexicon, 

vocabulary, and folkloric tongue of a people and a place. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/07/toni-morrison-nobel-prize-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/07/toni-morrison-nobel-prize-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/11/lewis-thomas-notes-on-punctuation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/01/leonard-cohen-death-of-a-ladys-man-words/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/01/leonard-cohen-death-of-a-ladys-man-words/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1297689984/braipick-20
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Nothing furthers the reach of thought in language more surely than proficiency in multiple lexicons, which confers 

upon the bilingual or multilingual mind a lush advantage of thought. That is what the radical philosopher William 

Godwin (March 3, 1756–April 7, 1836) explores in a passage from his altogether excellent 1797 book The Enquirer: 

Reflections on Education, Manners, and Literature (public library) — the collection of essays he composed while his 

partner, the philosopher and feminism founding mother Mary Wollstonecraft, was pregnant with their daughter, who 

would one day write the visionary Frankenstein. 

William Godwin. Portrait by 

James Northcote. (National Portrait Gallery, London.) 

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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Nearly two centuries before Ursula K. Le Guin observed that the function of language is “to give people the words 

to know their own experience” and James Baldwin lamented the exclusionary nature of any single language, which 

may not reflect the experiences of the diverse people forced to speak it, Godwin makes an ardent case for how the 

knowledge of multiple languages liberates the mind and swells the power of the human spirit. (A crucial meta-

sensitivity to language as an emissary of time and place is due in reading Godwin: His use of the masculine to 

address universal humanity is a reflection of his era’s lexical convention — he was writing two centuries before the 

unsexing of he as the universal pronoun — and not of his beliefs: Godwin was an ardent exponent of gender 

equality, who courageously bore the opprobrium such radical views earned him, who forged with Wollstonecraft a a 

trailblazing marriage of equals, and who, in an era when girls were entirely excluded from real education and the 

world of ideas, raised his daughters with uncompromising focus on the life of the mind.) 

 

Art by Jackie Morris from The Lost Words by Robert Macfarlane 

 

Advocating for teaching young people multiple languages, Godwin writes: 

He that is acquainted with only one language, will probably always remain in some degree the slave of language. 

From the imperfectness of his knowledge, he will feel himself at one time seduced to say the thing he did not mean, 

and at another time will fall into errors of this sort without being aware of it. It is impossible he should understand 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/30/ursula-k-le-guin-walking-on-the-water/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/30/ursula-k-le-guin-walking-on-the-water/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/11/james-baldwin-shakespeare-language-poetry/
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/2018/10/15/romantic-outlaws-mary-wollstonecraft-william-godwin-love-letters/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/15/romantic-outlaws-mary-wollstonecraft-william-godwin-love-letters/
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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the full force of words. He will sometimes produce ridicule, where he intended to produce passion. He will search in 

vain for the hidden treasures of his native tongue. He will never be able to employ it in the most advantageous 

manner. He cannot be well acquainted with its strength and its weakness. He is uninformed respecting its true genius 

and discriminating characteristics. But the man who is competent to and exercised in the comparison of languages, 

has attained to his proper elevation. Language is not his master, but he is the master of language. Things hold their 

just order in his mind, ideas first, and then words. Words therefore are used by him as the means of communicating 

or giving permanence to his sentiments; and the whole magazine of his native tongue is subjected at his feet. 

Epochs before Susan Sontag insisted that words are a tool of personal agency, Godwin argues that our vocabulary 

furnishes the building blocks of our understanding, which in turn foments our capacity for effective action in the 

world: 

Words are of the utmost importance to human understanding. Almost all the ideas employed by us in matters of 

reasoning have been acquired by words. In our most retired contemplations we think for the most part in words; and 

upon recollection can in most cases easily tell in what language we have been thinking. Without words, uttered, or 

thought upon, we could not probably carry on any long train of deduction. The science of thinking therefore is little 

else than the science of words. He that has not been accustomed to refine upon words, and discriminate their shades 

of meaning, will think and reason after a very inaccurate and slovenly manner. He that is not able to call his idea by 

various names, borrowed from various languages, will scarcely be able to conceive his idea in a way precise, clear 

and unconfused. 

Complement with The Lost Words — writer Robert Macfarlane and artist Jackie Morris’s courageous act of 

resistance against the impoverishment of our language, which is an impoverishment of our imagination — and Iris 

Murdoch on language as an instrument of truth against tyranny, then revisit Godwin on how to raise a reader. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/10/william-godwin-enquirer-

language/?mc_cid=966870fe8e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/19/susan-sontag-the-conscience-of-words/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/12/iris-murdoch-salvation-by-words/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/17/how-to-raise-a-reader-william-godwin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/10/william-godwin-enquirer-language/?mc_cid=966870fe8e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/10/william-godwin-enquirer-language/?mc_cid=966870fe8e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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