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A Snapshot at the President 

by O. Henry 

 

A Snapshot of the President is O. Henry's amusing spoof of a Texas reporter's interview with President Cleveland. 

No trouble getting through White House security with his calling card! 

 

Photograph of President Grover Cleveland, 1905 

https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry
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(It will be remembered that about a month ago there were special rates offered to the public for a round trip to the 

City of Washington. The price of the ticket being exceedingly low, we secured a loan of twenty dollars from a 

public-spirited citizen of Austin, by mortgaging our press and cow, with the additional security of our brother's 

name and a slight draught on Major Hutchinson for $4,000. 

We purchased a round trip ticket, two loaves of Vienna bread, and quite a large piece of cheese, which we handed to 

a member of our reportorial staff, with instructions to go to Washington, interview President Cleveland, and get a 

scoop, if possible, on all other Texas papers. 

Our reporter came in yesterday morning, via the Manor dirt road, with a large piece of folded cotton bagging tied 

under each foot. 

It seems that he lost his ticket in Washington, and having divided the Vienna bread and cheese with some 

disappointed office seekers who were coming home by the same route, he arrived home hungry, desiring food, and 

with quite an appetite. 

Although somewhat late, we give his description of his interview with President Cleveland.) 

I am chief reporter on the staff of THE ROLLING STONE. 

About a month ago the managing editor came into the room where we were both sitting engaged in conversation and 

said: 

"Oh, by the way, go to Washington and interview President Cleveland." 

"All right," said I. "Take care of yourself." 

Five minutes later I was seated in a palatial drawing-room car bounding up and down quite a good deal on the elastic 

plush-covered seat. 

I shall not linger upon the incidents of the journey. I was given carte blanche to provide myself with every comfort, 

and to spare no expense that I could meet. For the regalement of my inside the preparations had been lavish. Both 

Vienna and Germany had been called upon to furnish dainty viands suitable to my palate. 

I changed cars and shirts once only on the journey. A stranger wanted me to also change a two-dollar bill, but I 

haughtily declined. 

The scenery along the entire road to Washington is diversified. You find a portion of it on one hand by looking out 

of the window, and upon turning the gaze upon the other side the eye is surprised and delighted by discovering some 

more of it. 

There were a great many Knights of Pythias on the train. One of them insisted upon my giving him the grip I had 

with me, but he was unsuccessful. 
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On arriving in Washington, which city I instantly recognized from reading the history of George, I left the car so 

hastily that I forgot to fee Mr. Pullman's representative. 

I went immediately to the Capitol. 

In a spirit of jeu d'esprit I had had made a globular representation of a "rolling stone." It was of wood, painted a dark 

color, and about the size of a small cannon ball. I had attached to it a twisted pendant about three inches long to 

indicate moss. I had resolved to use this in place of a card, thinking people would readily recognize it as an emblem 

of my paper. 

I had studied the arrangement of the Capitol, and walked directly to Mr. Cleveland's private office. 

I met a servant in the hall, and held up my card to him smilingly. 

I saw his hair rise on his head, and he ran like a deer to the door, and, lying down, rolled down the long flight of 

steps into the yard. 

"Ah," said I to myself, "he is one of our delinquent subscribers." 

A little farther along I met the President's private secretary, who had been writing a tariff letter and cleaning a duck 

gun for Mr. Cleveland. 

When I showed him the emblem of my paper he sprang out of a high window into a hothouse filled with rare 

flowers. 

This somewhat surprised me. 

I examined myself. My hat was on straight, and there was nothing at all alarming about my appearance. 

I went into the President's private office. 

He was alone. He was conversing with Tom Ochiltree. Mr. Ochiltree saw my little sphere, and with a loud scream 

rushed out of the room. 

President Cleveland slowly turned his eyes upon me. 

He also saw what I had in my hand, and said in a husky voice: 

"Wait a moment, please." 

He searched his coat pocket, and presently found a piece of paper on which some words were written. 
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He laid this on his desk and rose to his feet, raised one hand above him, and said in deep tones: 

"I die for Free Trade, my country, and--and--all that sort of thing." 

I saw him jerk a string, and a camera snapped on another table, taking our picture as we stood. 

"Don't die in the House, Mr. President," I said. "Go over into the Senate Chamber." 

"Peace, murderer!" he said. "Let your bomb do its deadly work." 

"I'm no bum," I said, with spirit. "I represent THE ROLLING STONE, of Austin, Texas, and this I hold in my hand 

does the same thing, but, it seems, unsuccessfully." 

The President sank back in his chair greatly relieved. 

"I thought you were a dynamiter," he said. "Let me see; Texas! Texas!" He walked to a large wall map of the United 

States, and placing his finger thereon at about the location of Idaho, ran it down in a zigzag, doubtful way until he 

reached Texas. 

"Oh, yes, here it is. I have so many things on my mind, I sometimes forget what I should know well. 

"Let's see; Texas? Oh, yes, that's the State where Ida Wells and a lot of colored people lynched a socialist named 

Hogg for raising a riot at a camp-meeting. So you are from Texas. I know a man from Texas named Dave 

Culberson. How is Dave and his family? Has Dave got any children?" 

"He has a boy in Austin," I said, "working around the Capitol." 

"Who is President of Texas now?" 

"I don't exactly--" 

"Oh, excuse me. I forgot again. I thought I heard some talk of its having been made a Republic again." 

"Now, Mr. Cleveland," I said, "you answer some of my questions." 

A curious film came over the President's eyes. He sat stiffly in his chair like an automaton. 

"Proceed," he said. 

"What do you think of the political future of this country?" 
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"I will state that political exigencies demand emergentistical promptitude, and while the United States is indissoluble 

in conception and invisible in intent, treason and internecine disagreement have ruptured the consanguinity of 

patriotism, and--" 

"One moment, Mr. President," I interrupted; "would you mind changing that cylinder? I could have gotten all that 

from the American Press Association if I had wanted plate matter. Do you wear flannels? What is your favorite poet, 

brand of catsup, bird, flower, and what are you going to do when you are out of a job?" 

"Young man," said Mr. Cleveland, sternly, "you are going a little too far. My private affairs do not concern the 

public." 

I begged his pardon, and he recovered his good humor in a moment. 

"You Texans have a great representative in Senator Mills," he said. "I think the greatest two speeches I ever heard 

were his address before the Senate advocating the removal of the tariff on salt and increasing it on chloride of 

sodium." 

"Tom Ochiltree is also from our State," I said. 

"Oh, no, he isn't. You must be mistaken," replied Mr. Cleveland, "for he says he is. I really must go down to Texas 

some time, and see the State. I want to go up into the Panhandle and see if it is really shaped like it is on the map." 

"Well, I must be going," said I. 

"When you get back to Texas," said the President, rising, "you must write to me. Your visit has awakened in me 

quite an interest in your State which I fear I have not given the attention it deserves. There are many historical and 

otherwise interesting places that you have revived in my recollection--the Alamo, where Davy Jones fell; Goliad, 

Sam Houston's surrender to Montezuma, the petrified boom found near Austin, five-cent cotton and the Siamese 

Democratic platform born in Dallas. I should so much like to see the gals in Galveston, and go to the wake in Waco. 

I am glad I met you. Turn to the left as you enter the hall and keep straight on out." I made a low bow to signify that 

the interview was at an end, and withdrew immiediately. I had no difficulty in leaving the building as soon as I was 

outside. 

I hurried downtown in order to obtain refreshments at some place where viands had been placed upon the free list. 

I shall not describe my journey back to Austin. I lost my return ticket somewhere in the White House, and was 

forced to return home in a manner not especially beneficial to my shoes. Everybody was well in Washington when I 

left, and all send their love. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry/short-story/a-snapshot-at-the-president 

https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry/short-story/a-snapshot-at-the-president
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Black English Matters 

People who criticize African American Vernacular English don’t see that it shares grammatical structures with more 

“prestigious” languages. 

Getty 

By: Chi Luu 

Ain’t nobody got time for double negatives…said no grammar pedant ever. To a prescriptivist, using double 

negatives for actually emphasizing more negation is just the worst. If I’m not saying nothing, obviously I must be 

saying something. As the assumption goes, because two negatives must logically cancel each other out, people who 

use double negatives in this way must also logically be uneducated or unintelligent. This, of course, is a false belief 

that is still widely shared in mainstream American culture (possibly even among speakers who regularly use double 

negation themselves). 

Like many language myths that are still fervently repeated, it’s only since the eighteenth century that we became 

loath to use double negatives in this way (no thanks for nothing to the grammarian Robert Lowth) and to consider it 

wrong and illogical. Before then, speakers were using double negatives illogically daily (and probably twice on 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/chi-luu/
https://daily.jstor.org/grammar-rule-is-probably-fake/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/453131?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/453131?mag=black-english-matters
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Sundays), from Chaucer to Shakespeare and many others. Surprisingly, it was not impossible that people could have 

no trouble understanding each other whatsoever. Nevertheless, standard English speech finally rid itself of this 

turbulent double negation, until it is now seen as not merely ungrammatical—it’s also socially unacceptable. 

It still is very much the case that many people, without thinking, can harbor negative assumptions about the different 

ways other people speak. 

Well, why does this matter? As flippantly as we can talk of language myths, put simply, what’s widely considered 

bad grammar, or bad language, can have truly problematic repercussions for how many people live, especially for 

those who speak dialects that aren’t considered standard, mainstream, or prestigious. It still is very much the case 

that many people, without thinking, can harbor negative assumptions about the different ways other people speak. 

This can have a profound effect on how whole speech communities can live, learn, work, and even play. Getting job 

interviews, renting an apartment, raising kids to have better options and advantages, even getting through an 

unexpected, fraught interaction with the police—all these things can be made much harder simply because of a 

particular accent or dialect. 

African American Vernacular English (AAVE) speech or Black English (often used as an umbrella term for the 

many varieties of speech used by African American communities) is a prime example of how a regular way of 

speaking can have a major impact on people’s lives. On absolutely no scientific basis, linguistically consistent 

grammatical features like double negatives, along with other marked grammatical differences to standard American 

English, such as use of habitual be, as in “he be walkin’,” or perfective, as in “he done did it,” have stigmatized the 

speakers of Black English as linguistically backward, uneducated, or unintelligent. 

Weekly Newsletter 

Principio del formulario 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

Final del formulario 

Black speech has historically been maligned as just a broken form of English, but this is as unfair as it is wrong—

many of its core grammatical structures can be found in many other languages. Those who consider themselves 

culturally aware might marvel at a politician’s empty but seemingly erudite smattering of Ancient Greek, in which 

the double negative construction, for example, is correctly used to emphasize a negative meaning, not cancel it out. 

And the usual way to express a negative in oh-so-chic French is with two negative elements (ceci n’est pas une 

négation, par exemple). 

https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/very-british-villains-and-other-anglo-saxon-attitudes-to-accents/
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/culture-desk/the-summer-of-coupon-carl-permit-patty-and-the-videos-that-turn-cop-callers-into-mockable-memes
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/culture-desk/the-summer-of-coupon-carl-permit-patty-and-the-videos-that-turn-cop-callers-into-mockable-memes
https://www.npr.org/2019/10/01/765788338/ex-dallas-officer-who-killed-neighbor-in-upstairs-apartment-found-guilty-of-murd
https://www.jstor.org/stable/40027322?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/40027322?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4168760?mag=black-english-matters
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.reuters.com/article/us-britain-eu-leader-johnson-language/boris-johnsons-magniloquent-tongue-reaps-political-gold-linguists-say-idUSKCN1UI1LV
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These grammatical structures in influential foreign languages that are culturally valued by a wider mainstream 

society are often the very same systematic structures that many unthinkingly despise in more marked or less 

prestigious dialects of English, such as in Black English. For the grace of being another language, Black English 

speech might have been considered as linguistically civilized as a classical Greek or Latin, or as linguistically chic 

as French or Italian. 

There’s one kind of story, in which the rough-and-tumble speech of the people later acquires legitimacy and prestige 

as a valid, socially accepted language, through cultural objects such as the printed word, popular culture, and a 

community’s linguistic pride. It happened to standard English, which was once a nonstandard creole of divergent 

linguistic influences, as it has to other languages of the world. So why not Black English? The dialects of an entire 

speech community have a perfect right to be respected as other, more prestigious languages are. What makes one 

system of speech a language and another a dialect and still another a despised, broken speech, after all, is subjective 

and political. 

In fact, it once did happen that some tried to elevate the status of Black English to the level of a language in the eyes 

of the general public. For decades, linguists and other educators, pointing to the logic and science of language, have 

tried to convince people that Black English exists, that isn’t just a politically correct label for a poor version of 

English but is a valid system of language, with its own consistent grammar. In 1996, with the unanimous support of 

linguists, the Oakland School Board voted to recognize AAVE, or the more politicized term “Ebonics” (a 

portmanteau of “Ebony” and “phonics”), as a community language for African American students, a decision which 

might have opened up much needed additional funding for education. 

Instead it resulted in intense public backlash and derision due to the still widespread, incorrect belief that Black 

English was an inferior, uneducated form of English associated with illiteracy, poverty, and crime. It’s hard for a 

language to get ahead when it keeps getting put down. Some linguists, such as John Russell Rickford, have noted 

how even sympathetic linguistic research, which has derived a lot of benefit and understanding from Black English 

grammar, can unknowingly focus on data that represents African American communities negatively, giving “the 

impression that black speech was the lingo of criminals, dope pushers, teenage hoodlums, and various and sundry 

hustlers, who spoke only in ‘muthafuckas’ and ‘pussy-copping raps.’” The term “Ebonics” even now is used 

mockingly by some as a byword for broken English. 

Perhaps no other variety of speech has been quite so significant, innovative, and influential to the development of 

standard American English. 

But Black English is not just one monolithic dialect spanning the many millions of speakers across the country. 

There are rich regional and class differences with a deep linguistic history intertwined with stories of migration and 

movement, and there are dialects that grew to include more standard as well as vernacular forms. There’s an almost 

relentless creativity to the linguistic innovations found in Black English. In fact, as linguists have found, there’s a lot 

more that Black English speech can teach about language in general and a lot more that Black English has 

contributed to American cultural life, both past and present, than it may ever get back in kind, given its reputation as 

a broken language. 

This is the remarkable twist to this tale. All along, while standard American English was busy convincing everyone 

that it was a superior dialect, it’s Black English that’s been a true cultural and linguistic force in contemporary 

society. Standard English is in fact deeply indebted to this so-called impoverished speech. It’s Black English that has 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/43025634?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43025634?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43025634?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4167310?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24572851?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24572851?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4168760?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/4168760?mag=black-english-matters
https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.researchgate.net/publication/292844216_Toward_a_Description_of_African_American_Vernacular_English_Dialect_Regions_Using_Black_Twitter
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left its mark on the popular culture we participate in, sliding seamlessly into the language of art, music, poetry, 

storytelling, and social media. Perhaps no other variety of speech has been quite so significant, innovative, and 

influential to the development of standard American English. 

Linguist Margaret G. Lee notes how black speech and verbal expressions have often been found crossing over into 

mainstream prestige speech, such as in the news, when journalists talk about politicians “dissing” each other, or 

the New York Times puts out punchy headlines like “Grifters Gonna Grift”. These many borrowings have occurred 

across major historical eras of African American linguistic creativity. Now-common terms like “you’re the man,” 

“brother,” “cool,” and “high five” extend from the period of slavery to civil rights, from the Jazz Age to hip-hop: the 

poetry of the people. This phenomenon reflects how central language and the oral tradition are to the black 

experience. As Lee points out, from “the disguise language used by enslaved Africans to conceal their conversations 

from their white slave masters to the lyrics of today’s rap music, [the magical power of] the word has been shaped 

by a time when, as observed by Harlem newspaper writer Earl Conrad, ‘it was necessary for the Negro to speak and 

sing and even think in a kind of code.'” 

It’s a kind of code that’s highly creative, and conducive to sharing. Despite this speech being “low prestige,” there’s 

a strong covert prestige to using African American vernacular speech. As outside the mainstream as it is, it’s often 

seen as cool for rebellious outsiders to use these expressions, from fans of hip-hop and jazz to other marginalized 

but influential African American sources of language such as in camp or drag queen linguistics. It’s a sign of a 

strong linguistic culture, tradition, and community that linguistic innovations can be so widely distributed and end 

up having such an outsize impact on the standard language. 

A recent corpus study that looked at lexical innovation in social media found that African American users had a 

strong cultural impact on how language changes, starting from small but influential hubs and rapidly moving across 

the country before eventually appearing in mainstream use. The study found that “African American culture is an 

especially important source of lexical innovation […]. Although African Americans are somewhat overrepresented 

on Twitter compared to the general population […], they are still clearly in the minority, whereas three of our five 

common patterns of lexical innovation appear to be primarily associated with African American English, showing 

the inordinate influence of African American English on Twitter.” 

It’s ironic that Black English speech is still dismissed and devalued as being linguistically broken, and at the same 

time is one of the richest sources of lexical innovation in English. It’s clear that the linguistic creativity of Black 

English and African American vernacular speech, which across history has contributed so much to standard 

American English and American culture, is something to celebrate, not despise. It’s not just another language. To 

those who speak it, and to those who feel its cultural impact—Black English matters. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-

matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm

_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://www.jstor.org/stable/455663?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.jstor.org/stable/455663?mag=black-english-matters
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/06/05/opinion/trump-corruption-manafort-pruitt-swamp.html
https://www.jstor.org/stable/43102609?mag=black-english-matters
https://daily.jstor.org/unspeakable-linguistics-camp/
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/10.1177/0075424218793191#focusIdbibr59-0075424218793191
https://journals.sagepub.com/doi/10.1177/0075424218793191#focusIdbibr59-0075424218793191
https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/black-english-matters/?utm_term=Black%20English%20Matters&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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How the Stars Understand Us 

 

 

Christopher Gilbert 

                “...because in the dying world it was set burning.” 

                                                            —Galway Kinnell 

 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=bda49bcd94&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=956c045462&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=435f0d9155&e=29a6ecd6d1
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We are not making love but 

all night long we hug each other.  

Your face under my chin is two brown 

thoughts with no right name, but opens to 

eyes when my beard is brushing you. 

The last line of the album playing 

is Joan Armatrading’s existential stuff,  

we had fun while it lasted. 

You inch your head up toward mine 

where your eyes brighten, intense,  

as though I were observer and you 

a doppled source. In the blue light 

in the air we suddenly leave our selves 

and watch two salt-starved bodies 

lick the sweat from each others’ lips. 

When the one mosquito in the night 

comes toward our breathing, the pitch 

of its buzz turns higher 

till it’s fat like this blue room 

and burning on both of us; 

now it dies like a siren passing 

down a street, the color of blood. 

I pull the blanket over our heads 

about to despair because I think 

everything intense is dying, but you,  

you, even asleep, hold onto all 

you think I am, more than I think,  

so intensely you can feel me 

hugging back where I have gone.  

 

 

 

From Across the Mutual Landscape (Graywolf Press, 1984). Copyright © 1984 by Christopher GIlbert. 

Published in Poem-a-Day on February 14, 2020, by the Academy of American Poets with permission of The 

Permissions Company inc. on behalf of Graywolf Press. 

 

“How the Stars Understand Us” was originally published in Across the Mutual Landscape (Graywolf Press, 1984). 
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Christopher Gilbert was born in Birmingham, Alabama, in 1949 and grew up in Lansing, Michigan. His first poetry 

collection, Across the Mutual Landscape (Graywolf Press, 1984), was chosen by Michael S. Harper for the 1983 

Walt Whitman Award. Gilbert worked as a psychotherapist and taught psychology in Massachusetts. He died in 

2007. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=bda49bcd94&e=29a6ecd6d1 

  

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=bda49bcd94&e=29a6ecd6d1
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Huisgenases, new protein catalysts which are not enzymes 

DIPC  

Proteins can perform a huge number of biological functions with amazing efficiency. In order to achieve these 

different functions, proteins rely on the precise 3D arrangement of functional groups which are referred to as the 

protein fold. Some of these functions include acting as a catalyst in biochemical reactions; in these cases proteins are 

called enzymes. 

The enzyme’s amino acid sequence determines its ability to fold into a defined native structure, that will be the 

responsible for the dynamics of its functional groups, required for binding to the substrate and, thus, allowing 

catalysis. Many efforts have been devoted to understand how proteins evolve to adopt new functions; the consensus 

emerged that new functions originate from latent promiscuous enzymes or broad specificity enzymes that serve as 

starting points for further evolution. 

The artificial redesign of existing proteins in order to perform new reactions has been very fruitful. These 

approaches rely mostly on the grafting of active catalytic sites or catalytic cofactors onto protein scaffolds. Repeat 

proteins are of interest as scaffolds, as their repeated structures and the extrapolation from known structures can 

provide geometric parameters and simple sequence-to-structure relations to guide the rational design of new 

scaffolds. Additionally, they offer possibilities for systematic variation of repeated elements to produce different 

families of proteins. 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
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Now, a team of researchers has designed 1 repeat proteins able to catalyze the 1,3-dipolar reaction between an imine 

and a π-deficient dipolarophile in a tetrahydrofuran solution to form unnatural nitroproline esters, a reaction that no 

enzyme can catalyze. 

Several groups have been successful already on different enzymatic activities using alpha helices as the principal 

structural component and combining multiple helical elements. Interestingly, helical based scaffolds led to catalytic 

activities through very different approaches. This new work takes this same direction: repeat proteins that fold in 

helix−turn−helix structures as biocatalysts for new reactions. The researchers have explored a minimalist approach, 

though, using consensus repeat proteins, which display acid and basic residues that can act as catalytic active sites 

for the Huisgen 1,3-dipolar reaction between imines and a π-deficient dipolarophile. 

Enzymes can be classified in six different groups depending upon the type of reaction they catalyze: 

oxidoreductases, transferases, hydrolases, lyases, isomerases, and ligases. As a consequence of this new work a new 

category is proposed, Huisgenases, for proteins that catalyze this kind of thermal pericyclic reactions. No enzyme-

assisted direct Huisgen 1,3-dipolar reaction has been observed so far, meaning that, even though Huisgenases are 

biomaterials, none have been identified in living systems. 

The results can be a stimulus for a second generation of Huisgenases either with an optimized catalytic site or 

including more restricted transition metal-containing active sites, which could catalyze the diastereo- and 

enantioselective formation of unnatural proline amino acids, thus expanding the repertoire of chemical reactions 

promoted by synthetic enzymes. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article are copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research paper. 

References 

Iván Rivilla, Mikel Odriozola-Gimeno, Antonio Aires, Ana Gimeno, Jesús Jiménez-Barbero, Miquel Torrent-

Sucarrat, Aitziber L. Cortajarena, and Fernando P. Cossío (2020) Discovering Biomolecules with Huisgenase 

Activity: Designed Repeat Proteins as Biocatalysts for (3 + 2) Cycloadditions JACS doi: 10.1021/jacs.9b06823 ↩ 

written by 

DIPC 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/13/huisgenases-protein-catalysts-which-are-not-enzymes/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6543-1
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/1,3-Dipolar_cycloaddition
http://about.me/cesar_tome
https://pubs.acs.org/doi/10.1021/jacs.9b06823
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/13/huisgenases-protein-catalysts-which-are-not-enzymes/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#origin-note-6543-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
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Donostia International Physics Center (DIPC) is a singular research center born in 2000 devoted to research at the 

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

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

diversity of perspectives. Its dynamic research community integrates local host scientists and a constant flow of 

international visiting researchers. 

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

Twitter:@DIPCehu 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/13/huisgenases-protein-catalysts-which-are-not-

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

ping+Ignorance%29 

  

http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=DIPCehu&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/13/huisgenases-protein-catalysts-which-are-not-enzymes/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/13/huisgenases-protein-catalysts-which-are-not-enzymes/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/13/huisgenases-protein-catalysts-which-are-not-enzymes/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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A Curious Herbal: Gorgeous Illustrations from Elizabeth Blackwell’s 18th-Century Encyclopedia of 

Medicinal Botany 

Time-travel to the dawn of modern medical science via the stunning art of a self-taught woman illustrator and 

botanist. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

A century before botany swung open the backdoor to science for Victorian women and ignited the craze for herbaria 

— none more enchanting than the adolescent Emily Dickinson’s forgotten herbarium — a Scottish woman by the 

name of Elizabeth Blackwell (1707–1758) published, against all cultural odds, an ambitious and scrumptiously 

illustrated guide to medicinal plants, titled A Curious Herbal: Containing Five Hundred Cuts of the Most Useful 

Plants Which Are Now Used in the Practice of Physick (public library). 

Elizabeth Blackwell 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/27/margaret-gatty-seaweed/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/23/emily-dickinson-herbarium/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1344938620/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1344938620/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/curious-herbal-containing-five-hundred-cuts-of-the-most-useful-plants-which-are-now-used-in-the-practice-of-physick-to-which-is-added-a-short-description-of-ye-plants-and-their-common-uses-in-physick/oclc/17759508&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/?curator=brainpicker
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Blackwell — not to be confused with the 19th-century physician of the same name, who became the first woman to 

earn a medical degree from an American university — was not yet thirty when she began the project. It was a rare 

triumph of turning desperation into inspiration, or what Audre Lorde called turning fear into fire for creative work: 

Impoverished beyond imagination, with her husband in debtor’s prison and a young child to care for at home, 

Blackwell decided to enlist her early training in painting — women’s access to formal education was still centuries 

ahead — in saving her family. But she didn’t yet know exactly how. 

After befriending the head curator Chelsea Physic Garden — a teaching facility for apprentice apothecaries 

established several decades earlier — she realized that there was a need for a handbook depicting and describing the 

garden’s new collection of mysterious plants from the New World. A keen observer, a gifted artist, and an 

entrepreneur by nature, she set about bridging the world’s need and her own. 

Pomegranate. (Available as a print.) 

Blackwell took rooms near the garden and began painting the plants as she saw them. She then took the drawings to 

her husband’s cell and had him supply each plant’s name in Latin, Greek, Italian, Spanish, Dutch, and German. (The 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/01/audre-lorde-a-burst-of-light/
https://society6.com/product/pomegranate-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/pomegranate-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Linnaean classification system did not yet exist — Carl Linnaeus, born the same year as Blackwell, was yet to 

revolutionize taxonomy with his binomial nomenclature.) After producing an astonishing 500 drawings — many of 

species now endangered or altogether extinct, species falling out of our dictionary and imagination — she engraved 

the copper printing plates for the images and text herself, and hand-colored the illustrations. 

 

Saffron. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://society6.com/product/saffron-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/saffron-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Red poppy. (Available as a print.) 

https://society6.com/product/red-poppy-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefits-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/red-poppy-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefits-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Dandelion. (Available as a print.) 

https://society6.com/product/dandelion-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy2588956_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/dandelion-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy2588956_print?curator=brainpicker
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Iris. (Available as a print.) 

In 1737, just around her thirtieth birthday, Elizabeth Blackwell began publishing A Curious Herbal, which has since 

been digitized by the wonderful Biodiversity Heritage Library — one of the most inspired and inspiring digital 

scholarship initiatives. 

https://society6.com/product/golden-flower-de-luce-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/page/296433
https://society6.com/product/golden-flower-de-luce-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737_print?curator=brainpicker
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I have restored a selection of her gorgeous illustrations and made them available as prints, benefiting The Nature 

Conservancy to support their noble, necessary work of preserving our planet’s biodiversity. 

 

Fig. (Available as a print.) 

https://support.nature.org/site/Donation2?df_id=10420&10420.donation=form1
https://support.nature.org/site/Donation2?df_id=10420&10420.donation=form1
https://society6.com/product/fig-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-print-benefits-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/fig-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-print-benefits-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Punctuating the pictorial splendor are the fascinating fossils of modern medicine — folk remedies like the use of 

cucumber seeds to treat kidney stones and urinary tract infections, stinging nettles to stop internal bleeding and 

counter coughs, mistletoe (now studied for its capacity to shrink tumors) to fight “convulsion fits, the apoplexy, 

palsy, and vertigo,” and the world’s first mass-market antidepressant: St. John’s Wort to allay “melancholy and 

madness.” 

 

Mistletoe. (Available as a print.) 

https://society6.com/product/mistletoe-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/mistletoe-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Coffee. (Available as a print.) 

Across from her illustration of the coffee plant, Blackwell explains: 

Accounted good for those who are of a cold, flegmatic constitution. But for persons of a thin, hot and dry 

temperament, the drinking it too much may bring on them nervous distempers. 

https://society6.com/product/coffee-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy2590277_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/coffee-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy2590277_print?curator=brainpicker
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Radiating from the pages is also the welcome disorientation of time travel, deconditioning our habit of mistaking 

today’s culturally constructed commonplaces for ahistorical givens: Blackwell’s bright-red tomato blazes the 

reminder that this plant — so common today as to be commonplace the world over — was then an exotic native of 

the New World, known in the Old World as love-apple. 

 

Tomato, or Love-Apple. (Available as a print.) 

https://society6.com/product/tomato-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/tomato-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Hot pepper, or Guinea pepper. (Available as a print.) 

Against this botanical backdrop of cultural change arise certain cultural constants — under the entry for Agnus 

castus, commonly known as chaste tree for the belief that it preserves chastity, Blackwell wryly remarks, as every 

human culture has always remarked on its own moral collapse under the forces of progress, that “this age has left 

that medicine out of the dispensatory as useless.” (I am reminded of James Baldwin’s incisive remarks on 

Shakespeare: “It is said that his time was easier than ours, but I doubt it — no time can be easy if one is living 

https://society6.com/product/hot-pepper-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/11/james-baldwin-shakespeare-language-poetry/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/11/11/james-baldwin-shakespeare-language-poetry/
https://society6.com/product/hot-pepper-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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through it.” The past is better. The past is worse. Our misplaced historical nostalgia is a hideout for the terror of our 

own temporality and the concession that our present is always someone else’s past, both better and worse.) 

 

Cucumber. (Available as a print.) 

Blackwell’s book did for plants what Sarah Stone would do for animals a generation later with her trailblazing 

natural history illustrations of exotic species. The handsome two-volume set, featuring hundreds of Blackwell’s 

https://society6.com/product/cucumber-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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://society6.com/product/cucumber-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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hand-colored full-page engravings, was embraced by the medical community and lauded by the Royal College of 

Physicians. With the revenues, she was able to secure her husband’s release from prison. Outliving both Elizabeth 

and her husband, the book remained in print for decades — a rarity in the era’s ecosystem of publishing. Sir Joseph 

Banks — who christened Australia’s Botany Bay after alighting there with Captain Cook and who would become 

president of the Royal Society twenty years after Blackwell’s death — cherished his copy of her book and 

bequeathed it to the British Library. As Blackwell’s illustrated botany made its way across Europe, it eventually 

reached Linnaeus himself, who came to admire her work so ardently that he gave her the affectionate nickname 

Botanica Blackwellia. 

 

Grapevine. (Available as a print.)  

 

https://society6.com/product/grapevine-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/grapevine-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Complement with the stunning algae cyanotypes of the self-taught Victorian botanist and photographer Anna 

Atkins, who more than a century after Blackwell and shortly after the invention of photography became the first 

person to publish a scientific book illustrated with photographic images, then revisit poet and painter Rebecca Hey’s 

wondrous 19th-century illustrations for the world’s first encyclopedia of trees and French artist Paul Sougy’s vibrant 

mid-twentieth-century scientific diagrams of plants, animals, and the human body. 

 

 

Quince. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-

herbal/?mc_cid=8f54bc6cad&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/04/08/anna-atkins-algae/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/03/virginia-woolf-julia-margaret-cameron-photography/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/29/paul-sougy/
https://society6.com/product/qiunce-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/?mc_cid=8f54bc6cad&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/29/elizabeth-blackwell-curious-herbal/?mc_cid=8f54bc6cad&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/qiunce-by-elizabeth-blackwell-from-a-curious-herbal-1737-benefiting-the-nature-conservancy_print?curator=brainpicker
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Photographer Francesca Woodman’s Haunting Dissolutions 

Woodman’s imagery engaged with architectural and natural landscapes that were themselves in a state of change 

and decay. 

 

Francesca Woodman, Untitled photograph, circa 1975-1978. Gelatin silver print. George Lange Collection. Image 

courtesy George Lange © Estate of Francesca Woodman / Charles Woodman / 

Artist Rights Society (ARS), New York. 

By: Allison C. Meier 

  

Covering her nude body with the peeling floral wallpaper in a derelict house, blurred in movement against a wall, or 

hiding herself among the trees of a forest, Francesca Woodman is constantly coming in and out of view in her 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/allison-meier/
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photographs. As arts writer Amy Sherlock writes in Paragraph, what makes Woodman’s self-portraits “so 

powerfully articulate” is “the fleetingness of presence always touching the limit of absence. Woodman is never there 

where she is.” 

That consideration of the ephemerality of the human body and her play with the possibilities of photography have 

made her work incredibly popular for scholarship, while the striking images, with their gothic tone, have inspired 

numerous imitators. Shadowing her legacy is the fact that Woodman was only twenty-two years old when she killed 

herself in 1981, leaving behind a compelling body of work, including over 500 prints, concentrated on her 

experimental years as a student. In Signs, feminist scholar Peggy Phelan observes that “her work operates in the 

pivot of the structure of afterwardness that all portrait photography inhabits, but the explicit force of that 

afterwardness is heightened by knowledge of her suicide.” 

“Woodman returned again and again to the ways in which her camera worked to displace any ‘essence’ of identity.” 

 

George Lange, Untitled photograph, circa 1975-1978. Gelatin silver print. George Lange Collection. Courtesy the 

artist. 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/43151989?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/339640?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/339640?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://daily.jstor.org/photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions/?utm_term=Photographer%20Francesca%20Woodman%27s%20Haunting%20Dissolutions&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Francesca Woodman: Portrait of a Reputation, on view through April 5 at the Museum of Contemporary Art (MCA) 

Denver, is aimed at shifting the narrative away from her death to her development as an artist. Woodman was born 

in Denver and grew up in Boulder, where her parents taught art at the University of Colorado. She took her first 

photographs at the age of thirteen and studied at the Rhode Island School of Design from 1975 to 1979, spending her 

junior year in Rome. The exhibition focuses on her periods of growth and exploration, showing how Woodman 

often worked through her ideas and concepts in series of images as she engaged with the limits of photography. 

Art historian Harriet Riches writes in the Oxford Art Journal that in “a body of work in which her own body is a 

recurring subject, Woodman returned again and again to the ways in which her camera worked to displace any 

‘essence’ of identity.” Mirrors and panes of glass frequently splice her presence in the frame; as Woodman once 

wrote, these reflective surfaces “make me think about where I fit in this odd geometry of time.” Through long 

exposures and double exposures, she further manipulated her appearance so that there was always something 

escaping from the viewer’s gaze. 

 “Just as Woodman remarked that ‘I show you what you do not see—the body’s inner force,’ such a lack of figural-

spatial boundaries makes the viewer aware of the artist’s self-perception, unreliant upon the viewer,” writes visual 

culture theorist Jui-Ch’i Liu in the Woman’s Art Journal. “The more Woodman traverses and dissolves her corporeal 

boundaries, the more she refuses to allow her body to be defined by the viewer.” 

Portrait of a Reputation features contact sheets and shots of Woodman with a camera, revealing how she was 

innovating with her techniques as she engaged with architectural and natural landscapes that were themselves in a 

state of change and decay. As art historian Faye Hirsch notes in The Print Collector’s Newsletter: “Her favorite 

photographic environment was a rundown interior—an abandoned house in Providence (1975-76), a factory in 

Rome (1977-78), or later, her studio in New York.” In each of these settings, she seems to be merging with the 

space, whether curling beneath a window frame in a ghostly blur or levitating in a doorway. In other images, her 

face is cropped out or consumed by shadows or bursts of light; in some, her body is captured in imprints in powder 

on the floor or caught in a silhouette of black paint. Art historian Marian Bleeke in the Woman’s Art Journal writes 

that in joining her body with the architecture of these crumbling spaces, Woodman “uses the body/building 

relationship to further her own dissolution, for not only does her body appear to dissolve into the surrounding space, 

but that space is also in the process of dissolution.” 

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. 

https://mcadenver.org/exhibitions/francesca-woodman
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3600436?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3600436?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3566495?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24555567?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/24555567?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41331083?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41331083?mag=photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions
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Final del formulario 

Much about Woodman remains enigmatic, and the brevity of her career means that looking at her images can give 

the impression of an artist building to some creative expression that never arrived. Yet in the posthumous fame of 

her art—in academia and on social platforms like Instagram, where her photographs are wildly popular—is a 

resonance in how she created surreal scenes within the detritus of an empty home or the simple intervention of a 

mirror. In her meditations on the transient experience of being in a body is a sense of what cannot be contained or 

controlled by the camera’s eye, which gives her work a timeless immediacy. 

https://daily.jstor.org/photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-

dissolutions/?utm_term=Photographer%20Francesca%20Woodman%27s%20Haunting%20Dissolutions&utm_camp

aign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://www.instagram.com/explore/tags/francescawoodman/
https://daily.jstor.org/photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions/?utm_term=Photographer%20Francesca%20Woodman%27s%20Haunting%20Dissolutions&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions/?utm_term=Photographer%20Francesca%20Woodman%27s%20Haunting%20Dissolutions&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/photographer-francesca-woodmans-haunting-dissolutions/?utm_term=Photographer%20Francesca%20Woodman%27s%20Haunting%20Dissolutions&utm_campaign=jstordaily_02132020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Just Get A Library Card: 5 Memorable Library Heists 

 

EILEEN GONZALEZ02-19-20 

 

In January 2020, CNN reported that a former employee at the Carnegie Library in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, had 

used his position to steal $8 million worth of rare books and other items over a period of 25 years. That is as terrible 

as it is impressive. Audacious as this crime may be, it’s hardly the only—or even the most spectacular—library theft 

in recent memory. Let’s take a look back at some especially memorable ones! Some are grand in scale while others 

are just plain weird, but all (minus one) hold the same secret lesson: if you want to enjoy rare and beautiful reading 

materials, just get a library card like the rest of us. 

https://bookriot.com/author/eileen-gonzalez/
https://www.cnn.com/2020/01/14/us/pittsburgh-library-theft-trnd/index.html
https://bookriot.com/category/libraries/
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THE BOOK BANDIT 

There have been many epic library heists, but only one thief earned the title “the Book Bandit.” Stephen Blumberg, 

a very rich man with a very poor way of showing his love for the written word, spent years roaming North America 

stealing books. By the time he was arrested in 1990, he had absconded with $5.3 million ($10.6 million in 2019 

dollars) worth of books from 45 states, the District of Columbia, and two Canadian provinces. From the University 

of Oregon alone, he pilfered a whopping 9,000 irreplaceable documents detailing the lives of Oregon’s earliest white 

settlers. 

As punishment for perpetrating what is still the most expensive library heist in history, Blumberg received a 71-

month prison sentence and a fine that amounted to a fraction of his thefts. He’s been in and out of trouble for 

stealing ever since. 

THE PRINCE DOCTOR 

In 2011, Marino Massimo de Caro was appointed the director of Biblioteca Girolamini, Naples’s oldest library. He 

came with an impressive list of credentials, including a royal title and a professorship at the University of Siena. 

I’ll just skip to the punchline now: de Caro had neither of those things. 

What he did have was a bunch of greedy and unethical friends with whom he would turn off the security cameras 

every night and raid the place. Within a couple of years, the Girolamini was a shambles of empty shelves, paper-

strewn tables, and mounting trash. A dog was even seen roaming the premises. 

https://mydigitalpublication.com/publication/?i=572010&article_id=3322825&view=articleBrowser#{%22issue_id%22:572010,%22view%22:%22articleBrowser%22,%22publication_id%22:%2230305%22,%22article_id%22:%223322825%22}
https://www.corriere.it/International/english/articoli/2012/04/17/girolamini.shtml?refresh_ce-cp
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Before their arrests, de Caro and company made off with millions of Euros worth of rare books. Some pieces remain 

missing to this day. So if you stumble across 16th century copies of Dante’s Divine Comedy or Thomas 

More’s Utopia, there’s a library in Italy that would like to speak with you. 

THE MUTILATOR 

Sometimes, when a thief steals a book, they aren’t interested in the book as a whole. Our old pal de Caro removed 

the bindings from several books, both to make them more difficult to trace and because the centuries-old binding 

was worth more money than the books themselves. 

And then there’s Robert Kindred. He started his career as a legitimate seller of antique prints. By 1980, he realized 

he could make a lot more by taking advantage of many libraries’ lax security and making off with their volumes of 

rare 19th century prints. After each theft, Kindred cut the prints out of the book, framed them, and sold them for a 

tidy profit. 

Kindred’s career came to an end when he attempted to rob the University of Illinois in June 1980. An astute 

maintenance worker noticed several books of prints scattered around the library and called the police. How did he 

notice the misplaced books, you ask? They weighed about 45 pounds each. 

THE BADASS LIBRARIAN 

For us book lovers, stealing from a library seems like the most dastardly of crimes. But believe it or not, there have 

been several noble library thefts throughout history. Most of these were prompted by an impending war that 

endangered the books, causing ordinary people to take drastic measures to preserve them. Abdel Kader Haidara was 

one such ordinary person. 

Haidara had devoted his life to collecting rare Arabic manuscripts from throughout Mali and preserving them at 45 

libraries in the city of Timbuktu. The manuscripts covered every topic imaginable, from history and politics to 

theology and ethics to astronomy and music. 

In 2012, Al Qaeda, notorious for its hatred of education, took over Timbuktu and pinky-swore not to harm the 

manuscripts. Wisely distrusting the word of the homicidal terrorists, Haidara and a small army volunteers and 

recruits risked their lives to loot Timbuktu’s libraries by night and transport the manuscripts to safety. Their efforts 

saved hundreds of thousands of irreplaceable manuscripts from destruction. 

You can read all about this most magnificent of library thefts in Joshua Hammer’s appropriately titled The Bad-Ass 

Librarians of Timbuktu. 

THE ARCHIVE RAIDERS 

We’re going deep into the archives for this one—the National Archives in Washington, D.C., to be precise. It is 

home to America’s most important documents and records. Unsurprisingly, the Archives have been robbed 

numerous times over the years. Their website has a page dedicated to the most noteworthy thefts. 

https://www.bbc.com/news/magazine-25403595
https://www.bbc.com/news/magazine-25403595
https://dailyillini.com/news/2018/07/17/book-recounts-rare-book-theft-from-university-library/
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1476777411/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1476777411
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1476777411/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1476777411
https://www.archives.gov/research/recover/notable-thefts.html
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Among the hall of shame members are President Clinton’s former national security adviser, Sandy Berger, 

who chopped up documents related to a terrorism investigation, and a surprising number of chuckleheads who got 

caught when trying to sell their hauls on eBay. 

My favorite is Thomas Lowry, who didn’t steal a thing. In 2011, he asked to see a presidential pardon signed by 

Lincoln, grabbed a pen, and changed just one number. April 14, 1864 became April 14, 1865—the day Lincoln was 

assassinated. He did this in hopes of upping the document’s value. The fact that he made this list should tell you how 

well that worked out for him. 

 

https://bookriot.com/2020/02/19/library-theft/ 

  

http://edition.cnn.com/2005/LAW/04/01/berger.plea/
https://bookriot.com/2020/02/19/library-theft/
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Until the End of Time: Physicist Brian Greene on the Poetry of Existence and the Wellspring of Meaning in 

Our Ephemeral Lives Amid an Impartial Universe 

“From our lonely corner of the cosmos we have used creativity and imagination to shape words and images and 

structures and sounds to express our longings and frustrations, our confusions and revelations, our failures and 

triumphs.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“Praised be the fathomless universe, for life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious,” Walt Whitman wrote 

as he stood discomposed and delirious before a universe filled with “forms, qualities, lives, humanity, language, 

thoughts, the ones known, and the ones unknown, the ones on the stars, the stars themselves, some shaped, others 

unshaped.” And yet the central animating force of our species, the wellspring of our joy and curiosity, the 

restlessness that gave us Whitman and Wheeler, Keats and Curie, is the very fathoming of this fathomless universe 

— an impulse itself a marvel in light of our own improbability. Somehow, we went from bacteria to Bach; 

somehow, we learned to make fire and music and mathematics. And here we are now, walking wildernesses of 

mossy feelings and brambled thoughts beneath an overstory of one hundred trillion synapses, coruscating with the 

ultimate question: What is all this? 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
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That is what physicist and mathematician Brian Greene explores with great elegance of thought and poetic 

sensibility in Until the End of Time: Mind, Matter, and Our Search for Meaning in an Evolving Universe (public 

library). Nearly two centuries after the word scientist was coined for the Scottish mathematician Mary Somerville 

when her unexampled book On the Connexion of the Physical Sciences brought together the separate disciplinary 

streams of scientific inquiry into a single river of knowledge, Greene draws on his own field, various other sciences, 

and no small measure of philosophy and literature to examine what we know about the nature of reality, what we 

suspect about the nature of knowledge, and how these converge to shine a sidewise gleam on our own nature. With 

resolute scientific rigor and uncommon sensitivity to the poetic syncopations of physical reality, he takes on the 

questions that bellow through the bone cave atop our shoulders, the cave against whose walls Plato flickered his 

timeless thought experiment probing the most abiding puzzle: How are we ever sure of reality? — a question that 

turns the mind into a Rube Goldberg machine of other questions: Why is there something rather than nothing? How 

did life emerge? What is consciousness? 

Although science is Greene’s raw material in this fathoming — its histories, its theories, its triumphs, its blind spots 

— he emerges, as one inevitably does in contemplating these colossal questions, a testament to Einstein’s conviction 

that “every true theorist is a kind of tamed metaphysicist.” 

Looking back on how he first grew enchanted with what he calls “the romance of mathematics” and its seductive 

promise to unveil the timeless laws of nature, Greene writes: 

Creativity constrained by logic and a set of axioms dictates how ideas can be manipulated and combined to reveal 

unshakable truths. 

[…] 

The appeal of a law of nature might be its timeless quality. But what drives us to seek the timeless, to search for 

qualities that may last forever? Perhaps it all comes from our singular awareness that we are anything but timeless, 

that our lives are anything but forever. 

[…] 

We emerge from laws that, as far as we can tell, are timeless, and yet we exist for the briefest moment of time. We 

are guided by laws that operate without concern for destination, and yet we constantly ask ourselves where we are 

headed. We are shaped by laws that seem not to require an underlying rationale, and yet we persistently seek 

meaning and purpose. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/until-the-end-of-time-mind-matter-and-our-search-for-meaning-in-an-evolving-universe/oclc/1129694677&referer=brief_results
https://www.worldcat.org/title/until-the-end-of-time-mind-matter-and-our-search-for-meaning-in-an-evolving-universe/oclc/1129694677&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/26/mary-somerville-scientist/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/23/plato-allegory-of-the-cave-ted-ed/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/23/plato-allegory-of-the-cave-ted-ed/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/12/einstein-passion-for-comprehension/
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Art by Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/i-will-confront-these-shows-of-the-day-and-night_framed-print?sku=s6-8968158p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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Somewhere along the way of our seeking, at one life-point or another, against one wall or another, we all arrive at 

what David Foster Wallace, vanquisher of euphemism, called “the recognition that I’m going to die, and die very 

much alone, and the rest of the world is going to go merrily on without me.” Insisting that from that recognition 

arises our shimmering capacity for creativity, for beauty, for meaning-making, Greene endeavors to explore “the 

breathtaking ways in which restless and inventive minds have illuminated and responded to the fundamental 

transience of everything” — minds ranging from Shakespeare to Wallace, from Sappho to Einstein. 

Brian Greene 

 

A century after Rachel Carson observed (in a trailblazing essay that pioneered the very genre of poetic science 

writing in which Greene himself dwells) that “against this cosmic background the lifespan of a particular plant or 

animal appears, not as drama complete in itself, but only as a brief interlude in a panorama of endless change,” he 

writes: 

In the fullness of time all that lives will die. For more than three billion years, as species simple and complex found 

their place in earth’s hierarchy, the scythe of death has cast a persistent shadow over the flowering of life. Diversity 

spread as life crawled from the oceans, strode on land, and took flight in the skies. But wait long enough and the 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/09/12/david-foster-wallace-on-writing-death-and-redemption/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/09/12/david-foster-wallace-on-writing-death-and-redemption/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
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ledger of birth and death, with entries more numerous than stars in the galaxy, will balance with dispassionate 

precision. The unfolding of any given life is beyond prediction. The final fate of any given life is a foregone 

conclusion. 

Despite how we may distract ourselves from that omnipresent conclusion, we live terrified of our own erasure, but 

that very terror impels us to more-than-exist — to live, to love, to compose poems and symphonies and equations. 

With an eye to “the inner life that comes hand in hand with our refined cognitive capacities,” Greene writes: 

The mental faculties that allow us to shape and mold and innovate are the very ones that dispel the myopia that 

would otherwise keep us narrowly focused on the present. The ability to manipulate the environment thoughtfully 

provides the capacity to shift our vantage point, to hover above the timeline and contemplate what was and imagine 

what will be. However much we’d prefer it otherwise, to achieve “I think, therefore I am” is to run headlong into the 

rejoinder “I am, therefore I will die.” 

[…] 

Perhaps our creative forays, from the stags at Lascaux to the equations of general relativity, emerge from the brain’s 

naturally selected but overly active ability to detect and coherently organize patterns. Perhaps these and related 

pursuits are exquisite but adaptively superfluous by-products of a sufficiently large brain released from full-time 

focus on securing shelter and sustenance… What lies beyond question is that we imagine and we create and we 

experience works, from the Pyramids to the Ninth Symphony to quantum mechanics, that are monuments to human 

ingenuity whose durability, if not whose content, point toward permanence. 

One aspect of Greene’s argument, however, deserves more nuanced consideration: Historically, every time we 

humans have assumed that a certain feature or faculty is ours alone in the whole of “Creation” — sentience, tools, 

language, consciousness — we have been wrong. Greene makes the baseline assumption that we alone are aware of 

our own finitude. “It is only you and I and the rest of our lot,” he asserts, “that can reflect on the distant past, 

imagine the future, and grasp the darkness that awaits.” But what of elephants and their capacity for grief, deep and 

documented? What is grief if not a savaging consciousness of the fact that death severs the arrow of time, that what 

once was — living, beloved — will never again be, while we are left islanded in the present, shipwrecked by an 

absence? 

Still, unblunted by this marginal error of exclusivity is Greene’s astute insight into the elemental equivalence: we are 

doomed to decay, and so we cope by creating. He highlights two factors that jointly gave rise to the self-awareness 

seeding our terror and to our wondrous reach for transcendence: entropy and evolution. Across three hundred pages, 

he fans out the fabric of our present understanding, deftly untangling then interweaving the science of everything 

from black holes to quanta to DNA, tracing how matter made mind made imagination, probing the pull of eternity 

and storytelling and the sublime, and arriving at a final chapter lyrically titled “The Nobility of Being,” in which he 

contemplates how these processes and phenomena, described and discovered by minds honed by millennia of 

evolution, converge to illuminate our search for meaning: 

Most of us deal quietly with the need to lift ourselves beyond the everyday. Most of us allow civilization to shield us 

from the realization that we are part of a world that, when we’re gone, will hum along, barely missing a beat. We 

focus our energy on what we can control. We build community. We participate. We care. We laugh. We cherish. We 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/22/singularity-marie-howe-stephen-hawking/
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comfort. We grieve. We love. We celebrate. We consecrate. We regret. We thrill to achievement, sometimes our 

own, sometimes of those we respect or idolize. 

 

One of Japanese designer Kumagasa Nagai’s vintage posters of animals and scientific phenomena 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/12/kazumasa-nagai/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/12/kazumasa-nagai/
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Through it all, we grow accustomed to looking out to the world to find something to excite or soothe, to hold our 

attention or whisk us to someplace new. Yet the scientific journey we’ve taken suggests strongly that the universe 

does not exist to provide an arena for life and mind to flourish. Life and mind are simply a couple of things that 

happen to happen. Until they don’t. I used to imagine that by studying the universe, by peeling it apart figuratively 

and literally, we would answer enough of the how questions to catch a glimpse of the answers to the whys. But the 

more we learn, the more that stance seems to face in the wrong direction. 

Art by Margaret C. Cook from 

a rare 1913 edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/thoughts-silent-thoughts-of-time-and-space-and-death_framed-print?sku=s6-8967472p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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Echoing W.H. Auden’s stunning ode to our unrequited love for the universe, he adds: 

Looking for the universe to hug us, its transient conscious squatters, is understandable, but that’s just not what the 

universe does. 

Even so, to see our moment in context is to realize that our existence is astonishing. Rerun the Big Bang but slightly 

shift this particle’s position or that field’s value, and for virtually any fiddling the new cosmic unfolding will not 

include you or me or the human species or planet earth or anything else we value deeply. 

[…] 

We exist because our specific particulate arrangements won the battle against an astounding assortment of other 

arrangements all vying to be realized. By the grace of random chance, funneled through nature’s laws, we are here. 

In the final pages, Greene both affirms and refutes Borges’s refutation of time, guiding us, perishable miracles that 

we are, to the wellspring of meaning in an impartial universe and ending the book with the word — a curious word, 

improbable for a physicist — on which Whitman perched his entire cosmogony: 

Whereas most life, miraculous in its own right, is tethered to the immediate, we can step outside of time. We can 

think about the past, we can imagine the future. We can take in the universe, we can process it, we can explore it 

with mind and body, with reason and emotion. From our lonely corner of the cosmos we have used creativity and 

imagination to shape words and images and structures and sounds to express our longings and frustrations, our 

confusions and revelations, our failures and triumphs. We have used ingenuity and perseverance to touch the very 

limits of outer and inner space, determining fundamental laws that govern how stars shine and light travels, how 

time elapses and space expands — laws that allow us to peer back to the briefest moment after the universe began 

and then shift our gaze and contemplate its end. 

[…] 

As we hurtle toward a cold and barren cosmos, we must accept that there is no grand design. Particles are not 

endowed with purpose. There is no final answer hovering in the depths of space awaiting discovery. Instead, certain 

special collections of particles can think and feel and reflect, and within these subjective worlds they can create 

purpose. And so, in our quest to fathom the human condition, the only direction to look is inward. That is the noble 

direction to look. It is a direction that forgoes ready-made answers and turns to the highly personal journey of 

constructing our own meaning. It is a direction that leads to the very heart of creative expression and the source of 

our most resonant narratives. Science is a powerful, exquisite tool for grasping an external reality. But within that 

rubric, within that understanding, everything else is the human species contemplating itself, grasping what it needs 

to carry on, and telling a story that reverberates into the darkness, a story carved of sound and etched into silence, a 

story that, at its best, stirs the soul. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/19/a-new-refutation-of-time-borges/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/31/astrophysicist-janna-levin-reads-when-i-heard-the-learnd-astronomer-walt-whitman/
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Art by 

Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 edition of Walt Whitman’s Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/i-see-great-cloud-masses-with-at-times-half-dimmd-saddend-far-off-star_framed-print?sku=s6-8967899p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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Until the End of Time, a splendid and invigorating read in its entirety, left me with the evolutionary miracle of 

Shelley on my mind — a fragment from the last poetic work he published before he met his own untimely finitude 

in the entropic spectacle of a sudden storm on the Italian gulf, long before humanity had fathomed entropy and 

evolution: 

Talk no more 

Of thee and me, the future and the past… 

Earth and ocean, 

Space, and the isles of life or light that gem 

The sapphire floods of interstellar air, 

This firmament pavilioned upon chaos… 

This whole 

Of suns and worlds, and men and beasts, and flowers 

With all the violent and tempestuous workings 

By which they have been, are, or cease to be, 

Is but a vision: all that it inherits 

Are motes of a sick eye, bubbles and dreams; 

Thought is its cradle and its grave, nor less 

The future and the past are idle shadows 

Of thought’s eternal flight — they have no being. 

Nought is but that it feels itself to be. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-

time/?mc_cid=df42e2da46&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/?mc_cid=df42e2da46&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/?mc_cid=df42e2da46&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Depending on where you’re from, you say words like ‘basil’ a specific way. Leonie Broekstra/Shutterstock.com 

Why do Americans say ‘bay-zle’ and the English say ‘baa-zle’? 

Author 

Christine Mallinson 

Professor of Language, Literacy and Culture and Director of the Center for Social Science Scholarship, University 

of Maryland, Baltimore County 

Disclosure statement 

Christine Mallinson receives funding from the National Science Foundation and the University of Maryland-

Baltimore County. 

Partners 

 

University of Maryland, Baltimore County provides funding as a member of The Conversation US. 

 

https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/african-female-cook-cutting-basil-on-251585563
https://theconversation.com/profiles/christine-mallinson-343714
http://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-maryland-baltimore-county-1667
https://theconversation.com/profiles/christine-mallinson-343714
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-maryland-baltimore-county-1667
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Curious Kids is a series for children of all ages. If you have a question you’d like an expert to answer, send it 

to CuriousKidsUS@theconversation.com. 

 

Why do Americans say “bay-zle” and the English say “baa-zle”? – Sly M., age 6, Cambridge, Massachusetts 

 

A person’s voice is like their fingerprint. Everyone talks differently, and everyone’s voice is unique. 

Some of these linguistic differences are because of how our individual bodies are shaped, especially the size of our 

vocal cords and tracts. 

Our families, our friends and other people in our communities also influence how we talk. I study language, literacy 

and culture, and I’ve found that how we use language – including accents – is a way of showing who we are. 

Language influences who we are. 

Why we have accents 

We develop different accents because of whom we interact with and where we grow up. 

An accent is how a person sounds. Kids who grow up in Australia develop Australian accents. Kids who grow up in 

England develop British accents. And kids who grow up in the United States develop American accents. Everyone 

has an accent. 

When we pick up on another person’s accent, it means we are identifying clues in their pronunciation that tell us 

something about who they are. These differences can be as small as a single sound, but we often spot them right 

away. 

For example, in the U.S., the word “basil” is pronounced “bay-zle.” But in England, it is pronounced “baa-zle,” like 

the word “dazzle.” In the U.S., “schedule” is pronounced with a “sk” sound at the beginning, but in England, it’s 

pronounced with a “sh” sound. 

There are also spelling differences, like “theatre” in England versus “theater” in the U.S., and word differences, like 

“aubergine” in England versus “eggplant” in the U.S. 

Everyone has an accent. 

Across the country 

https://theconversation.com/us/topics/curious-kids-us-74795
mailto:curiouskidsus@theconversation.com
https://theconversation.com/how-did-i-get-my-own-unique-set-of-fingerprints-128391
https://voicefoundation.org/health-science/voice-disorders/anatomy-physiology-of-voice-production/understanding-voice-production/
https://voicefoundation.org/health-science/voice-disorders/anatomy-physiology-of-voice-production/understanding-voice-production/
https://www.linguisticsociety.org/content/why-do-some-people-have-accent
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=Gu8Um_gAAAAJ&hl=en
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=Gu8Um_gAAAAJ&hl=en
https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/accent
https://theweek.com/articles/451308/aunt-adult-pajamas-why-cant-agree-how-pronounce-common-words
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There are also linguistic differences within countries. Not all people from England sound the same, and the same 

goes for people from the U.S. 

In my own research, I study differences in English spoken in the U.S. In the Great Smoky Mountains, you might 

hear the word “fire” pronounced like “far,” and “tire” pronounced like “tar.” In the U.S. South, the words “bide” and 

“ride” tend to sound more like “bad” and “rad.” 

And in the city of Baltimore, you might hear some African American residents pronounce “dog” as “dug,” and 

“frog” as “frug.” 

Even in a globally connected world, where it is easier to meet people from other countries than ever before, the way 

we talk still represents who we are. 

So be proud of your vocal fingerprint. A kaleidoscope of languages and accents helps make our world a culturally 

rich and exciting place. 

 

https://theconversation.com/why-do-americans-say-bay-zle-and-the-english-say-baa-zle-

131806?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%2

02020%20-

%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-

%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm

_term=Explaining%20American%20accents 

  

https://christinemallinson.com/research/
https://www.pbs.org/speak/seatosea/americanvarieties/smokies/
https://www.taylorfrancis.com/books/e/9781315768076/chapters/10.4324/9781315768076-5
https://www.baltimoresun.com/features/baltimore-insider/bs-lt-baltimore-slang-20170209-story.html
https://theconversation.com/why-do-americans-say-bay-zle-and-the-english-say-baa-zle-131806?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Explaining%20American%20accents
https://theconversation.com/why-do-americans-say-bay-zle-and-the-english-say-baa-zle-131806?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Explaining%20American%20accents
https://theconversation.com/why-do-americans-say-bay-zle-and-the-english-say-baa-zle-131806?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Explaining%20American%20accents
https://theconversation.com/why-do-americans-say-bay-zle-and-the-english-say-baa-zle-131806?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Explaining%20American%20accents
https://theconversation.com/why-do-americans-say-bay-zle-and-the-english-say-baa-zle-131806?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Explaining%20American%20accents
https://theconversation.com/why-do-americans-say-bay-zle-and-the-english-say-baa-zle-131806?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Explaining%20American%20accents
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Narrative of the Life of Frederick Douglass, an American Slave 

by Frederick Douglass 

 

Previous Chapter 

Appendix 

 

I find, since reading over the foregoing Narrative, that I have, in several instances, spoken in such a tone and 

manner, respecting religion, as may possibly lead those unacquainted with my religious views to suppose me an 

opponent of all religion. To remove the liability of such misapprehension, I deem it proper to append the following 

brief explanation. What I have said respecting and against religion, I mean strictly to apply to the slaveholding 

religion of this land, and with no possible reference to Christianity proper; for, between the Christianity of this land, 

and the Christianity of Christ, I recognize the widest possible difference—so wide, that to receive the one as good, 

pure, and holy, is of necessity to reject the other as bad, corrupt, and wicked. To be the friend of the one, is of 

necessity to be the enemy of the other. I love the pure, peaceable, and impartial Christianity of Christ: I therefore 

hate the corrupt, slaveholding, women-whipping, cradle-plundering, partial and hypocritical Christianity of this land. 

Indeed, I can see no reason, but the most deceitful one, for calling the religion of this land Christianity. I look upon 

it as the climax of all misnomers, the boldest of all frauds, and the grossest of all libels. Never was there a clearer 

case of "stealing the livery of the court of heaven to serve the devil in." I am filled with unutterable loathing when I 

contemplate the religious pomp and show, together with the horrible inconsistencies, which every where surround 

me. We have men-stealers for ministers, women-whippers for missionaries, and cradle-plunderers for church 

members. The man who wields the blood-clotted cowskin during the week fills the pulpit on Sunday, and claims to 

be a minister of the meek and lowly Jesus. The man who robs me of my earnings at the end of each week meets me 

as a class-leader on Sunday morning, to show me the way of life, and the path of salvation. He who sells my sister, 

for purposes of prostitution, stands forth as the pious advocate of purity. He who proclaims it a religious duty to read 

the Bible denies me the right of learning to read the name of the God who made me. He who is the religious 

advocate of marriage robs whole millions of its sacred influence, and leaves them to the ravages of wholesale 

pollution. The warm defender of the sacredness of the family relation is the same that scatters whole families,—

sundering husbands and wives, parents and children, sisters and brothers,—leaving the hut vacant, and the hearth 

desolate. We see the thief preaching against theft, and the adulterer against adultery. We have men sold to build 

churches, women sold to support the gospel, and babes sold to purchase Bibles for the POOR HEATHEN! ALL 

FOR THE GLORY OF GOD AND THE GOOD OF SOULS! The slave auctioneer's bell and the church-going bell 

chime in with each other, and the bitter cries of the heart-broken slave are drowned in the religious shouts of his 

pious master. Revivals of religion and revivals in the slave-trade go hand in hand together. The slave prison and the 

church stand near each other. The clanking of fetters and the rattling of chains in the prison, and the pious psalm and 

solemn prayer in the church, may be heard at the same time. The dealers in the bodies and souls of men erect their 

stand in the presence of the pulpit, and they mutually help each other. The dealer gives his blood-stained gold to 

support the pulpit, and the pulpit, in return, covers his infernal business with the garb of Christianity. Here we have 

religion and robbery the allies of each other—devils dressed in angels' robes, and hell presenting the semblance of 

paradise. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/frederick-douglass/book/narrative-of-the-life-of-frederick-douglass-an-american-slave/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/frederick-douglass
https://americanliterature.com/author/frederick-douglass/book/narrative-of-the-life-of-frederick-douglass-an-american-slave/chapter-11
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     "Just God! and these are they, 

     Who minister at thine altar, God of right! 

     Men who their hands, with prayer and blessing, lay 

     On Israel's ark of light. 

 

     "What! preach, and kidnap men? 

     Give thanks, and rob thy own afflicted poor? 

     Talk of thy glorious liberty, and then 

     Bolt hard the captive's door? 

 

     "What! servants of thy own 

     Merciful Son, who came to seek and save 

     The homeless and the outcast, fettering down 

     The tasked and plundered slave! 

 

     "Pilate and Herod friends! 

     Chief priests and rulers, as of old, combine! 

     Just God and holy! is that church which lends 

     Strength to the spoiler thine?" 

 

The Christianity of America is a Christianity, of whose votaries it may be as truly said, as it was of the ancient 

scribes and Pharisees, "They bind heavy burdens, and grievous to be borne, and lay them on men's shoulders, but 
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they themselves will not move them with one of their fingers. All their works they do for to be seen of men.—They 

love the uppermost rooms at feasts, and the chief seats in the synagogues, . . . . . . and to be called of men, Rabbi, 

Rabbi.—But woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye shut up the kingdom of heaven against men; for 

ye neither go in yourselves, neither suffer ye them that are entering to go in. Ye devour widows' houses, and for a 

pretence make long prayers; therefore ye shall receive the greater damnation. Ye compass sea and land to make one 

proselyte, and when he is made, ye make him twofold more the child of hell than yourselves.—Woe unto you, 

scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye pay tithe of mint, and anise, and cumin, and have omitted the weightier 

matters of the law, judgment, mercy, and faith; these ought ye to have done, and not to leave the other undone. Ye 

blind guides! which strain at a gnat, and swallow a camel. Woe unto you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye 

make clean the outside of the cup and of the platter; but within, they are full of extortion and excess.—Woe unto 

you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites! for ye are like unto whited sepulchres, which indeed appear beautiful 

outward, but are within full of dead men's bones, and of all uncleanness. Even so ye also outwardly appear righteous 

unto men, but within ye are full of hypocrisy and iniquity." 

Dark and terrible as is this picture, I hold it to be strictly true of the overwhelming mass of professed Christians in 

America. They strain at a gnat, and swallow a camel. Could any thing be more true of our churches? They would be 

shocked at the proposition of fellowshipping a SHEEP-stealer; and at the same time they hug to their communion a 

MAN-stealer, and brand me with being an infidel, if I find fault with them for it. They attend with Pharisaical 

strictness to the outward forms of religion, and at the same time neglect the weightier matters of the law, judgment, 

mercy, and faith. They are always ready to sacrifice, but seldom to show mercy. They are they who are represented 

as professing to love God whom they have not seen, whilst they hate their brother whom they have seen. They love 

the heathen on the other side of the globe. They can pray for him, pay money to have the Bible put into his hand, and 

missionaries to instruct him; while they despise and totally neglect the heathen at their own doors. 

Such is, very briefly, my view of the religion of this land; and to avoid any misunderstanding, growing out of the use 

of general terms, I mean by the religion of this land, that which is revealed in the words, deeds, and actions, of those 

bodies, north and south, calling themselves Christian churches, and yet in union with slaveholders. It is against 

religion, as presented by these bodies, that I have felt it my duty to testify. 

I conclude these remarks by copying the following portrait of the religion of the south, (which is, by communion and 

fellowship, the religion of the north,) which I soberly affirm is "true to the life," and without caricature or the 

slightest exaggeration. It is said to have been drawn, several years before the present anti-slavery agitation began, by 

a northern Methodist preacher, who, while residing at the south, had an opportunity to see slaveholding morals, 

manners, and piety, with his own eyes. "Shall I not visit for these things? saith the Lord. Shall not my soul be 

avenged on such a nation as this?" 

               A PARODY 

 

     "Come, saints and sinners, hear me tell 

     How pious priests whip Jack and Nell, 

     And women buy and children sell, 
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     And preach all sinners down to hell, 

     And sing of heavenly union. 

 

     "They'll bleat and baa, dona like goats, 

     Gorge down black sheep, and strain at motes, 

     Array their backs in fine black coats, 

     Then seize their negroes by their throats, 

     And choke, for heavenly union. 

 

     "They'll church you if you sip a dram, 

     And damn you if you steal a lamb; 

     Yet rob old Tony, Doll, and Sam, 

     Of human rights, and bread and ham; 

     Kidnapper's heavenly union. 

 

     "They'll loudly talk of Christ's reward, 

     And bind his image with a cord, 

     And scold, and swing the lash abhorred, 

     And sell their brother in the Lord 

     To handcuffed heavenly union. 
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     "They'll read and sing a sacred song, 

     And make a prayer both loud and long, 

     And teach the right and do the wrong, 

     Hailing the brother, sister throng, 

     With words of heavenly union. 

 

     "We wonder how such saints can sing, 

     Or praise the Lord upon the wing, 

     Who roar, and scold, and whip, and sting, 

     And to their slaves and mammon cling, 

     In guilty conscience union. 

 

     "They'll raise tobacco, corn, and rye, 

     And drive, and thieve, and cheat, and lie, 

     And lay up treasures in the sky, 

     By making switch and cowskin fly, 

     In hope of heavenly union. 

 

     "They'll crack old Tony on the skull, 

     And preach and roar like Bashan bull, 

     Or braying ass, of mischief full, 
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     Then seize old Jacob by the wool, 

     And pull for heavenly union. 

 

     "A roaring, ranting, sleek man-thief, 

     Who lived on mutton, veal, and beef, 

     Yet never would afford relief 

     To needy, sable sons of grief, 

     Was big with heavenly union. 

 

     "'Love not the world,' the preacher said, 

     And winked his eye, and shook his head; 

     He seized on Tom, and Dick, and Ned, 

     Cut short their meat, and clothes, and bread, 

     Yet still loved heavenly union. 

 

     "Another preacher whining spoke 

     Of One whose heart for sinners broke: 

     He tied old Nanny to an oak, 

     And drew the blood at every stroke, 

     And prayed for heavenly union. 
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     "Two others oped their iron jaws, 

     And waved their children-stealing paws; 

     There sat their children in gewgaws; 

     By stinting negroes' backs and maws, 

     They kept up heavenly union. 

 

     "All good from Jack another takes, 

     And entertains their flirts and rakes, 

     Who dress as sleek as glossy snakes, 

     And cram their mouths with sweetened cakes; 

     And this goes down for union." 

 

Sincerely and earnestly hoping that this little book may do something toward throwing light on the American slave 

system, and hastening the glad day of deliverance to the millions of my brethren in bonds—faithfully relying upon 

the power of truth, love, and justice, for success in my humble efforts—and solemnly pledging my self anew to the 

sacred cause,—I subscribe myself, 

FREDERICK DOUGLASS LYNN, Mass., April 28, 1845. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/frederick-douglass/book/narrative-of-the-life-of-frederick-douglass-an-

american-slave/appendix 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/frederick-douglass/book/narrative-of-the-life-of-frederick-douglass-an-american-slave/appendix
https://americanliterature.com/author/frederick-douglass/book/narrative-of-the-life-of-frederick-douglass-an-american-slave/appendix
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Immortality in Passing: Poet Lisel Mueller, Who Died at 96, on What Gives Meaning to Our Ephemeral 

Lives 

“What exists, exists so that it can be lost and become precious.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“When you realize you are mortal you also realize the tremendousness of the future. You fall in love with a Time 

you will never perceive,” the poet, painter, and philosopher Etel Adnan observed as she beheld impermanence and 

transcendence at the foot of a mountain. “By the grace of random chance, funneled through nature’s laws,” the 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/06/etel-adnan-journey-to-mount-tamalpais/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/06/etel-adnan-journey-to-mount-tamalpais/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807121282/braipick-20
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poetic physicist Brian Greene wrote in his beautiful meditation on our search for meaning in a cold cosmos, “we are 

here.” 

 

IN PASSING 

by Lisel Mueller 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-time/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807121282/braipick-20
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And then we are not. 

We die. All of us — atoms to atoms, stardust to stardust, the mountain to the sea — you and I. The dual awareness 

of our improbable life and our inevitable death is what allows us to animate the interlude with love and beauty, with 

poems and fairy tales and poems, with general relativity and Nina Simone. It is what puts into perspective just how 

fleeting and vacant and self-embittering all of our angers and blames and resentments are in the end — what 

beckons us, instead, to “leave something of sweetness and substance in the mouth of the world.” 

That is what the late, great Lisel Mueller (February 8, 1924–February 21, 2020) — one of the most original, deepest-

seeing poets of our time — explores with great subtlety and profundity disguised as levity in the poem 

“Immortality” from her final poetry collection, the Pulitzer-winning masterpiece Alive Together (public library). 

IMMORTALITY 

by Lisel Mueller 

In Sleeping Beauty’s castle 

the clock strikes one hundred years 

and the girl in the tower returns to the world. 

So do the servants in the kitchen, 

who don’t even rub their eyes. 

The cook’s right hand, lifted 

an exact century ago, 

completes its downward arc 

to the kitchen boy’s left ear; 

the boy’s tensed vocal cords 

finally let go 

the trapped, enduring whimper, 

and the fly, arrested mid-plunge 

above the strawberry pie, 

fulfills its abiding mission 

and dives into the sweet, red glaze. 

As a child I had a book 

with a picture of that scene. 

I was too young to notice 

how fear persists, and how 

the anger that causes fear persists, 

that its trajectory can’t be changed 

or broken, only interrupted. 

My attention was on the fly; 

that this slight body 

with its transparent wings 

and lifespan of one human day 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/03/emily-levine-cold-solace-anna-belle-kaufman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807121282/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/alive-together-new-and-selected-poems/oclc/634371216&referer=brief_results
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still craved its particular share 

of sweetness, a century later. 

(Two centuries earlier, William Blake explored the same eternal subject though the same creature in his short 

existentialist poem “The Fly.”) 

In the front matter of this altogether miraculous book, where an epigraph would ordinarily appear, Mueller offers a 

short poem that becomes a kind of chorus line for the entire collection, but emerges as an especially harmonizing 

counterpart to “Immortality” in particular: 

How swiftly the strained honey 

of afternoon light 

flows into darkness 

and the closed bud shrugs off 

its special mystery 

in order to break into blossom: 

as if what exists, exists 

so that it can be lost 

and become precious. 

Complement these fragments of the wholly transcendent Alive Together with physicist Alan Lightman on our 

yearning for immortality in a universe governed by decay, Pico Iyer on finding beauty in impermanence, and 

Marcus Aurelius on mortality as the key to living fully, then revisit Barbara Ras’s bittersweet, buoyant, perspective-

calibrating poem “You Can’t Have It All” and Marilyn Nelson’s magnificent ode to how we fill our impermanence 

with importance, “Faster Than Light.” 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/24/immortality-in-passing-lisel-

mueller/?mc_cid=2f5bce1210&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/19/esperanza-spalding-william-blake-the-fly/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0807121282/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/22/alan-lightman-accidental-universe-impermanence/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/22/alan-lightman-accidental-universe-impermanence/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/10/11/autumn-light-pico-iyer/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/05/20/marcus-aurelius-meditations-mortality-presence/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/07/you-cant-have-it-all-barbara-ras-emily-levine/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/05/faster-than-light-marilyn-nelson-reading/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/24/immortality-in-passing-lisel-mueller/?mc_cid=2f5bce1210&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/24/immortality-in-passing-lisel-mueller/?mc_cid=2f5bce1210&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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US successfully planned for the ‘endless frontier’ of science research in 1945 – now it’s time to plan the next 

75 years 

February 28, 2020 11.37am EST 
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The U.S. has been the most productive country for science and technology for decades. Many of the basic policy 

tenets that supported American prowess date back 75 years, to a document called “Science: The Endless Frontier.” 

Released by the first U.S. presidential science adviser, engineer Vannevar Bush, just two weeks before the 

Hiroshima bombing in 1945, it would become the blueprint for postwar science. 

“The Endless Frontier” led scientists to successfully advocate for federal scientific funding and a separation 

between science policy and politics. They argued that if science could win wars, it could also help maintain peace. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/marc-zimmer-160444
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://www.nsf.gov/od/lpa/nsf50/vbush1945.htm
https://theconversation.com/how-does-a-us-president-settle-on-his-science-policy-69953
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-018-07518-3
https://president.rpi.edu/speeches/2007/science-endless-frontier-continuing-relevance-vannevar-bush
https://theconversation.com/profiles/marc-zimmer-160444
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The report advocated that governmental, industrial and academic research can accomplish far more in partnership 

than in isolation. It led to the development of the modern American research university, the National Science 

Foundation and increased government funding for science research, which rose by more than a factor of 10 from the 

1940s to 1960s. 

 

The science landscape has changed radically since Vannevar Bush was in the lab in the mid-20th century. AP Photo 

https://doi.org/10.1038/466922a
https://doi.org/10.1038/466922a
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317824/original/file-20200228-24668-is9vcl.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317824/original/file-20200228-24668-is9vcl.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://www.apimages.com/metadata/Index/Watchf-AP-A-DC-USA-APHS369810-Dr-Vannevar-Bus-/23474a4b983b4ff7b45bdc13a78d8350/1/0
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317824/original/file-20200228-24668-is9vcl.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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But many facets of the plan aren’t working anymore, and the structural framework laid out in “The Endless 

Frontier” needs refreshing for 2020. Research funding, especially the government share for basic research, is being 

reduced, there is a narrower focus on short-term outcomes and U.S. federal agencies are cutting scientific advisory 

panels. How the country, the research community and the public respond to these changes will determine the United 

States’ geopolitical standing. 

On the occasion of the 75th anniversary of the report, the National Academy of Sciences, The Kavli Foundation and 

the Alfred P. Sloan Foundation hosted a symposium to reflect upon the past, present and future of the United States’ 

scientific research enterprise. It brought together leaders from science, government, academia, business and 

philanthropy. 

As a chemist in academia who’s just written a book called “The State of Science – What the Future Holds and the 

Scientists Making It Happen,” I was eager to see what symposium attendees had to say. The presentations and 

panels covered a range of topics, and four major themes – though not solutions – emerged. 

Planning further ahead 

Symposium attendees agreed: The U.S. needs a long-term federal science plan, one that spans many future 

administrations – a road map for science that is both protective and aspirational. 

The consensus was that today’s level of federal funding and emphasis on market-driven research are imperfect. The 

path from lab bench to application has a significant gap – it takes time to convert research findings into a company, 

and venture capitalists are impatient. Many good ideas, such as large-scale affordable desalination, are dropped 

because the technology is complex and will take many years to commerialize. 

Additionally, democracy is messy and slow. To stay competitive, it needs a long-term plan as was laid out back in 

1945. As Rafael Reif, president of MIT, said, “Vannevar Bush envisioned a wild garden of scientific possibility…. 

At the current moment, [the scientific enterprise]… requires deliberate concentrated action to harvest the results. In 

effect, we need to farm for innovation.” 

https://fas.org/sgp/crs/misc/R44307.pdf
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2017/03/data-check-us-government-share-basic-research-funding-falls-below-50
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2017/03/data-check-us-government-share-basic-research-funding-falls-below-50
https://www.theatlantic.com/business/archive/2016/12/short-term-thinking/511874/
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-018-07518-3
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-018-07518-3
http://www8.nationalacademies.org/onpinews/newsitem.aspx?RecordID=02052020&utm_source=NASEM+News+and+Publications&utm_campaign=94f0d351a9-NAP_mail_new_2020_02_10&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_96101de015-94f0d351a9-103929513&goal=0_96101de015-94f0d351a9-103929513&mc_cid=94f0d351a9&mc_eid=3399169d70
http://www.prometheusbooks.com/books/9781633886407
http://www.prometheusbooks.com/books/9781633886407
https://www.washingtonpost.com/opinions/a-better-way-to-deliver-innovation-to-the-world/2015/05/22/35023680-fe28-11e4-8b6c-0dcce21e223d_story.html
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China has grown to rival the United States in scientific strength. Mick Ryan/Cultura via Getty Images 

Stronger global competitors 

In large part thanks to strategies laid out in the 1945 Bush report, the U.S. has led the world in scientific innovation 

and research for over 70 years. But the ecosystem of the research world is changing. 

According to Sen. Chris Van Hollen, D-Md., “the United States’ share of global R&D spending fell from almost 

40% in the year 2000 to 20% in 2017. During that same period of time, China’s share rose from less than 5% to over 

25%.” 

China is a formidable scientific and technological competitor, particularly in its capacity to use science effectively 

and build partnerships with industry. Numerous speakers suggested that a lack of an American long-range 

coordinated plan that links academia, industry and federal research is letting the Chinese ascend. 

Sen. Lamar Alexander, R-Tenn., told the audience, “The situation we are in is very much like being a very good 

football team, playing in a league that suddenly has gotten a lot better. There are a lot better teams in our league for 

the next 75 years than there have been in the last 75 years when it comes to science, technology and research.” 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/317822/original/file-20200228-24690-rw1ox5.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317822/original/file-20200228-24690-rw1ox5.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/worker-at-small-parts-manufacturing-factory-in-royalty-free-image/475151305
https://www.theguardian.com/science/2018/feb/18/china-great-leap-forward-science-research-innovation-investment-5g-genetics-quantum-internet
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317822/original/file-20200228-24690-rw1ox5.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Presenters were torn about limiting American collaborations with China. Should the U.S. limit knowledge transfer 

or continue collaborations – the most effective way to advance scientific knowledge? Not surprisingly, most 

academics present favored more collaboration with researchers from China and other countries. 

“Are we going to have the courage of our convictions to fund the science we need, at the level we need, to ensure 

our competitiveness? This is more important than knowledge seepage,” observed Ronald Daniels, president of Johns 

Hopkins University. 

Gabriela González, professor of physics and astronomy at Louisiana State University, suggested that multinational 

partnerships are so important to modern science that graduate schools should teach students how to conduct 

collaborative science. 

 

Outreach and education are working to make sure tomorrow’s scientists and engineers reflect the whole U.S. 

population. Ariel Skelley/DigitalVision via Getty Images 

Expanding the tent 

http://www.unesco.org/new/en/natural-sciences/science-technology/single-view-sc-policy/news/international_scientific_collaboration_has_become_a_must_sa/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317823/original/file-20200228-24664-19xs0v1.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317823/original/file-20200228-24664-19xs0v1.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/teacher-helping-students-in-robotics-class-royalty-free-image/694015729
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317823/original/file-20200228-24664-19xs0v1.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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The United States and the world as a whole have not been doing a good job at taking full advantage of the diverse 

pool of potential scientists. The STEM fields may have found and nurtured many of the future Einsteins, but we 

have fallen behind in cultivating new Marie Curies and George Washington Carvers – let alone the C.V. Ramans. 

A 2017 National Center for Science and Engineering Statistics report shows that although white men make up only 

one-third of the U.S. population, they constitute at least half of the country’s scientists. Countries, companies and 

academic institutions are handicapping themselves if they don’t make use of all scientific talents available across a 

vast array of gender identities, races and ethnicities. 

Thirty-seven of the 89 U.S. citizens awarded a Nobel Prize since 2000 were foreign-born. Most notably, all six 

American winners of the 2016 Nobel Prize in economics and STEM fields were immigrants to the United States. As 

Rafael Reif, himself an immigrant from Venezuela, put it, “immigrants are the oxygen” that let research survive and 

thrive. 

Disturbingly, the National Science Foundation reports that the number of international graduate students coming to 

the U.S. dropped by 22,000 (5.5%) in 2017, though the decline hasn’t been as steep in the following years. 

Communicating science, outside the lab 

Truth and facts are central to the workings of science. However, the increasing speed of scientific breakthroughs 

makes it harder to understand and communicate science and its complexities. 

Actor Alan Alda, who founded the Alan Alda Center for Communicating Science at Stony Brook University, 

connected public misconceptions about scientific topics with the lack of good science communication. The public 

has to trust the research enterprise in order to support and learn from it. He said, “We don’t always have to agree, 

but we have to learn to hear each other,” and that requires good communication. 

 

 

National Academies 

✔@theNASEM 

 

 · Feb 26, 2020 

 

https://www.nobelprize.org/prizes/physics/1930/raman/facts/
https://nces.ed.gov/programs/digest/d16/tables/dt16_318.45.asp
https://www.nobelprize.org/prizes/lists/all-nobel-prizes
https://www.nsf.gov/statistics/2018/nsb20181/
https://www.insidehighered.com/admissions/article/2019/11/18/international-enrollments-declined-undergraduate-graduate-and
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM/status/1232659380874698752
https://twitter.com/theNASEM/status/1232659380874698752
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
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Replying to @theNASEM and 3 others 

"We won’t succeed just by lecturing the public about science. We need to find ways to arm the leaders of tomorrow 

with a solid understanding of the social sciences and the humanities if they are to reach non-scientists." —

@marcia4science #EndlessFrontier 

 

 

 

National Academies 

✔@theNASEM 

 

https://twitter.com/_/status/1232657725399715841
https://twitter.com/Marcia4Science
https://twitter.com/hashtag/EndlessFrontier?src=hash
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
https://twitter.com/theNASEM/status/1232659380874698752/photo/1
https://twitter.com/theNASEM
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.@Marcia4Science on the future of U.S. science policy. #EndlessFrontier 

 

 

Maintaining and bolstering trust in science has never been more critical, as science has an ever greater potential to 

change or lives, for better or worse. 

 

Editor’s note: The Conversation receives grant funding from the Alfred P. Sloan Foundation. 

 

https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-

time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-

131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%2

02020%20-

%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-

%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm

_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs 

  

https://twitter.com/Marcia4Science
https://twitter.com/hashtag/EndlessFrontier?src=hash
https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs
https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs
https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs
https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs
https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs
https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs
https://theconversation.com/us-successfully-planned-for-the-endless-frontier-of-science-research-in-1945-now-its-time-to-plan-the-next-75-years-131742?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Envisioning%20the%20next%2075%20years%20of%20scientific%20breakthroughs
https://twitter.com/theNASEM/status/1232660053758488579/photo/1
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Running For Governor 

by Mark Twain 

 

A few months ago I was nominated for Governor of the great state of New York, to run against Mr. John T. Smith 

and Mr. Blank J. Blank on an independent ticket. I somehow felt that I had one prominent advantage over these 

gentlemen, and that was--good character. It was easy to see by the newspapers that if ever they had known what it 

was to bear a good name, that time had gone by. It was plain that in these latter years they had become familiar with 

all manner of shameful crimes. But at the very moment that I was exalting my advantage and joying in it in secret, 

there was a muddy undercurrent of discomfort "riling" the deeps of my happiness, and that was--the having to hear 

my name bandied about in familiar connection with those of such people. I grew more and more disturbed. Finally I 

wrote my grandmother about it. Her answer came quick and sharp. She said: 

You have never done one single thing in all your life to be ashamed of--not one. Look at the newspapers--look at 

them and comprehend what sort of characters Messrs. Smith and Blank are, and then see if you are willing to lower 

yourself to their level and enter a public canvass with them. 

It was my very thought! I did not sleep a single moment that night. But, after all, I could not recede. 

I was fully committed, and must go on with the fight. As I was looking listlessly over the papers at breakfast I came 

across this paragraph, and I may truly say I never was so confounded before. 

PERJURY.--Perhaps, now that Mr. Mark Twain is before the people as a candidate for Governor, he will 

condescend to explain how he came to be convicted of perjury by thirty-four witnesses in Wakawak, Cochin China, 

in 1863, the intent of which perjury being to rob a poor native widow and her helpless family of a meager plantain-

patch, their only stay and support in their bereavement and desolation. Mr. Twain owes it to himself, as well as to 

the great people whose suffrages he asks, to clear this matter up. Will he do it? 

I thought I should burst with amazement! Such a cruel, heartless charge! I never had seen Cochin China! I never had 

heard of Wakawak! I didn't know a plantain-patch from a kangaroo! I did not know what to do. I was crazed and 

helpless. I let the day slip away without doing anything at all. The next morning the same paper had this--nothing 

more: 

SIGNIFICANT.--Mr. Twain, it will be observed, is suggestively silent about the Cochin China perjury. 

[Mem.--During the rest of the campaign this paper never referred to me in any other way than as "the infamous 

perjurer Twain."] 

Next came the Gazette, with this: 

WANTED TO KNOW.--Will the new candidate for Governor deign to explain to certain of his fellow-citizens (who 

are suffering to vote for him!) the little circumstance of his cabin-mates in Montana losing small valuables from 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain
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time to time, until at last, these things having been invariably found on Mr. Twain's person or in his "trunk" 

(newspaper he rolled his traps in), they felt compelled to give him a friendly admonition for his own good, and so 

tarred and feathered him, and rode him on a rail; and then advised him to leave a permanent vacuum in the place he 

usually occupied in the camp. Will he do this? 

Could anything be more deliberately malicious than that? For I never was in Montana in my life. 

[After this, this journal customarily spoke of me as, "Twain, the Montana Thief."] 

I got to picking up papers apprehensively--much as one would lift a desired blanket which he had some idea might 

have a rattlesnake under it. One day this met my eye: 

THE LIE NAILED.--By the sworn affidavits of Michael O'Flanagan, Esq., of the Five Points, and Mr. Snub 

Rafferty and Mr. Catty Mulligan, of Water Street, it is established that Mr. Mark Twain's vile statement that the 

lamented grandfather of our noble standard- bearer, Blank J. Blank, was hanged for highway robbery, is a brutal and 

gratuitous LIE, without a shadow of foundation in fact. It is disheartening to virtuous men to see such shameful 

means resorted to to achieve political success as the attacking of the dead in their graves, and defiling their honored 

names with slander. When we think of the anguish this miserable falsehood must cause the innocent relatives and 

friends of the deceased, we are almost driven to incite an outraged and insulted public to summary and unlawful 

vengeance upon the traducer. But no! let us leave him to the agony of a lacerated conscience (though if passion 

should get the better of the public, and in its blind fury they should do the traducer bodily injury, it is but too 

obvious that no jury could convict and no court punish the perpetrators of the deed). 

The ingenious closing sentence had the effect of moving me out of bed with despatch that night, and out at the back 

door also, while the "outraged and insulted public" surged in the front way, breaking furniture and windows in their 

righteous indignation as they came, and taking off such property as they could carry when they went. And yet I can 

lay my hand upon the Book and say that I never slandered Mr. Blank's grandfather. More: I had never even heard of 

him or mentioned him up to that day and date. 

[I will state, in passing, that the journal above quoted from always referred to me afterward as "Twain, the Body-

Snatcher."] 

The next newspaper article that attracted my attention was the following: 

A SWEET CANDIDATE.--Mr. Mark Twain, who was to make such a blighting speech at the mass-meeting of the 

Independents last night, didn't come to time! A telegram from his physician stated that he had been knocked down 

by a runaway team, and his leg broken in two places--sufferer lying in great agony, and so forth, and so forth, and a 

lot more bosh of the same sort. And the Independents tried hard to swallow the wretched subterfuge, and pretend 

that they did not know what was the real reason of the absence of the abandoned creature whom they denominate 

their standard-bearer. A certain man was seen to reel into Mr. Twain's hotel last night in a state of beastly 

intoxication. It is the imperative duty of the Independents to prove that this besotted brute was not Mark Twain 

himself. We have them at last! This is a case that admits of no shirking. The voice of the people demands in thunder 

tones, "WHO WAS THAT MAN?" 
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It was incredible, absolutely incredible, for a moment, that it was really my name that was coupled with this 

disgraceful suspicion. Three long years had passed over my head since I had tasted ale, beer, wine or liquor or any 

kind. 

[It shows what effect the times were having on me when I say that I saw myself, confidently dubbed "Mr. Delirium 

Tremens Twain" in the next issue of that journal without a pang--notwithstanding I knew that with monotonous 

fidelity the paper would go on calling me so to the very end.] 

By this time anonymous letters were getting to be an important part of my mail matter. This form was common 

How about that old woman you kiked of your premises which 

was beging. POL. PRY. 

And this: 

There is things which you Have done which is unbeknowens to anybody 

but me. You better trot out a few dots, to yours truly, or you'll 

hear through the papers from 

HANDY ANDY. 

This is about the idea. I could continue them till the reader was surfeited, if desirable. 

Shortly the principal Republican journal "convicted" me of wholesale bribery, and the leading Democratic paper 

"nailed" an aggravated case of blackmailing to me. 

[In this way I acquired two additional names: "Twain the Filthy Corruptionist" and "Twain the Loathsome 

Embracer."] 

By this time there had grown to be such a clamor for an "answer" to all the dreadful charges that were laid to me that 

the editors and leaders of my party said it would be political ruin for me to remain silent any longer. As if to make 

their appeal the more imperative, the following appeared in one of the papers the very next day: 

BEHOLD THE MAN!--The independent candidate still maintains silence. Because he dare not speak. Every 

accusation against him has been amply proved, and they have been indorsed and reindorsed by his own eloquent 

silence, till at this day he stands forever convicted. Look upon your candidate, Independents! Look upon the 

Infamous Perjurer! the Montana Thief! the Body-Snatcher! Contemplate your incarnate Delirium Tremens! your 

Filthy Corruptionist! your Loathsome Embracer! Gaze upon him--ponder him well--and then say if you can give 

your honest votes to a creature who has earned this dismal array of titles by his hideous crimes, and dares not open 

his mouth in denial of any one of them! 

There was no possible way of getting out of it, and so, in deep humiliation, I set about preparing to "answer" a mass 

of baseless charges and mean and wicked falsehoods. But I never finished the task, for the very next morning a 

paper came out with a new horror, a fresh malignity, and seriously charged me with burning a lunatic asylum with 

all its inmates, because it obstructed the view from my house. This threw me into a sort of panic. Then came the 
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charge of poisoning my uncle to get his property, with an imperative demand that the grave should be opened. This 

drove me to the verge of distraction. On top of this I was accused of employing toothless and incompetent old 

relatives to prepare the food for the foundling' hospital when I warden. I was wavering--wavering. And at last, as a 

due and fitting climax to the shameless persecution that party rancor had inflicted upon me, nine little toddling 

children, of all shades of color and degrees of raggedness, were taught to rush onto the platform at a public meeting, 

and clasp me around the legs and call me PA! 

I gave it up. I hauled down my colors and surrendered. I was not equal to the requirements of a Gubernatorial 

campaign in the state of New York, and so I sent in my withdrawal from the candidacy, and in bitterness of spirit 

signed it, "Truly yours, once a decent man, but now 

"MARK TWAIN, LP., M.T., B.S., D.T., F.C., and L.E." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mark-twain/short-story/running-for-governor 
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Small Quilled Poem with No Taste for Spring 

by Olena Kalytiak Davis 

Issue no. 153 (Winter 1999) 

 In spring all the poems that need to be written 

Have. You are neither dejected nor relieved. Scrape and 

Paint. Scrape and paint a gray house white. 

Feel something! Your husband, the one married to all the 

   appetites. 

Shouts to someone up on a ladder, someone who looks sort of 

Like you: disinterested, spated, thin as a cloud. 

It's spring again and so the melancholiacs. And so the fat 

Sharp animals pace your roof at night: feeding, quilled, 

   recurrent 

Dreams. You will never live up to this 

Life, they will never refer to you as voluptuous. 

You can't remember the last time 

You wore a dress.                                 You pressed your mouth 

To the phone. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

“Sweet Reader, Flanneled and Tulled,” also by Olena Kalytiak Davis and also published in issue no. 153, Winter 

1999? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ee5ddb409a&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ee5ddb409a&e=d538c8f2e0
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Tracking the tautomerization of a single molecule in space and time 

There are chemical compounds, called isomers, that have the same molecular formulae but different molecular 

structures or different arrangements of atoms in space. In constitutional isomerism the molecules have different 

molecular structures: i.e., they may be different types of compound, or they may simply differ in the position of the 

functional group in the molecule. Constitutional isomers generally have different physical and chemical properties. 

In some cases, these isomers are in equilibrium and are known as tautomers. 

Tautomerization, the interconversion between two tautomers, is ubiquitous in nature. It also plays a major role in 

chemistry and is considered an ideal switch function for emerging molecular-scale devices. It seems important, then, 

to know what variables, at atomic scale, affect this process. 

Figure 1. Structure of porphin, the core of 

the porphyrin family. Source: Wikimedia Commons 

Take the case of porphyrins. Porphyrins are organic pigments characterized by the possesion of a cyclic group of 

four linked nitrogen-containing rings called porphin (Figure 1), the nitrogen atoms of which are often coordinated to 

metal ions. Porphyrins differ in the nature of their side-chain groups. They include the chlorophylls, which contain 

magnesium; and haem which contains iron and forms the prosthetic group of haemoglobin, myoglobin and the 

cytochromes. In porphyrins, tautomerization means the concerted or sequential hopping of the two inner hydrogen 
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atoms between equivalent nitrogen sites of the molecular cavity. The same happens in phtalocyanine, a synthetic 

compound with a structure similar to porphyrins (Figure 2). 

Figure 2. 

Phtalocianine. Source: Wikimedia Commons 

The electronic and vibronic changes that result from this NH tautomerization, as well as details of the switching 

mechanism, have been extensively studied with optical spectroscopies, even with single-molecule sensitivity. On the 

other hand, the influence of atomic-scale variations of the molecular environment and submolecular spatial 

resolution of the tautomerization could only be investigated using scanning probe microscopes, at the expense of the 

detailed information provided by optical spectroscopies. 
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Figure 3. Highly resolved fluorescence mapping of a single phtalocianine molecule. 

Now, a team of researchers combines 1 these two approaches, scanning tunnelling microscopy (STM) and 

fluorescence spectroscopy, to study the tautomerization within a prototypical single-molecule switch, individual 

free-base phthalocyanine molecules deposited on a NaCl-covered Ag(111) single-crystal surface. 

STM-induced fluorescence spectra exhibit duplicate features that the scientists assign to the emission of the two 

molecular tautomers. This interpretation is supported by comparing hyper-resolved fluorescence maps of the 

different spectral contributions with simulations that account for the interaction between molecular excitons and 

picocavity plasmons. 

The researchers are able to identify the orientation of the molecular optical dipoles, determine the vibronic 

fingerprint of the tautomers and probe the influence of minute changes in their atomic-scale environment. The 

tautomerization events are monitored via time-correlated fluorescence measurements, what makes possible to 

associate the proton dynamics to a switching two-level system. 

Finally, optical spectra acquired with the tip located at a nanometre-scale distance from the molecule show that the 

tautomerization reaction occurs even when the tunnelling current does not pass through the molecule. Together with 

other observations, this remote excitation indicates that the excited state of the molecule is involved in the 

tautomerization reaction path. By developing a simulation method that accounts for both the excitation and 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/27/tracking-the-tautomerization-of-a-single-molecule-in-space-and-time/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6572-1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                            No. 520  april 2020 

 

80 

deexcitation probabilities in an STM-F experiment, in which molecular switches are shown to modulate only the 

current traversing a nanoscale circuit, the scientists demonstrate that a molecular optoelectronic element can also be 

used to activate an optical signal. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research paper. 
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What would you do if you could be invisible? Would this newfound power bring out the best in you, instilling you 

with the courage to discreetly sabotage the efforts of evildoers? Or would the ability to slip in and out of rooms 

unnoticed tap into darker impulses? 

This alluring fantasy has long been fodder for filmmakers, many of whom have taken cues from the eponymous 

character in H.G. Wells’ 1897 novel, “The Invisible Man.” 

First adapted to the screen in 1933, the invisible man (and his descendents) appeared in six films from 1933 to 1951. 

Now, he’ll be making his latest screen (dis)appearance in a film directed by Leigh Whannell. This iteration takes a 

horror-movie tack: Its protagonist, played by Elisabeth Moss, is harassed by an ex who has faked his own death. But 

beyond “The Invisible Man” franchise, the concept of invisibility has inspired a raft of movies over the decades. 

As a film professor who studies adaptations and series, I’m most interested in the versatility of these invisible 

characters. They can star in cautionary tales or embody underdog heroes; they can act as vessels for social critique 

or vehicles for masochistic power fantasies. 

The mechanics of invisibility 

For almost as long as people have been appearing onscreen, they’ve been disappearing. French illusionist and 

experimental filmmaker Georges Méliès was one of the first to toy with the concept of invisibility. Using hidden 

cuts, he would create the illusion of a character vanishing into thin air. 

Georges Méliès was one of the first filmmakers to experiment with invisibility. 

Universal’s 1933 “The Invisible Man” was the first official adaptation of the Wells novel. Depicting an invisible 

character over the course of a film was no small task. But director James Whale came up with ingenious solutions 

that other filmmakers would later mimic. 

The costume Whale created – a bandaged head, dark glasses, overcoat and gloves – became the default way to 

represent an invisible character on screen. 

When the invisible character isn’t wearing the costume, props manipulated by wires or unseen hands would signal 

his presence: a bicycle rolling down the street, collapsing cushions and rocking chairs. The invisible man also, 

helpfully, talks a lot. 

Amazingly, all of this was done without green screens or CGI. To create the effect of invisible body parts in scenes 

where actor Claude Rains is wearing a suit and hat, Whale had Rains wear a black velvet suit and be filmed against a 

black velvet background. The filmmakers then used this footage to composite the actor’s props and costumes into 

the rest of the scene, making him appear invisible within the space. 

The many faces of invisibility 

More and more films would go on to explore the power of invisibility. But it never came to serve any one specific 

purpose. 

https://www.google.com/books/edition/The_Invisible_Man/vdAOAAAAIAAJ?hl=en
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt1051906/?ref_=nm_flmg_act_4
https://www.wesleyan.edu/academics/faculty/mlongenecker/profile.html
https://www.mentalfloss.com/article/72124/5-pioneering-facts-about-georges-melies
https://cdn2us.denofgeek.com/sites/denofgeekus/files/styles/main_wide/public/2019/02/the-invisible-man.jpg?itok=bGORzDEq
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4ysmepAjLIs&feature=youtu.be&t=863%22
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4ysmepAjLIs&feature=youtu.be&t=863%22
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H.G. Wells had script approval over the 1933 version, so it remains relatively faithful to his original work. Like the 

novel, the film is about a loner scientist who chooses to test an invisibility serum he’s developed on himself – only 

to realize he can’t reverse the effects. 

Wells’ invisible man is an anti-hero; despite a gradual slide into violent megalomania, we’re supposed to see a 

tragedy of scientific ambition – and its effect on someone who loses self, soul and life in pursuit of progress. 

But starting in 1934, increased enforcement of the Motion Picture Production Code encouraged films to be written 

with a clearer moral framework. So subsequent studio-era versions tended to couch invisible characters as victims 

who wielded the power of invisibility to right a wrong. 

For example, in 1940’s “The Invisible Man Returns” and 1951’s “Abbot and Costello Meet the Invisible Man,” 

sympathetic scientists turn wrongfully accused men invisible so they can escape capture, discover who framed them 

and clear their names. 

In “Invisible Agent,” a descendant of the original invisible man agrees to distribute the invisibility serum to the U.S. 

military to help combat the Nazis. Working in service of Hollywood’s propaganda goals, this is the most overtly 

heroic version. 

1940’s “The Invisible Woman,” on the other hand, addresses wider social injustices. It tells the story of a frustrated 

working girl who answers a kooky inventor’s ad and agrees to test-run his invisibility machine. It works – and she 

immediately decides to exact revenge on her cruel boss, spooking him with her disembodied voice and threatening 

him until he agrees to enact better working conditions. 

This film offers a variation on another recurring scenario in films that feature invisible characters: The disembodied 

voice of the invisible hero lectures a bewildered, frightened antagonist, assuming the voice of someone’s 

conscience, a ghostly judge or a voice of God. 

In a way, she gives voice to everything an audience might fantasize about saying to a belittling authority figure, 

whether it’s a boss, policeman or teacher. 

A return to cynicism 

As time goes on, films featuring invisible characters swung back towards exploring the slippery slope of granting 

people this superpower. 

In “The Invisible Man’s Revenge,” the psychologically damaged protagonist wants to exact revenge on former 

friends he thinks have cheated him. As luck would have it, he conveniently stumbles upon a mad scientist willing to 

lend him a hand. Yes, he ends up being felled by a heroic dog, but the film nonetheless creatively imagines the 

horrors of power in the wrong hands. 

More recently, 2000’s “Hollow Man” has a title that suggests both the literal and symbolic effects of invisibility. Its 

invisible lead is an arrogant, entitled scientist who – like Wells’ protagonist – experiments on himself. But as he 

explores his powers of invisibility, he indulges himself in increasingly violent ways. Director Paul Verhoeven is 

https://daily.jstor.org/end-american-film-censorship/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0032635/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0043255/?ref_=fn_al_tt_1
http://blogs.ischool.berkeley.edu/i103su09/structure-projects-assignments/research-project/projects-and-presentations/film-as-propaganda-in-america-during-wwii/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0032637/?ref_=fn_al_tt_3
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0036959/?ref_=nv_sr_srsg_0
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0164052/?ref_=nv_sr_srsg_0
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known for his lurid, often vicious social critiques, and “Hollow Man” is no different: Key scenes are shot from 

behind the eyes of the power-mad invisible villain as he prepares to sexually assault a neighbor, forcing viewers 

to uncomfortably consider their identification with the predator. 

‘Hollow 

Man’ veers into voyeuristic sexual fantasies. Columbia Pictures 

In a sign that times continue to change, the invisible subgenre’s 2020 entry contains a timely social critique. Rather 

than indulging viewers in a power fantasy, the perspective shifts back to the victim. As she attempts to convince 

others that her abusive ex is still alive and harassing her, it isn’t difficult to sense cultural undercurrents of toxic 

masculinity and society’s unwillingness to listen to victims. 

https://www.imdb.com/title/tt0114436/
https://www.imdb.com/title/tt3716530/
https://www.salon.com/2000/08/04/hollow_man/
https://i2.netflixmovies.com/dibsl9ebc/image/upload/c_fill/zx6xquj6zmrcf7zhyvsn.jpg
https://www.nytimes.com/2019/01/22/us/toxic-masculinity.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2019/01/22/us/toxic-masculinity.html
https://hbr.org/2020/01/metoos-legacy
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The original adaptation of H.G. Wells’ ‘The Invisible Man’ featured the iconic costume of sunglasses and a wrapped 

head. Universal Pictures 
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https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/8/87/The_Invisible_Man_%281933_poster_-_Style_B%29.jpg
https://theconversation.com/a-brief-history-of-invisibility-on-screen-130175?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=A%20brief%20history%20of%20invisibility%20on%20screen
https://theconversation.com/a-brief-history-of-invisibility-on-screen-130175?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=A%20brief%20history%20of%20invisibility%20on%20screen
https://theconversation.com/a-brief-history-of-invisibility-on-screen-130175?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=A%20brief%20history%20of%20invisibility%20on%20screen
https://theconversation.com/a-brief-history-of-invisibility-on-screen-130175?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=A%20brief%20history%20of%20invisibility%20on%20screen
https://theconversation.com/a-brief-history-of-invisibility-on-screen-130175?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=A%20brief%20history%20of%20invisibility%20on%20screen
https://theconversation.com/a-brief-history-of-invisibility-on-screen-130175?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%202%202020%20-%201549814808+Version+A+CID_fa67de92e47fcc7a9c0febfe887608e7&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=A%20brief%20history%20of%20invisibility%20on%20screen
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317645/original/file-20200227-24651-191hb6c.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Creativity as a Way of Being: Poet and Potter M.C. Richards on Wholeness, the Measure of Our Wisdom, 

and What It Really Means to Be an Artist 

“The creative spirit creates with whatever materials are present. With food, with children, with building blocks, with 

speech, with thoughts, with pigment, with an umbrella, or a wineglass, or a torch.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“All paths lead to the same goal: to convey to others what we are,” Pablo Neruda observed in his gorgeous Nobel 

Prize acceptance speech a lifetime after the boyhood revelation that to be an artist, to be a vessel of the creative 

impulse conveying one human essence to another, is to be the hand through the fence. 

Around the same time, another literary artist who made art with her hands — the poet and potter M.C. 

Richards (July 13, 1916–September 10, 1999) — shone her mind of immense brightness and penetration on the 

elusive, mysticism-cloaked reality of what it actually means to be an artist in her 1964 counterculture 

classic Centering: In Pottery, Poetry, and the Person (public library), exploring what the wheel teaches about inner 

wholeness and the poetry of personhood. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/30/pablo-neruda-nobel-lecture/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/30/pablo-neruda-nobel-lecture/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/30/pablo-neruda-childhood-and-poetry/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/centering-in-pottery-poetry-and-the-person/oclc/1131542059&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/03/m-c-richards-centering/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/03/m-c-richards-centering/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                            No. 520  april 2020 

 

88 

Mary Caroline Richards at Black Mountain College (Getty Research Institute. Photographer unknown.) 

Richards — who relinquished a tenure-track position at a major university to join the faculty at the 

experimental Black Mountain College, becoming the school’s most beloved teacher — writes: 

The creative spirit creates with whatever materials are present. With food, with children, with building blocks, with 

speech, with thoughts, with pigment, with an umbrella, or a wineglass, or a torch. We are not craftsmen only during 

studio hours. Any more than a man is wise only in his library. Or devout only in church. The material is not the sign 

of the creative feeling for life: of the warmth and sympathy and reverence which foster being; techniques are not the 

sign; “art” is not the sign. The sign is the light that dwells within the act, whatever its nature or its medium. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/07/05/where-the-heart-beats-john-cage-kay-larson/
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Solar System quilt by Ellen Harding Baker, 1876 — a labor of love seven years in the making, which she used to 

teach women astronomy in an era when they were barred from formal education. Available as a print. 

 

Half a century later, artist and MacArthur fellow Teresita Fernández would echo this sentiment in what remains one 

of the most insightful and inspiring commencement addresses ever given. 

In a splendid counterpart to John Muir’s insistence on the interconnectedness of the universe without, Richards 

draws on her potting metaphor of centering to consider the universe within: 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/12/06/ellen-harding-baker-solar-system-quilt/
https://society6.com/product/solar-system-quilt-by-ellen-harding-baker-1886_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/29/teresita-fernandez-commencement-address/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/29/teresita-fernandez-commencement-address/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/03/m-c-richards-centering/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/12/06/ellen-harding-baker-solar-system-quilt/
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As our personal universes expand, if we keep drawing ourselves into center again and again, everything seems to 

enhance everything else… The activity seems to spring out of the same source: poem or pot, loaf of bread, letter to a 

friend, a morning’s meditation, a walk in the woods, turning the compost pile, knitting a pair of shoes, weeping with 

pain, fainting with discouragement, burning with shame, trembling with indecision. 

Two and a half millennia after Pythagoras weighed the meaning of wisdom, and in consonance with philosopher-of-

forms Ann Hamilton’s lovely notion of creative work as “acts that amplify,” Richard places this creative integration 

at the heart of human wisdom: 

Wisdom is a state of the total being, in which capacities for knowledge and for love, for survival and for death, for 

imagination, inspiration, intuition, for all the fabulous functioning of this human being who we are, come into a 

center with their forces, come into an experience of meaning that can voice itself as wise action. 

Centering is a magnificent, inspiriting read in its entirety. Complement this small fragment with James Baldwin 

on what it means to be an artist, in an interview conducted while Richards was composing her book, and E.E. 

Cummings’s irreverently insightful take on the same slippery question from the same era, then revisit Kahlil Gibran 

on why we create and Franz Kafka on the point of making art. 

 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/25/m-c-richards-centering-

creativity/?mc_cid=2f5bce1210&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/23/pythagoras-olympic-games/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/12/making-not-knowing-ann-hamilton/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0819562009/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/24/james-baldwin-life-magazine-1963/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/09/e-e-cummings-miscellany-agony-of-the-artist/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/31/kahlil-gibran-beloved-poet-art/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/07/03/kafka-music-art/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/25/m-c-richards-centering-creativity/?mc_cid=2f5bce1210&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/02/25/m-c-richards-centering-creativity/?mc_cid=2f5bce1210&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Twilight 

 

 

 

Carina del Valle Schorske  

 

                             Translation of Marigloria Palma 

 

Pensive light. Light 

with folded hands, a shrug 

of song in the shoulders. 

Light that sullies the sea’s 

Sunday best, the foam 

moving blind over it. 

I’ve lost the waistline 

of my violet mountains 

in the sky’s mouth. 

El Yunque is an ancient flute; 

retrospective leap. 

Blue swallow, blue choke. 

Here lives San Juan. 

There’s a light that might 

save you in the gold 

pigeon coop, its womb 

made of glass. Here 

the rays of the sun 

keep growing towards 

the dense eyes 

of blank harmony. 

Passionate 

from the balcony I watch 

the living death of the sun 

high above the shoulders 

of the stricken minute. 

To the sound of trumpets 

I defend my feeling 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=d491a02298&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=e9f4bda875&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=253682722f&e=29a6ecd6d1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                            No. 520  april 2020 

 

92 

from the grey bite 

of disenchantment. 

And the day grows through me 

like a magic tree 

from nothing to nothing— 

grows and sings, 

fragrant, shaken, 

fills up with promises 

and hours. 

Nothing changes. 

Everything is just twilight. 

Physical laws. 

I make this light 

because I love it. 

It’s mine because we are, 

eye to eye, 

mute correspondence. 

We are twilight, luz mía, 

just twilight.  

  

  

 

  

Luz pensativa. 

Luz de manos cerradas 

y hombros de canto breve. 

Luz que ensucia al mar 

su camisón de fiesta. 

Anda ciega la espuma. 

Mis montañas violetas 

han perdido su talle 

en la boca del cielo. 

El Yunque es flauta histórica; 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                            No. 520  april 2020 

 

93 

 

Salto en retrospectiva. 

Bocado azul que ahoga. 

Acá vive San Juan. 

Hay luz que salva 

en palomar de oro 

su vientre hecho de vidrio. 

Aquí siguen creciendo 

las espigas del sol 

para los ojos densos 

de la blanca armonía. 

Apasionada 

desde el balcón yo miro 

la muertevida del sol 

alto sobre los hombros 

del fenecido instante. 

A trompetazos de alma 

defiendo mi emoción 

de la mordida gris 

del desencanto. 

Y crece el día por mí 

como mágico árbol 

de la nada a la nada. 

Crece y canta, 

fragante, estremecido 

y se llena de promesas 

y horas. 

Nada cambia. 

Todo es sólo twilight. 

De leyes físicas. 

Yo hago esta luz 

porque la amo. 

Es mía porque somos, 

de mirada a mirada, 

muda correspondencia. 

Somos twilight, luz mía, 

Sólo twilight. 
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“I was first drawn to this poem by Marigloria Palma for its English title, ‘Twilight.’ Palma must have been 

enamored of the way this word envisions evening as the time of two lights—the moon and sun, maybe, or the self 

and other. At first it seems like a simple sunset poem, but I’ve come to see it as a battle scene: how can we fight to 

maintain our inner rage for beauty over and against the world's daily darkening? ‘I defend my feeling / from the grey 

bite of disenchantment’: Palma recognizes that her capacity to feel freely, with intensity, is a precious resource that 

must be actively defended—her feeling is not a resting place, really. It’s feeling for or towards a more liveable 

world, por y para.” 

—Carina del Valle Schorske 

 

Carina del Valle Schorske is the author of The Other Island, forthcoming from Riverhead Books in 2021. She is a 

writer and translator living between New York City and San Juan, Puerto Rico. 

 

Born in Canóvanas, Puerto Rico, in 1917 as Gloria María Magán y Ferrer, Marigloria Palma was a poet, playwright, 

folklorist, and visual artist who published over fourteen books in her lifetime, all of which are currently out of print. 

She died in 1994. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=d491a02298&e=29a6ecd6d1 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=d491a02298&e=29a6ecd6d1
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Living with half a brain 

José Ramón Alonso   

Many people think of their brain as a computer full of microchips and wires, as a storehouse full of memories and 

learned things, as a clock with millions of mechanisms intimately intertwined with each other, so it is incredible to 

think that someone can live with much less than that, with only one brain hemisphere. And yes, it can happen. It’s 

rare but there are few dozens of people who live without large parts of their brain, half or even less. 

Kliemann et al (2019) 

  

These people weren’t born that way. Most commonly they had a disease in childhood, such as Rasmussen’s 

encephalitis, where epileptic seizures are very common. We can think of epilepsy as an electrical storm, which is 

urgent in a particular area of the brain and spreads through the brain as if it were clouds moving forward and 

releasing lightning. When this train of impulses reaches a particular area, the neurons in that area start firing and the 

storm continues to spread. Thus, when the wave of electric shocks reaches the area of the brain involved in the 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jralonso/
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movements, the motor cortex, many rapid muscle contractions are produced in different areas of the body and 

convulsions arise. 

There are many epilepsies that respond well to drugs and are perfectly controlled, but there has always been a 

percentage that are called refractory, which do not respond to treatments, and other diseases where the brain tissue is 

damaged. Seizures can be so frequent that the child, because in these cases we are talking about children, cannot 

develop normally because the brain is never at rest, or is having a seizure or is recovering from a seizure. One 

solution is to destroy the epileptic focus, the starting point, but if it cannot be identified and the brain is damaged by 

the seizures, another possibility is to remove a large area. 

A recent study 1 by Kliemann et al., from November 2019, has analyzed the brains of six people who had this 

operation, one brain hemisphere had been removed, which is called a hemispherectomy. The results were compared 

with those of six other healthy adults who also had scans and a database that included the results of 1,500 other 

healthy adults, with an average age of 22. 

The youngest patient was three months old at the time of surgery while the oldest was 11 years old. All six patients 

had suffered epileptic seizures since they were young children, one of them having had the first seizures within 

minutes of birth. In four of them the right side of the brain was removed while in the remaining two it was the left 

side. The causes were varied: in two cases it was a stroke around birth, in three others it was Rasmussen’s 

encephalitis, which causes epilepsy and brain damage, and in the sixth it was cortical dysplasia. 

The six patients volunteered for functional MRI, a technique that allows them to view the functioning brain with 

good spatial and temporal resolution at the California Institute of Technology (Caltech) Brain Imaging Center in 

Pasadena. The results were compared with those of six other healthy adults who were also scanned and with a 

database that included the results of 1,500 other healthy adults, with an average age of 22. What has attracted 

attention is that these people, who were now in their twenties or thirties, functioned remarkably well, had jobs, their 

language functions were normal and when they were put on the scanner they chatted as any normal person. 

The researchers divided the brain into 400 areas, 200 in each hemisphere, and established seven functional networks. 

The same pattern of plots seen in healthy people could be easily distinguished in people with half a brain. The 

second phase was to see if the same person was scanned again after a while and in the same person and for the same 

task the same pattern of activity was seen, which is known as fingerprinting. The result of this second part of the 

study is that the activity patterns were consistent over time. That was the basis for the final study, to see if the 

functional networks of participants with half a brain were the same or different from those of healthy people. 

In the brain there are a series of neural networks, of functional circuits that are believed to be the substratum of our 

emotions, of cognition, of behavior. The researchers looked especially at brain activity in the networks that regulate 

vision, movement, emotions and thought, the so-called cognitive processes. Since neural networks dedicated to a 

single regulatory function often extend across both hemispheres, the research team expected to see weaker neural 

activity in hemispherectomy patients, but this was not the case. The group of scientists was able to recognize the 

same networks in the patients with hemispherectomy and the main and surprising conclusion was that the six 

operated people and the controls showed a powerful and similar connections between the regions the brain regions 

that are typically assigned to the same functional network. However, the connectivity between regions of several 

different networks was much greater in all participants who had had a hemisphere removed and between all 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/24/living-with-half-a-brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6564-1
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networks than in the control individuals. These controls were similar for intelligence level, age, hand preference, i.e., 

whether they were left-handed or right-handed, and gender. 

Kliemann et al (2019) 
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The doctors had already seen that the patients with hemispherectomy functioned at an excellent level but what 

attracted most attention was the high degree of compensation seen in the neuroimaging study. All of them, even 

those who had had their left hemisphere removed, where most people’s speech-related areas such as Broca’s or 

Wernicke’s area are located, were able to speak. It appears that the speech area is shifted from one hemisphere to 

another after the surgery. If the left hemisphere is missing or damaged, the speech area is located in the right 

hemisphere. These results support the hypothesis that a shared system of functional networks makes cognition 

possible and suggests that interactions between different networks may be a key aspect of functional reorganization 

after a hemispherectomy. 

Kliemann et al (2019) 

 

These results were unexpected and interesting because much smaller lesions produced by a stroke, an accident, a 

tumor or other reasons cause devastating effects. This great capacity for recovery is probably based on two aspects: 

the brain has many redundant systems and, perhaps more strikingly, it has an enormous capacity for adaptation and 

flexibility, which is called neuronal plasticity. It would therefore be important to understand how the brain sets these 

restorative or compensatory processes in motion, in order to implement strategies that improve the prospects of these 

treatments. 
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José R. Alonso has a PhD in Neurobiology and is professor of Cell Biology at the University of Salamanca. He has 

been researcher and visiting professor at the University of Frankfurt/Main and the University of Kiel, in Germany, 

and the University of California, Davis and the Salk Institute for Biological Studies, in the United States. He has 

authored more than 145 articles in peer-reviewed journals and written 20 books including university textbooks and 

popular science for both adults and children. 

Website:http://jralonso.es/ 

Twitter:@jralonso3 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/24/living-with-half-a-

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

+Ignorance%29 

  

http://jralonso.es/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=jralonso3&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/24/living-with-half-a-brain/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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Paste 

by Henry James 

 

Paste (1899) is one of James' more significant short stories. This story builds quite purposefully on Guy de 

Maupassant's story The Necklace, providing James the opportunity to explore one of his recurring themes: the 

difference between illusion and reality. Both stories share a twist ending, but in reverse of the other. "Paste" means 

fake or imitation. 

 

 

“I’ve found a lot more things,” her cousin said to her the day after the second funeral; “they’re up in her room—but 

they’re things I wish YOU’D look at.” 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/bio-books-stories
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/bio-books-stories
https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/the-necklace
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The pair of mourners, sufficiently stricken, were in the garden of the vicarage together, before luncheon, waiting to 

be summoned to that meal, and Arthur Prime had still in his face the intention, she was moved to call it rather than 

the expression, of feeling something or other. Some such appearance was in itself of course natural within a week of 

his stepmother’s death, within three of his father’s; but what was most present to the girl, herself sensitive and 

shrewd, was that he seemed somehow to brood without sorrow, to suffer without what she in her own case would 

have called pain. He turned away from her after this last speech—it was a good deal his habit to drop an observation 

and leave her to pick it up without assistance. If the vicar’s widow, now in her turn finally translated, had not really 

belonged to him it was not for want of her giving herself, so far as he ever would take her; and she had lain for three 

days all alone at the end of the passage, in the great cold chamber of hospitality, the dampish greenish room where 

visitors slept and where several of the ladies of the parish had, without effect, offered, in pairs and successions, 

piously to watch with her. His personal connexion with the parish was now slighter than ever, and he had really not 

waited for this opportunity to show the ladies what he thought of them. She felt that she herself had, during her 

doleful month’s leave from Bleet, where she was governess, rather taken her place in the same snubbed order; but it 

was presently, none the less, with a better little hope of coming in for some remembrance, some relic, that she went 

up to look at the things he had spoken of, the identity of which, as a confused cluster of bright objects on a table in 

the darkened room, shimmered at her as soon as she had opened the door. 

They met her eyes for the first time, but in a moment, before touching them, she knew them as things of the theatre, 

as very much too fine to have been with any verisimilitude things of the vicarage. They were too dreadfully good to 

be true, for her aunt had had no jewels to speak of, and these were coronets and girdles, diamonds, rubies and 

sapphires. Flagrant tinsel and glass, they looked strangely vulgar, but if after the first queer shock of them she found 

herself taking them up it was for the very proof, never yet so distinct to her, of a far-off faded story. An honest 

widowed cleric with a small son and a large sense of Shakespeare had, on a brave latitude of habit as well as of 

taste—since it implied his having in very fact dropped deep into the “pit”—conceived for an obscure actress several 

years older than himself an admiration of which the prompt offer of his reverend name and hortatory hand was the 

sufficiently candid sign. The response had perhaps in those dim years, so far as eccentricity was concerned, even 

bettered the proposal, and Charlotte, turning the tale over, had long since drawn from it a measure of the career 

renounced by the undistinguished comedienne—doubtless also tragic, or perhaps pantomimic, at a pinch—of her 

late uncle’s dreams. This career couldn’t have been eminent and must much more probably have been comfortless. 

“You see what it is—old stuff of the time she never liked to mention.” 

Our young woman gave a start; her companion had after all rejoined her and had apparently watched a moment her 

slightly scared recognition. “So I said to myself,” she replied. Then to show intelligence, yet keep clear of twaddle: 

“How peculiar they look!” 

“They look awful,” said Arthur Prime. “Cheap gilt, diamonds as big as potatoes. These are trappings of a ruder age 

than ours. Actors do themselves better now.” 

“Oh now,” said Charlotte, not to be less knowing, “actresses have real diamonds.” 

“Some of them.” Arthur spoke dryly. 

“I mean the bad ones—the nobodies too.” 
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“Oh some of the nobodies have the biggest. But mamma wasn’t of that sort.” 

“A nobody?” Charlotte risked. 

“Not a nobody to whom somebody—well, not a nobody with diamonds. It isn’t all worth, this trash, five pounds.” 

There was something in the old gewgaws that spoke to her, and she continued to turn them over. “They’re relics. I 

think they have their melancholy and even their dignity.” 

Arthur observed another pause. “Do you care for them?” he then asked. “I mean,” he promptly added, “as a 

souvenir.” 

“Of you?” Charlotte threw off. 

“Of me? What have I to do with it? Of your poor dead aunt who was so kind to you,” he said with virtuous 

sternness. 

“Well, I’d rather have them than nothing.” 

“Then please take them,” he returned in a tone of relief which expressed somehow more of the eager than of the 

gracious. 

“Thank you.” Charlotte lifted two or three objects up and set them down again. Though they were lighter than the 

materials they imitated they were so much more extravagant that they struck her in truth as rather an awkward 

heritage, to which she might have preferred even a matchbox or a penwiper. They were indeed shameless pinchbeck. 

“Had you any idea she had kept them?” 

“I don’t at all believe she HAD kept them or knew they were there, and I’m very sure my father didn’t. They had 

quite equally worked off any tenderness for the connexion. These odds and ends, which she thought had been given 

away or destroyed, had simply got thrust into a dark corner and been forgotten.” 

Charlotte wondered. “Where then did you find them?” 

“In that old tin box”—and the young man pointed to the receptacle from which he had dislodged them and which 

stood on a neighbouring chair. “It’s rather a good box still, but I’m afraid I can’t give you THAT.” 

The girl took no heed of the box; she continued only to look at the trinkets. “What corner had she found?” 

“She hadn’t ‘found’ it,” her companion sharply insisted; “she had simply lost it. The whole thing had passed from 

her mind. The box was on the top shelf of the old school-room closet, which, until one put one’s head into it from a 

step-ladder, looked, from below, quite cleared out. The door’s narrow and the part of the closet to the left goes well 

into the wall. The box had stuck there for years.” 
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Charlotte was conscious of a mind divided and a vision vaguely troubled, and once more she took up two or three of 

the subjects of this revelation; a big bracelet in the form of a gilt serpent with many twists and beady eyes, a brazen 

belt studded with emeralds and rubies, a chain, of flamboyant architecture, to which, at the Theatre Royal Little 

Peddlington, Hamlet’s mother must have been concerned to attach the portrait of the successor to Hamlet’s father. 

“Are you very sure they’re not really worth something? Their mere weight alone—!” she vaguely observed, 

balancing a moment a royal diadem that might have crowned one of the creations of the famous Mrs. Jarley. 

But Arthur Prime, it was clear, had already thought the question over and found the answer easy. “If they had been 

worth anything to speak of she would long ago have sold them. My father and she had unfortunately never been in a 

position to keep any considerable value locked up.” And while his companion took in the obvious force of this he 

went on with a flourish just marked enough not to escape her: “If they’re worth anything at all—why you’re only the 

more welcome to them.” 

Charlotte had now in her hand a small bag of faded figured silk—one of those antique conveniences that speak to us, 

in terms of evaporated camphor and lavender, of the part they have played in some personal history; but though she 

had for the first time drawn the string she looked much more at the young man than at the questionable treasure it 

appeared to contain. “I shall like them. They’re all I have.” 

“All you have—?” 

“That belonged to her.” 

He swelled a little, then looked about him as if to appeal—as against her avidity—to the whole poor place. “Well, 

what else do you want?” 

“Nothing. Thank you very much.” With which she bent her eyes on the article wrapped, and now only exposed, in 

her superannuated satchel—a string of large pearls, such a shining circle as might once have graced the neck of a 

provincial Ophelia and borne company to a flaxen wig. “This perhaps IS worth something. Feel it.” And she passed 

him the necklace, the weight of which she had gathered for a moment into her hand. 

He measured it in the same way with his own, but remained quite detached. “Worth at most thirty shillings.” 

“Not more?” 

“Surely not if it’s paste?” 

“But IS it paste?” 

He gave a small sniff of impatience. “Pearls nearly as big as filberts?” 

“But they’re heavy,” Charlotte declared. 
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“No heavier than anything else.” And he gave them back with an allowance for her simplicity. “Do you imagine for 

a moment they’re real?” 

She studied them a little, feeling them, turning them round. “Mightn’t they possibly be?” 

“Of that size—stuck away with that trash?” 

“I admit it isn’t likely,” Charlotte presently said. “And pearls are so easily imitated.” 

“That’s just what—to a person who knows—they’re not. These have no lustre, no play.” 

“No—they ARE dull. They’re opaque.” 

“Besides,” he lucidly enquired, “how could she ever have come by them?” 

“Mightn’t they have been a present?” 

Arthur stared at the question as if it were almost improper. “Because actresses are exposed—?” He pulled up, 

however, not saying to what, and before she could supply the deficiency had, with the sharp ejaculation of “No, they 

mightn’t!” turned his back on her and walked away. His manner made her feel she had probably been wanting in 

tact, and before he returned to the subject, the last thing that evening, she had satisfied herself of the ground of his 

resentment. They had been talking of her departure the next morning, the hour of her train and the fly that would 

come for her, and it was precisely these things that gave him his effective chance. “I really can’t allow you to leave 

the house under the impression that my stepmother was at ANY time of her life the sort of person to allow herself to 

be approached—” 

“With pearl necklaces and that sort of thing?” Arthur had made for her somehow the difficulty that she couldn’t 

show him she understood him without seeming pert. 

It at any rate only added to his own gravity. “That sort of thing, exactly.” 

“I didn’t think when I spoke this morning—but I see what you mean.” 

“I mean that she was beyond reproach,” said Arthur Prime. 

“A hundred times yes.” 

“Therefore if she couldn’t, out of her slender gains, ever have paid for a row of pearls—” 

“She couldn’t, in that atmosphere, ever properly have had one? Of course she couldn’t. I’ve seen perfectly since our 

talk,” Charlotte went on, “that that string of beads isn’t even as an imitation very good. The little clasp itself doesn’t 

seem even gold. With false pearls, I suppose,” the girl mused, “it naturally wouldn’t be.” 
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“The whole thing’s rotten paste,” her companion returned as if to have done with it. “If it were NOT, and she had 

kept it all these years hidden—” 

“Yes?” Charlotte sounded as he paused. 

“Why I shouldn’t know what to think!” 

“Oh I see.” She had met him with a certain blankness, but adequately enough, it seemed, for him to regard the 

subject as dismissed; and there was no reversion to it between them before, on the morrow, when she had with 

difficulty made a place for them in her trunk, she carried off these florid survivals. 

At Bleet she found small occasion to revert to them and, in an air charged with such quite other references, even felt, 

after she had laid them away, much enshrouded, beneath various piles of clothing, that they formed a collection not 

wholly without its note of the ridiculous. Yet she was never, for the joke, tempted to show them to her pupils, 

though Gwendolen and Blanche in particular always wanted, on her return, to know what she had brought back; so 

that without an accident by which the case was quite changed they might have appeared to enter on a new phase of 

interment. The essence of the accident was the sudden illness, at the last moment, of Lady Bobby, whose advent had 

been so much counted on to spice the five days’ feast laid out for the coming of age of the eldest son of the house; 

and its equally marked effect was the dispatch of a pressing message, in quite another direction, to Mrs. Guy, who, 

could she by a miracle be secured—she was always engaged ten parties deep—might be trusted to supply, it was 

believed, an element of exuberance scarcely less potent. Mrs. Guy was already known to several of the visitors 

already on the scene, but she wasn’t yet known to our young lady, who found her, after many wires and counter-

wires had at last determined the triumph of her arrival, a strange charming little red-haired black-dressed woman, a 

person with the face of a baby and the authority of a commodore. She took on the spot the discreet, the exceptional 

young governess into the confidence of her designs and, still more, of her doubts; intimating that it was a policy she 

almost always promptly pursued. 

“To-morrow and Thursday are all right,” she said frankly to Charlotte on the second day, “but I’m not half-satisfied 

with Friday.” 

“What improvement then do you suggest?” 

“Well, my strong point, you know, is TABLEAUX VIVANTS.” 

“Charming. And what is your favourite character?” 

“Boss!” said Mrs. Guy with decision; and it was very markedly under that ensign that she had, within a few hours, 

completely planned her campaign and recruited her troop. Every word she uttered was to the point, but none more so 

than, after a general survey of their equipment, her final enquiry of Charlotte. She had been looking about, but half-

appeased, at the muster of decoration and drapery. “We shall be dull. We shall want more colour. You’ve nothing 

else?” 

Charlotte had a thought. “No—I’ve SOME things.” 
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“Then why don’t you bring them?” 

The girl weighed it. “Would you come to my room?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Guy—“bring them to-night to mine.” 

So Charlotte, at the evening’s end, after candlesticks had flickered through brown old passages bedward, arrived at 

her friend’s door with the burden of her aunt’s relics. But she promptly expressed a fear. “Are they too garish?” 

When she had poured them out on the sofa Mrs. Guy was but a minute, before the glass, in clapping on the diadem. 

“Awfully jolly—we can do Ivanhoe!” 

“But they’re only glass and tin.” 

“Larger than life they are, RATHER!—which is exactly what’s wanted for tableaux. OUR jewels, for historic 

scenes, don’t tell—the real thing falls short. Rowena must have rubies as big as eggs. Leave them with me,” Mrs. 

Guy continued—“they’ll inspire me. Good-night.” 

The next morning she was in fact—yet very strangely—inspired. “Yes, I’LL do Rowena. But I don’t, my dear, 

understand.” 

“Understand what?” 

Mrs. Guy gave a very lighted stare. “How you come to have such things?” 

Poor Charlotte smiled. “By inheritance.” 

“Family jewels?” 

“They belonged to my aunt, who died some months ago. She was on the stage a few years in early life, and these are 

a part of her trappings.” 

“She left them to you?” 

“No; my cousin, her stepson, who naturally has no use for them, gave them to me for remembrance of her. She was 

a dear kind thing, always so nice to me, and I was fond of her.” 

Mrs. Guy had listened with frank interest. “But it’s HE who must be a dear kind thing!” 

Charlotte wondered. “You think so?” 

“Is HE,” her friend went on, “also ‘always so nice’ to you?” 
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The girl, at this, face to face there with the brilliant visitor in the deserted breakfast-room, took a deeper sounding. 

“What is it?” 

“Don’t you know?” 

Something came over her. “The pearls—?” But the question fainted on her lips. 

“Doesn’t HE know?” 

Charlotte found herself flushing. “They’re NOT paste?” 

“Haven’t you looked at them?” 

She was conscious of two kinds of embarrassment. “YOU have?” 

“Very carefully.” 

“And they’re real?” 

Mrs. Guy became slightly mystifying and returned for all answer: “Come again, when you’ve done with the 

children, to my room.” 

Our young woman found she had done with the children that morning so promptly as to reveal to them a new joy, 

and when she reappeared before Mrs. Guy this lady had already encircled a plump white throat with the only 

ornament, surely, in all the late Mrs. Prime’s—the effaced Miss Bradshaw’s—collection, in the least qualified to 

raise a question. If Charlotte had never yet once, before the glass, tied the string of pearls about her own neck, this 

was because she had been capable of no such stoop to approved “imitation”; but she had now only to look at Mrs. 

Guy to see that, so disposed, the ambiguous objects might have passed for frank originals. “What in the world have 

you done to them?” 

“Only handled them, understood them, admired them and put them on. That’s what pearls want; they want to be 

worn—it wakes them up. They’re alive, don’t you see? How HAVE these been treated? They must have been 

buried, ignored, despised. They were half-dead. Don’t you KNOW about pearls?” Mrs. Guy threw off as she fondly 

fingered the necklace. 

“How SHOULD I? Do YOU?” 

“Everything. These were simply asleep, and from the moment I really touched them—well,” said their wearer 

lovingly, “it only took one’s eye!” 

“It took more than mine—though I did just wonder; and than Arthur’s,” Charlotte brooded. She found herself almost 

panting. “Then their value—?” 
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“Oh their value’s excellent.” 

The girl, for a deep contemplative moment, took another plunge into the wonder, the beauty and the mystery. “Are 

you SURE?” 

Her companion wheeled round for impatience. “Sure? For what kind of an idiot, my dear, do you take me?” 

It was beyond Charlotte Prime to say. “For the same kind as Arthur—and as myself,” she could only suggest. “But 

my cousin didn’t know. He thinks they’re worthless.” 

“Because of the rest of the lot? Then your cousin’s an ass. But what—if, as I understood you, he gave them to you—

has he to do with it?” 

“Why if he gave them to me as worthless and they turn out precious—!” 

“You must give them back? I don’t see that—if he was such a noodle. He took the risk.” 

Charlotte fed, in fancy, on the pearls, which decidedly were exquisite, but which at the present moment somehow 

presented themselves much more as Mrs. Guy’s than either as Arthur’s or as her own. “Yes—he did take it; even 

after I had distinctly hinted to him that they looked to me different from the other pieces.” 

“Well then!” said Mrs. Guy with something more than triumph—with a positive odd relief. 

But it had the effect of making our young woman think with more intensity. “Ah you see he thought they couldn’t 

be different, because—so peculiarly—they shouldn’t be.” 

“Shouldn’t? I don’t understand.” 

“Why how would she have got them?”—so Charlotte candidly put it. 

“She? Who?” There was a capacity in Mrs. Guy’s tone for a sinking of persons—! 

“Why the person I told you of: his stepmother, my uncle’s wife—among whose poor old things, extraordinarily 

thrust away and out of sight, he happened to find them.” 

Mrs. Guy came a step nearer to the effaced Miss Bradshaw. “Do you mean she may have stolen them?” 

“No. But she had been an actress.” 

“Oh well then,” cried Mrs. Guy, “wouldn’t that be just how?” 
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“Yes, except that she wasn’t at all a brilliant one, nor in receipt of large pay.” The girl even threw off a nervous joke. 

“I’m afraid she couldn’t have been our Rowena.” 

Mrs. Guy took it up. “Was she very ugly?” 

“No. She may very well, when young, have looked rather nice.” 

“Well then!” was Mrs. Guy’s sharp comment and fresh triumph. 

“You mean it was a present? That’s just what he so dislikes the idea of her having received—a present from an 

admirer capable of going such lengths.” 

“Because she wouldn’t have taken it for nothing? SPERIAMO—that she wasn’t a brute. The ‘length’ her admirer 

went was the length of a whole row. Let us hope she was just a little kind!” 

“Well,” Charlotte went on, “that she was ‘kind’ might seem to be shown by the fact that neither her husband, nor his 

son, nor I, his niece, knew or dreamed of her possessing anything so precious; by her having kept the gift all the rest 

of her life beyond discovery—out of sight and protected from suspicion.” 

“As if, you mean”—Mrs. Guy was quick—“she had been wedded to it and yet was ashamed of it? Fancy,” she 

laughed while she manipulated the rare beads, “being ashamed of THESE!” 

“But you see she had married a clergyman.” 

“Yes, she must have been ‘rum.’ But at any rate he had married HER. What did he suppose?” 

“Why that she had never been of the sort by whom such offerings are encouraged.” 

“Ah my dear, the sort by whom they’re NOT—!” But Mrs. Guy caught herself up. “And her stepson thought the 

same?” 

“Overwhelmingly.” 

“Was he then, if only her stepson—” 

“So fond of her as that comes to? Yes; he had never known, consciously, his real mother, and, without children of 

her own, she was very patient and nice with him. And _I_ liked her so,” the girl pursued, “that at the end of ten 

years, in so strange a manner, to ‘give her away’—” 

“Is impossible to you? Then don’t!” said Mrs. Guy with decision. 

“Ah but if they’re real I can’t keep them!” Charlotte, with her eyes on them, moaned in her impatience. “It’s too 

difficult.” 
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“Where’s the difficulty, if he has such sentiments that he’d rather sacrifice the necklace than admit it, with the 

presumption it carries with it, to be genuine? You’ve only to be silent.” 

“And keep it? How can _I_ ever wear it?” 

“You’d have to hide it, like your aunt?” Mrs. Guy was amused. “You can easily sell it.” 

Her companion walked round her for a look at the affair from behind. The clasp was certainly, doubtless 

intentionally, misleading, but everything else was indeed lovely. “Well, I must think. Why didn’t SHE sell them?” 

Charlotte broke out in her trouble. 

Mrs. Guy had an instant answer. “Doesn’t that prove what they secretly recalled to her? You’ve only to be silent!” 

she ardently repeated. 

“I must think—I must think!” 

Mrs. Guy stood with her hands attached but motionless. “Then you want them back?” 

As if with the dread of touching them Charlotte retreated to the door. “I’ll tell you to-night.” 

“But may I wear them?” 

“Meanwhile?” 

“This evening—at dinner.” 

It was the sharp selfish pressure of this that really, on the spot, determined the girl; but for the moment, before 

closing the door on the question, she only said: “As you like!” 

They were busy much of the day with preparation and rehearsal, and at dinner that evening the concourse of guests 

was such that a place among them for Miss Prime failed to find itself marked. At the time the company rose she was 

therefore alone in the school-room, where, towards eleven o’clock, she received a visit from Mrs. Guy. This lady’s 

white shoulders heaved, under the pearls, with an emotion that the very red lips which formed, as if for the full 

effect, the happiest opposition of colour, were not slow to translate. “My dear, you should have seen the sensation—

they’ve had a success!” 

Charlotte, dumb a moment, took it all in. “It IS as if they knew it—they’re more and more alive. But so much the 

worse for both of us! I can’t,” she brought out with an effort, “be silent.” 

“You mean to return them?” 

“If I don’t I’m a thief.” 
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Mrs. Guy gave her a long hard look: what was decidedly not of the baby in Mrs. Guy’s face was a certain air of 

established habit in the eyes. Then, with a sharp little jerk of her head and a backward reach of her bare beautiful 

arms, she undid the clasp and, taking off the necklace, laid it on the table. “If you do you’re a goose.” 

“Well, of the two—!” said our young lady, gathering it up with a sigh. And as if to get it, for the pang it gave, out of 

sight as soon as possible, she shut it up, clicking the lock, in the drawer of her own little table; after which, when she 

turned again, her companion looked naked and plain without it. “But what will you say?” it then occurred to her to 

demand. 

“Downstairs—to explain?” Mrs. Guy was after all trying at least to keep her temper. “Oh I’ll put on something else 

and say the clasp’s broken. And you won’t of course name ME to him,” she added. 

“As having undeceived me? No—I’ll say that, looking at the thing more carefully, it’s my own private idea.” 

“And does he know how little you really know?” 

“As an expert—surely. And he has always much the conceit of his own opinion.” 

“Then he won’t believe you—as he so hates to. He’ll stick to his judgement and maintain his gift, and we shall have 

the darlings back!” With which reviving assurance Mrs. Guy kissed her young friend for good-night. 

She was not, however, to be gratified or justified by any prompt event, for, whether or no paste entered into the 

composition of the ornament in question, Charlotte shrank from the temerity of dispatching it to town by post. Mrs. 

Guy was thus disappointed of the hope of seeing the business settled—“by return,” she had seemed to expect—

before the end of the revels. The revels, moreover, rising to a frantic pitch, pressed for all her attention, and it was at 

last only in the general confusion of leave-taking that she made, parenthetically, a dash at the person in the whole 

company with whom her contact had been most interesting. 

“Come, what will you take for them?” 

“The pearls? Ah, you’ll have to treat with my cousin.” 

Mrs. Guy, with quick intensity, lent herself. “Where then does he live?” 

“In chambers in the Temple. You can find him.” 

“But what’s the use, if YOU do neither one thing nor the other?” 

“Oh I SHALL do the ‘other,’” Charlotte said: “I’m only waiting till I go up. You want them so awfully?” She 

curiously, solemnly again, sounded her. 

“I’m dying for them. There’s a special charm in them—I don’t know what it is: they tell so their history.” 
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“But what do you know of that?” 

“Just what they themselves say. It’s all IN them—and it comes out. They breathe a tenderness—they have the white 

glow of it. My dear,” hissed Mrs. Guy in supreme confidence and as she buttoned her glove—“they’re things of 

love!” 

“Oh!” our young woman vaguely exclaimed. 

“They’re things of passion!” 

“Mercy!” she gasped, turning short off. But these words remained, though indeed their help was scarce needed, 

Charlotte being in private face to face with a new light, as she by this time felt she must call it, on the dear dead kind 

colourless lady whose career had turned so sharp a corner in the middle. The pearls had quite taken their place as a 

revelation. She might have received them for nothing—admit that; but she couldn’t have kept them so long and so 

unprofitably hidden, couldn’t have enjoyed them only in secret, for nothing; and she had mixed them in her 

reliquary with false things in order to put curiosity and detection off the scent. Over this strange fact poor Charlotte 

interminably mused: it became more touching, more attaching for her than she could now confide to any ear. How 

bad or how happy—in the sophisticated sense of Mrs. Guy and the young man at the Temple—the effaced Miss 

Bradshaw must have been to have had to be so mute! The little governess at Bleet put on the necklace now in secret 

sessions; she wore it sometimes under her dress; she came to feel verily a haunting passion for it. Yet in her 

penniless state she would have parted with it for money; she gave herself also to dreams of what in this direction it 

would do for her. The sophistry of her so often saying to herself that Arthur had after all definitely pronounced her 

welcome to any gain from his gift that might accrue—this trick remained innocent, as she perfectly knew it for what 

it was. Then there was always the possibility of his—as she could only picture it—rising to the occasion. Mightn’t 

he have a grand magnanimous moment?—mightn’t he just say “Oh I couldn’t of course have afforded to let you 

have it if I had known; but since you HAVE got it, and have made out the truth by your own wit, I really can’t screw 

myself down to the shabbiness of taking it back”? 

She had, as it proved, to wait a long time—to wait till, at the end of several months, the great house of Bleet had, 

with due deliberation, for the season, transferred itself to town; after which, however, she fairly snatched at her first 

freedom to knock, dressed in her best and armed with her disclosure, at the door of her doubting kinsman. It was still 

with doubt and not quite with the face she had hoped that he listened to her story. He had turned pale, she thought, 

as she produced the necklace, and he appeared above all disagreeably affected. Well, perhaps there was reason, she 

more than ever remembered; but what on earth was one, in close touch with the fact, to do? She had laid the pearls 

on his table, where, without his having at first put so much as a finger to them, they met his hard cold stare. 

“I don’t believe in them,” he simply said at last. 

“That’s exactly then,” she returned with some spirit, “what I wanted to hear!” 

She fancied that at this his colour changed; it was indeed vivid to her afterwards—for she was to have a long recall 

of the scene—that she had made him quite angrily flush. “It’s a beastly unpleasant imputation, you know!”—and he 

walked away from her as he had always walked at the vicarage. 
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“It’s none of MY making, I’m sure,” said Charlotte Prime. “If you’re afraid to believe they’re real—” 

“Well?”—and he turned, across the room, sharp round at her. 

“Why it’s not my fault.” 

He said nothing more, for a moment, on this; he only came back to the table. “They’re what I originally said they 

were. They’re rotten paste.” 

“Then I may keep them?” 

“No. I want a better opinion.” 

“Than your own?” 

“Than YOUR own.” He dropped on the pearls another queer stare; then, after a moment, bringing himself to touch 

them, did exactly what she had herself done in the presence of Mrs. Guy at Bleet—gathered them together, marched 

off with them to a drawer, put them in and clicked the key. “You say I’m afraid,” he went on as he again met her; 

“but I shan’t be afraid to take them to Bond Street.” 

“And if the people say they’re real—?” 

He had a pause and then his strangest manner. “They won’t say it! They shan’t!” 

There was something in the way he brought it out that deprived poor Charlotte, as she was perfectly aware, of any 

manner at all. “Oh!” she simply sounded, as she had sounded for her last word to Mrs. Guy; and within a minute, 

without more conversation, she had taken her departure. 

A fortnight later she received a communication from him, and toward the end of the season one of the 

entertainments in Eaton Square was graced by the presence of Mrs. Guy. Charlotte was not at dinner, but she came 

down afterwards, and this guest, on seeing her, abandoned a very beautiful young man on purpose to cross and 

speak to her. The guest displayed a lovely necklace and had apparently not lost her habit of overflowing with the 

pride of such ornaments. 

“Do you see?” She was in high joy. 

They were indeed splendid pearls—so far as poor Charlotte could feel that she knew, after what had come and gone, 

about such mysteries. The poor girl had a sickly smile. “They’re almost as fine as Arthur’s.” 

“Almost? Where, my dear, are your eyes? They ARE ‘Arthur’s’!” After which, to meet the flood of crimson that 

accompanied her young friend’s start: “I tracked them—after your folly, and, by miraculous luck, recognised them 

in the Bond Street window to which he had disposed of them.” 
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“DISPOSED of them?” Charlotte gasped. “He wrote me that I had insulted his mother and that the people had 

shown him he was right—had pronounced them utter paste.” 

Mrs. Guy gave a stare. “Ah I told you he wouldn’t bear it! No. But I had, I assure you,” she wound up, “to drive my 

bargain!” 

Charlotte scarce heard or saw; she was full of her private wrong. “He wrote me,” she panted, “that he had smashed 

them.” 

Mrs. Guy could only wonder and pity. “He’s really morbid!” But it wasn’t quite clear which of the pair she pitied; 

though the young person employed in Eaton Square felt really morbid too after they had separated and she found 

herself full of thought. She even went the length of asking herself what sort of a bargain Mrs. Guy had driven and 

whether the marvel of the recognition in Bond Street had been a veracious account of the matter. Hadn’t she perhaps 

in truth dealt with Arthur directly? It came back to Charlotte almost luridly that she had had his address. 

 

Paste was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Fri, Feb 28, 2020 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james/short-story/paste 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james/short-story/paste
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Quinta del Sordo 

by Monica Youn 

Issue no. 217 (Summer 2016) 

 Saturn Devouring His Son (Francisco Goya, 1820–23) 

how can I 

ask you to 

absolve me 

my fingers 

still greasy 

with envy 

gaudy oils 

still smearing 

the dim walls  

the quiet 

chamber of  

my mouth 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

“Redacre” by Monica Youn, also published in issue no. 217? 

Issue no. 228, from spring 2019, with poetry guest edited by Monica Youn? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=27173d3cb0&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=27173d3cb0&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e9eb0aec38&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=d1ea738fc0&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=27173d3cb0&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=27173d3cb0&e=d538c8f2e0
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VIA HMH 

Inside a Progressive Hotbed in Early 20th-Century New York 

On Rose Pastor and the Activists of the University Settlement Society 

By Adam Hochschild 

On the evening in July 1903 when Rose Pastor walked from the Yiddishes Tageblatt office to the University 

Settlement, she felt so intimidated by the prospect of meeting someone from the unknown world of wealthy 

Protestants that she corralled a friend she ran into on the street, begged him to accompany her, and in the interview 

let him ask Graham Stokes most of the questions. But she was surprised, she would remember years later, to be 

“enchanted by the very tall slender young man who both in features and in general appearance was so like the young 

Abe Lincoln, and so full of sympathy for the poor.” 

In her story for the newspaper, she wrote that there was “a look in his eyes as he concluded that suggested an 

unutterable longing to change the world . . . so that none might suffer.” His face bore a “frank, earnest, and kind 

expression.” He was, she declared, “a deep, strong thinker” and “a man of the common people.”  

At 31, seven years older than Rose and nearly a foot taller, Graham proved similarly smitten by his auburn-haired 

interviewer. As she was leaving, she recalled, “the tall young ‘Lincoln’ looked down upon me benignly from his 

height of six feet four inches (Lincoln’s height, too!) to say good night, ‘and I should like to read the interview 

before it is published.’” 

https://www.hmhbooks.com/shop/books/Rebel-Cinderella/9781328866745
https://lithub.com/author/adamhochschild/
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She mailed it to him the next morning. Two days later he came to the Tageblatt office and was disappointed to find 

Rose out to lunch. Too shy to immediately try to see her again, he made sure that several months later she was 

invited for tea with the University Settlement volunteers. There, he promptly asked her back for Thanksgiving 

dinner.  

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

More such invitations followed, and she gradually learned about the settlement house, which served both Jewish and 

Italian residents of the Lower East Side. Its roof was a children’s playground, and on the first three floors were 

classrooms for courses in English, history, economics, and other subjects, as well as space for art exhibits, concerts, 

and dances. There was a library of 6,500 books, a legal aid office, and something most tenements lacked: showers—

no less than 41 of them, used by up to 800 people a day during the summer heat. The settlement sponsored a 

baseball team for neighborhood boys and ran two summer camps outside the city. Almost every volunteer managed 

a boys’ or girls’ sport or hobby club.  

Although Graham had taken part in policing a strike while in uniform a few years earlier, his politics were changing, 

for he now found himself supporting organized labor. Like the other volunteers, he regularly attended the union 

meetings held at the settlement, going out to a nearby bar with the workers afterward. He not only lobbied and 

testified for a pioneering New York State law limiting child labor, but used his father’s office to produce and 

distribute leaflets for the campaign.  

In Emma Goldman, Rose Pastor found a woman who lived, breathed, and defined her life by membership in a 

millenarian political movement. 

On the settlement’s top two floors, the aristocratic volunteers paid $45 a month for room and board and organized 

various activities just for themselves. Graham, for instance, led a group of men in a naked exercise class—

something done at the time in imitation of the ancient Greeks. Yet the men also wanted to feel that they were sharing 

the life of the neighborhood. “Upon many stifling nights we dragged our mattresses up to the roof,” remembered his 

colleague Ernest Poole, “and we found a dim weird world up there, with the great hot glow of the city striking up 

into the sky but all around us dark shadowy roofs packed thick with acres of men and women and children, sleepers 

like ourselves.”  

Every night the volunteers ate dinner prepared by a staff cook at a long table where, Rose wrote, there “were always 

between 30 and 40 residents and their guests. Seated somewhere not far from Mr. Stokes at the head of the table, I 

would listen, but rarely speak. What was there that I could say to all those learned gentlemen and brilliant ladies—to 

professors, publicists, doctors, lawyers, scientists, educators, scholars!”  

Over time, an astonishing array of people were guests at the University Settlement’s table. They ranged from Jane 

Addams to the defense lawyer Clarence Darrow to the British novelist H. G. Wells to the muckraking journalist 

Lincoln Steffens. The Scottish labor leader Keir Hardie, a child of the Glasgow slums who had spent a decade 

working in coal mines, came for dinner, as did his colleague in Britain’s House of Commons, Ramsay MacDonald, 

who would become his country’s first Labour prime minister. For such visitors, an evening at the University 

Settlement offered the intellectual stimulation of talk with bright young Ivy Leaguers and the frisson of knowing you 

were visiting the city’s most crowded slum.  
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ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

There were relatively few women among these guests, but one of them was destined to become a friend (and, much 

later, a political enemy) of Rose. Ten years older than her, Emma Goldman was also a Russian Jew, born not far 

from Augustów. She had been inspired by Russian revolutionaries, particularly the women among them—and by the 

anarchists, male and female, she encountered after coming to the United States as a teenager. Goldman helped an 

early lover, Alexander Berkman, plan to assassinate an executive of the Carnegie steel mills at Homestead, 

Pennsylvania, who had ordered Pinkerton detectives to fire on striking workers. 

The attempt failed, and Berkman was sentenced to 14 years in prison. Goldman turned away from such tactics, but 

not from the anarchist movement and its vision of a decentralized, egalitarian society where both men and women 

could realize their full potential. Nor did she abandon Berkman, working (unsuccessfully) with several comrades on 

a scheme to free him by digging a tunnel. She herself spent a year behind bars for “inciting to riot” during a 

demonstration against hunger, finding prison “the crucible that tested my faith. It had helped me to discover strength 

in my own being, the strength to stand alone, the strength to live my life and fight for my ideals, against the whole 

world if need be.”  

Goldman shocked audiences by her fiery defense of free love and women’s sexuality, as well as her claim that the 

only difference between marriage and prostitution was whether a woman sold herself to one man or many. In a 

straitlaced age, she believed that “sex expression is as vital a factor in human life as food and air,” and would write 

of one lover, “In the arms of Ed I learned for the first time the meaning of the great life-giving force. I understood its 

full beauty, and I eagerly drank its intoxicating joy and bliss. It was an ecstatic song, profoundly soothing by its 

music and perfume. My little flat . . . became a temple of love.” 

In photographs, however, the woman who wrote such lines does not quite look the part. She is a determined figure 

whose pince-nez gives her a no-nonsense, school-teacherly air. One admirer describes her as having “a stocky figure 

like a peasant woman, a face of fierce strength like a female pugilist, a harsh voice, a dominating mind.” A slightly 

outthrust chin telegraphs conviction—and defiance, as she faces a police photographer taking mug shots after one of 

her many arrests. A charismatic, mesmerizing speaker, she would become America’s best-known anarchist.  

In Goldman, Rose found a woman who lived, breathed, and defined her life by membership in a millenarian political 

movement—and who had spent time jailed for her commitment. She traveled under false names when the authorities 

were looking for her, and could always count on being sheltered by devoted comrades. In an era when women could 

not vote and faced other, huge barriers, Goldman offered a dramatic example of the power an outspoken woman 

could wield on the lecture platform. 

“I began to speak,” Goldman wrote of her first public appearance. “Words I had never heard myself utter before 

came pouring forth, faster and faster. They came with passionate intensity; they painted images of the heroic men on 

the gallows, their glowing vision of an ideal life, rich with comfort and beauty: men and women radiant in freedom, 

children transformed by joy and affection. The audience had vanished, the hall itself had disappeared, I was 

conscious only of my own words.” 

Small wonder that Rose found Goldman an inspiration and the University Settlement “a seething center for the 

exchange of ideas,” although initially she was too timid to discuss them with the volunteers or guests who seemed to 

know so much more than she. But her love of the printed word made her all the more eager to share their world, for 
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almost all the volunteers were working on books or articles. She began teaching an occasional class at the 

settlement, and Graham invited her to join a group of volunteers who were studying the work of Lester F. Ward, a 

prominent sociologist.  

This was the heyday of muckraking. A rising young author named Upton Sinclair was sending Graham, chapter by 

chapter, a draft of a novel he was writing based on seven weeks spent undercover in Chicago stockyards and 

meatpacking plants. Sinclair found, he wrote, “that by the simple device of carrying a dinner pail I could go 

anywhere.” No one yet imagined the tremendous impact this book would have, but Rose was thrilled by the way 

Graham seemed in touch with the country’s most exciting activists and writers.  

Graham left no record of his own feelings, but he clearly saw in Rose some quality he had not found in the many 

eligible young women of his own background he had met over the years. And perhaps in some way he also found in 

her a connection to something he may have been seeking when he moved into the University Settlement: an 

America of immigrants, of factory labor, of grinding urban poverty, a nation that, whatever its simmering 

discontents, was somehow more “vital,” in the word of the day, than the surroundings he had grown up in. 

After the dinners, he would see Rose home along gaslit streets, and soon he met her mother and the younger children 

in the small apartment in the Bronx, a step up from the Lower East Side, to which they had moved. A year after they 

first met, Rose invited him there for a modest meal celebrating her 25th birthday, and, as he told her later, “It moved 

me profoundly when you gave me a glass of milk, bread and butter, an egg, and a banana. You were so simple and 

so solemn about it!”  

Among the other houseguests in Quebec Rose found another woman who, like Emma Goldman, would become a 

role model. 

Being with Graham made Rose acutely aware of her own lack of education. Among his friends who visited the 

settlement, for instance, was an older couple whose daughter acted in ancient Greek plays—in Greek. In 1904, the 

couple invited Graham and Rose to visit them at their summer home on a lake in Quebec. With difficulty, Rose 

saved and borrowed enough money for a train ticket, and was touched that Graham, who could have afforded a 

sleeping- car berth—indeed, his family could have bought the railroad— sat up with her in a coach seat all night.  

Among the other houseguests in Quebec Rose found another woman who, like Emma Goldman, would become a 

role model. A decade older, Olive Tilford Dargan was born to parents who were both schoolteachers in Appalachia. 

She herself had started teaching as a teenager and, after spells in college and as a stenographer, began writing plays 

and poetry and married a fellow poet. For Rose, she was proof that a “working girl” of far from aristocratic 

background could find success as an author. She and Rose quickly became best friends, exchanging many visits and 

hundreds of letters over the years to come.  

But most of her time on this vacation Rose spent talking with Graham. As was common for someone of his class, he 

had been baptized an Episcopalian, but he had long been intrigued by the idea that all religious traditions could be 

combined, and he had a particular interest in Hinduism and Buddhism. In Quebec, he and Rose took turns reading 

aloud to each other from Edwin Arnold’s book-length poem, The Light of Asia, about the life of Buddha. Imagine 

who might have come to Rose’s mind as she heard the story of the young Prince Siddhartha, born to a family of 

great privilege, who leaves home to seek cures for human suffering.  
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It was on this trip, a year after they first met, that Rose and Graham became engaged.  

On their way home from Canada, in the village of Keene, New York, surrounded by forested Adirondack peaks, the 

couple spent a few days at the communal home of two more friends of Graham’s, John and Prestonia Martin. 

Socialists and feminists, they were wealthy enough to employ a servant and to own a large house with outbuildings, 

perched on a hillside commanding spectacular views. In keeping with socialist idealism, however, the Martins 

expected their guests to take part in earnest discussions of philosophy and politics, and to contribute two hours of 

hands-on work each day. 

This could be chopping wood, clearing brush, gardening, fetching provisions by horseback, or washing dishes—men 

and women alike donned aprons. Once a week, everyone’s clothes were placed in a large washing machine while, to 

the tune of “John Brown’s Body,” the guests sang, “The clothes go washing on.” Fifteen to twenty-five guests drew 

chore assignments from a hat daily and proudly recorded them in a little notebook passed around at supper. Rose 

had never imagined anything like it: well-to-do professionals, artists, intellectuals, even a college president, all 

celebrating what she had worked so hard to escape—manual labor. But something else made a still bigger 

impression on her:  

“I had never seen mountains before.”  

__________________________________ 

 

Excerpted from Rebel Cinderella: From Rags to Riches to Radical, the Epic Journey of Rose Pastor Stokes by Adam 

Hochschild. Copyright © 2020 by Adam Hochschild. Reprinted by permission of Houghton Mifflin Harcourt 

Publishing Company. All rights reserved. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781328866745
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Adam Hochschild 

Adam Hochschild is the author of ten books. King Leopold's Ghost was a finalist for the National Book Critics 

Circle Award, as was To End All Wars. His Bury the Chains was a finalist for the National Book Award and won the 

Los Angeles Times Book Prize and PEN USA Literary Award. He lives in Berkeley, California. Rebel Cinderella is 

out now from HMH. 

 

https://lithub.com/inside-a-progressive-hotbed-in-early-20th-century-new-york/  

https://lithub.com/tag/activism/
https://lithub.com/tag/activists/
https://lithub.com/tag/adam-hochschild/
https://lithub.com/tag/anarchism/
https://lithub.com/tag/emma-goldman/
https://lithub.com/tag/feminism/
https://lithub.com/tag/hmh/
https://lithub.com/tag/progressivism/
https://lithub.com/tag/rebel-cinderella/
https://lithub.com/tag/rose-pastor-stokes/
https://lithub.com/tag/rose-pastor-stokes/
https://lithub.com/tag/university-settlement/
https://lithub.com/author/adamhochschild/
https://lithub.com/inside-a-progressive-hotbed-in-early-20th-century-new-york/
https://lithub.com/author/adamhochschild/
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May Sarton on the Cure for Despair and Solitude as the Seedbed of Self-Discovery 

“Sometimes one has simply to endure a period of depression for what it may hold of illumination if one can live 

through it, attentive to what it exposes or demands.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“A great deal of poetic work has arisen from various despairs,” wrote Lou Andreas-Salomé, the first woman 

psychoanalyst, in a consolatory letter to the poet Rainer Maria Rilke as he was wrestling with depression, nearly a 

century before psychologists came to study the nonlinear relationship between creativity and mental illness. A 

generation later, with an eye to what made Goethe a genius, Humphrey Trevelyan argued that great artists must have 

the courage to despair, that they “must be shaken by the naked truths that will not be comforted. This divine 

discontent, this disequilibrium, this state of inner tension is the source of artistic energy.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/05/12/lou-andreas-salome-creative-block-rilke/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/07/21/creativity-and-mental-illness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/10/humphrey-trevelyan-goethe-artist/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0393309282/braipick-20
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Few artists have articulated the dance between this “divine discontent” and creative fulfillment more memorably 

than the poet, novelist, essayist, and diarist May Sarton (May 3, 1912–July 16, 1995). In her Journal of a 

Solitude (public library), Sarton records and reflects on her interior life in the course of one year, her sixtieth, with 

remarkable candor and courage. Out of these twelve private months arises the eternity of the human experience with 

its varied universal capacities for astonishment and sorrow, hollowing despair and creative vitality. 

May Sarton 

In an entry from September 15, 1972, Sarton writes: 

It is raining. I look out on the maple, where a few leaves have turned yellow, and listen to Punch, the parrot, talking 

to himself and to the rain ticking gently against the windows. I am here alone for the first time in weeks, to take up 

my “real” life again at last. That is what is strange—that friends, even passionate love, are not my real life unless 

there is time alone in which to explore and to discover what is happening or has happened. Without the 

interruptions, nourishing and maddening, this life would become arid. Yet I taste it fully only when I am alone… 

She considers solitude as the seedbed of self-discovery: 

For a long time now, every meeting with another human being has been a collision. I feel too much, sense too much, 

am exhausted by the reverberations after even the simplest conversation. But the deep collision is and has been with 

my unregenerate, tormenting, and tormented self. I have written every poem, every novel, for the same purpose — 

to find out what I think, to know where I stand. 

[…] 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0393309282/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0393309282/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/journal-of-a-solitude/oclc/532306&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0393309282/braipick-20
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My need to be alone is balanced against my fear of what will happen when suddenly I enter the huge empty silence 

if I cannot find support there. I go up to Heaven and down to Hell in an hour, and keep alive only by imposing upon 

myself inexorable routines. 

 

Art by Sir Quentin Blake from Michael Rosen’s Sad Book 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/25/michael-rosens-sad-book-quentin-blake/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/08/25/michael-rosens-sad-book-quentin-blake/
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In another journal entry penned three days later, in the grip of her recurrent struggle with depression, Sarton revisits 

the question of the difficult, necessary self-confrontations that solitude makes possible: 

The value of solitude — one of its values — is, of course, that there is nothing to cushion against attacks from 

within, just as there is nothing to help balance at times of particular stress or depression. A few moments of 

desultory conversation … may calm an inner storm. But the storm, painful as it is, might have had some truth in it. 

So sometimes one has simply to endure a period of depression for what it may hold of illumination if one can live 

through it, attentive to what it exposes or demands. 

Art from Trees at Night by Art Young, 1926. 

(Available as a print.) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/weary-and-heavy-laden-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/weary-and-heavy-laden-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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In a passage that calls to mind William Styron’s sobering account of living with depression, Sarton adds: 

The reasons for depression are not so interesting as the way one handles it, simply to stay alive. 

Perhaps Albert Camus was right in asserting that “there is no love of life without despair of life,” but this is a truth 

hard to take in and even harder to swallow when one is made tongueless by depression. In an entry from October 6, 

still clawing her way out of the pit of darkness, Sarton considers the only cure for despair she knows: 

Does anything in nature despair except man? An animal with a foot caught in a trap does not seem to despair. It is 

too busy trying to survive. It is all closed in, to a kind of still, intense waiting. Is this a key? Keep busy with survival. 

Imitate the trees. Learn to lose in order to recover, and remember that nothing stays the same for long, not even pain, 

psychic pain. Sit it out. Let it all pass. Let it go. 

By mid-October, Sarton has begun to emerge from the abyss and marvels at the transformation in a beautiful 

testament to the finitude and transitoriness of all things, even the deepest-cutting and most all-consuming of states: 

I can hardly believe that relief from the anguish of these past months is here to stay, but so far it does feel like a true 

change of mood — or rather, a change of being where I can stand alone. 

Echoing Virginia Woolf’s memorable insight into writing and self-doubt — the same self-doubt with 

which Steinbeck’s diary is strewn — Sarton considers the measure of success in creative work: 

So much of my life here is precarious. I cannot always believe even in my work. But I have come in these last days 

to feel again the validity of my struggle here, that it is meaningful whether I ever “succeed” as a writer or not, and 

that even its failures, failures of nerve, failures due to a difficult temperament, can be meaningful. It is an age where 

more and more human beings are caught up in lives where fewer and fewer inward decisions can be made, where 

fewer and fewer real choices exist. The fact that a middle-aged, single woman, without any vestige of family left, 

lives in this house in a silent village and is responsible only to her own soul means something. The fact that she is a 

writer and can tell where she is and what it is like on the pilgrimage inward can be of comfort. It is comforting to 

know there are lighthouse keepers on rocky islands along the coast. Sometimes, when I have been for a walk after 

dark and see my house lighted up, looking so alive, I feel that my presence here is worth all the Hell. 

Complement these particular passages of the wholly exquisite Journal of a Solitude with Tchaikovsky on depression 

and finding beauty amid the wreckages of the soul, then revisit Louise Bourgeois on how solitude enriches creative 

work and Elizabeth Bishop on why everyone needs at least one prolonged period of solitude in life. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/17/may-sarton-journal-of-a-solitude-

depression/?mc_cid=93e203062c&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/09/depression-william-styron-darkness-visible/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/30/albert-camus-travel-lyrical-critical-essays/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/02/25/virginia-woolf-writing-self-doubt/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/03/02/john-steinbeck-working-days/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0393309282/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/19/tchaikovsky-letters-depession/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/19/tchaikovsky-letters-depession/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/15/louise-bourgeois-solitude/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/15/louise-bourgeois-solitude/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/08/elizabeth-bishop-solitude/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/17/may-sarton-journal-of-a-solitude-depression/?mc_cid=93e203062c&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/17/may-sarton-journal-of-a-solitude-depression/?mc_cid=93e203062c&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Other Women’s Children 

 

 

 

Amaud Jamaul Johnson  

 

 

                             (for my sisters) 

 

I still don’t know how he knew 

I was running. My mouth was open, 

or those boys were barking that loud; 

not that I hadn’t been chased 

by dogs. There’s a moment when 

you can’t tell from which angle 

it’s coming, and the air is a red drum, 

and the trees lean away from you, 

and the ground is wet.      Lonnie drove 

truck nights, and grew strawberries 

in our backyard, which were small, 

but sweet. You could taste his hands 

in the dirt, which the mouth learns 

to read as green and sweet. My mother 

made him liver and onions; we ate fish 

Fridays and I wasn’t allowed milk. He’s why 

I like my eggs runny. I still don’t understand 

anything about engines. I can’t remember 

why those boys were after me. Maybe 

it makes sense why a Rottweiler 

would break a fence.       Lonnie stood 

with his shotgun out front. Sometimes 

he wouldn’t come home, or he’d walk 

into the house with his shirt bloody. 

When we left, my mother didn’t want 

money. Not that we would have gone, 

but that other woman didn’t even invite us 

to the funeral. Man, I bet Yvette’s children 

have children. Lord knows what’s happened 

to Chrissy now that she’s too old to dance. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=40ae3889ea&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=6c07464017&e=29a6ecd6d1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                            No. 520  april 2020 

 

128 

 

“This poem is a meditation on how strangers can become family, and how family can become strangers.” 

—Amaud Jamaul Johnson 

 

Amaud Jamaul Johnson’s third poetry collection is Imperial Liquor (Pitt Poetry Series, 2020). He directs the MFA 

Program in Creative Writing at the University of Wisconsin-Madison. 

 

Imperial Liquor    (Pitt Poetry Series, 2020)     

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=40ae3889ea&e=29a6ecd6d1 

  

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b8b3a60768&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=40ae3889ea&e=29a6ecd6d1


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                                            No. 520  april 2020 

 

129 

The marketization of science and the ‘marketization’ of science studies (& 2) 

Jesús Zamora Bonilla   

Photo: Science in HD / Unsplash 

In the previous entry, I presented some critical thesis by historian Ylva Hasselberg 1 regarding the applicability of 

economic theoretic tools to the study of the social construction of scientific knowledge. To those claims, I think we 

can respond with the following arguments. In the first place, we have to make a clear and emphatic distinction 

between the theoretical instruments of the analysis of science, on the one hand, and the real psychological or 

institutional features of the people and groups involved in real scientific practice. Understanding science ‘as if it 

were a market’ needs not change real science more than what understanding the reproduction of ants ‘as if it were a 

market’ would change the sexual behaviour of ants. The case is clearer if our object of study is not contemporary 

science but some historical episode. Would Hasselberg and the other critics of the economics of scientific 

knowledge really believe that absolutely no insight can be gained about, say, the history of the Scientific Revolution 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jesus-zamora/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/01/27/the-marketization-of-science-and-the-marketization-of-science-studies-1/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/10/the-marketization-of-science-and-the-marketization-of-science-studies-2/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6536-1
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by viewing its protagonists as engaged in some types of ‘games’ or ‘epistemic markets’? Furthermore, even if being 

exposed to some rational-choice analysis of their own practice could lead some real scientists to change to some 

extent their values and strategies, it is by no means clear that this change would necessarily be in the direction 

towards a ‘commodification’ of science and towards losing the good-old-fashion scientific values praised by 

Hasselberg (and, if it is, what if scientists know better?). 

In the second place, it is a fundamental miscomprehension of rational choice theoretic analysis to assume that it is 

based on a selfish calculation of egoistic preferences instead as on cultural norms or something like that. Rationality, 

in the sense of ‘utility maximisation’, only means that we make the assumption that the agents behave as if they 

were trying to maximally satisfy a coherent system of preferences, no matter what these preferences are: they can be 

‘selfish’, or they can be as ‘altruistic’ or ‘communitarian’ as we fancy. If real scientists really have an interest in the 

pursuit of truth and understanding, our goal as students of science would be to determine the real strength of this 

interest in their overall system of preferences and motivations, not to fool ourselves by imagining that they only 

pursue ‘noble’ goals. Neither have we to interpret rational choice theory as assuming that the agents’ ‘decision 

process’ reduces to a mathematical optimisation calculus; the theory is in itself agnostic about the psychological 

mechanisms that lead agents to their decisions, and these mechanisms can be as ‘discretionary’ or ‘judgmental’ as 

we please; the only assumption rational choice theory makes (and very probably a very simplified and only 

approximate one) is that the outcome of every decision will be ‘optimal’ from the point of view of the agent’s 

preferences and values, i.e., that when they discover that they could do something that leads to a better result, they 

do it (though optimality not necessarily arises at the collective level if there are ‘collective action problems’). 

In the third place, it is also a mistake to assume that an economic analysis leaves necessarily outside anything that 

has to do with ‘social norms’. Rather, on the contrary, rational choice and game-theoretic analysis can serve to 

illuminate the emergence of some norms, and to clarify the virtues and defects of real or possible rules and 

institutions. Furthermore, usually an economic analysis cannot even start in a ‘normative vacuum’, for it always 

presupposes some normative frame or another (for example, property rights, government power, etc.). In particular, 

economics of information is one branch of economics specifically devoted to explain the emergence and working of 

some institutions, and even to design them (see, e.g., 2). 

In the fourth place, economic analysis does not always assume that social institutions work ‘as a market’. Rather, on 

the contrary, it can also try to explain why in some cases economic agents prefer to carry out certain activities out of 

the market. One classical example of this is Ronald Coase’s theory of the firm, since the capitalist company is 

typically an institution that competes within a market but that does not internally work according to market rules, but 

according to bureaucratic organisation and hierarchical values. These may not be the same values typical of science, 

of course, but there is nothing that prevents an economic-type explanation of why scientific research follows very 

different procedures and norms than the ones we find in the markets for typical economic goods, as readers of this 

blog will remember. 

Fifth: even if epistemic values like ‘truth’ or ‘knowledge’, on the one hand, and ‘private’ values like ‘recognition’, 

have to be included as different variables in the scientists’ utility function, this does not necessarily mean that the 

latter are totally independent of the former. After all, recognition is not ‘mere recognition’, but intrinsically consists 

in ‘recognition for something’. Even a totally ‘cynical’ researcher, in the sense that she didn’t care at all about the 

epistemic value of her discoveries, would try to get really important results if their colleagues attribute a higher level 

of recognition to this type of findings. And a group of persons who were totally indifferent to the value of 

knowledge would probably find many other activities much more appealing and gratifying than boring scientific 

research, like people who don’t love physical exercise and the glory of being champion would hardly become 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/02/10/the-marketization-of-science-and-the-marketization-of-science-studies-2/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6536-2
https://mappingignorance.org/2018/05/23/on-scientific-co-authorship-2-an-economic-diversion-ronald-coases-theory-of-the-firm/
https://mappingignorance.org/2018/05/23/on-scientific-co-authorship-2-an-economic-diversion-ronald-coases-theory-of-the-firm/
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athletes. The toy agents depicted in game-theoretic models of science are, in this sense, not so different from the 

idea Hasselberg has of real scientists. 

Sixth, and last: even if you are afraid of the ‘commodification’ of science, applying ‘market’ ideas may turn out 

being a better strategy for you than just mourning for the loss of the good old days when science was a romantic 

enterprise. The reason is that competitive markets are in themselves an extraordinary force of innovation, and tend to 

dissolve the conservative forces that try to keep intact the existing spheres of power. These include economic 

entities like big corporations (that try to obtain excessive returns from their investment thanks to patents and patent 

laws, for example), but also intellectual monopolies, like ‘paradigms’, ‘schools’ or any other type of dominant 

groups within science (cf. 3). Adherence to ‘community values’ may often be just a rhetorical way to restrain 

innovation and to hamper the development or transmission of new, revolutionary ideas. Transforming the 

institutions of science so that less ‘orthodox’ ideas can flow more freely might serve to discover more quickly the 

‘anomalies’ of the old paradigms. Probably the necessary institutional reforms should not lead to a kind of science as 

the ‘commodified’ one castigated by Hasselberg, Mirowski and others, but it’s difficult to imagine how could we 

scrutinize the workings of different alternative scenarios if we are not guided by some economic-like ideas about the 

rational behaviour of scientists under each possible set of circumstances. 

  

Edit 13/02/2020: It was erroneously stated that Ylva Hasselberg was a “sociologist” when in reality she is a 

historian. 
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On 

Morals 

by Carl Phillips 

Issue no. 135 (Summer 1995) 

Naturally, the preference is for 

victory, not persistence 

which, like fire if not put out, 

in time will burn itself out. 

Mere watching is not, of course, 

particularly victory, but it need not, 

either, signify perversion. 

One tends increasingly to think 

on one’s first flasher in the park, 

that first uncircumsized, ungainly 

cock—how, as when some trick is 

near, not to watch was the impossible 

thing, waiting for what the pulled 

bandanna, what the dove might next 

turn into—and to feel guilty, as 

if Lucretius had never written of joy 

attendant, too, upon the witnessing 

of violence, horror, any shame 

when it falls on those not ourselves. 

It is part of the nature of things 

that from the grafting of distance 

upon failure comes a pleasure for which, 

sadly, one is more and more meant 

to feel compelled to seek forgiveness— 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b3242533ce&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b3242533ce&e=d538c8f2e0
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which last, if it occurs at all, 

generally does so at that angle 

at which the sun has never, in fact, 

risen. That is, it appears to. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

The Art of Poetry no. 103 with Carl Phillips, published in issue no. 228, Spring 2019? 

“Of That City, the Heart” by Carl Phillips, published in issue no. 148, Fall 1998? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b3242533ce&e=d538c8f2e0 
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b3242533ce&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b3242533ce&e=d538c8f2e0
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Machine Poetry With Feeling 

 

 

http://bookpatrol.net/machine-poetry-with-feeling/
http://bookpatrol.net/wp-content/uploads/2020/03/machine-poetry-a.jpg
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MACHINE POETRY WITH FEELINGMARCH 2, 2020 – POSTED IN: BOOKS AND 

TECHNOLOGY, CONTENT – TAGS: POETRY 
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Researchers at the University of Colorado (UC)- Colorado Springs and Drury University have recently developed a 

unique language generation system that they claim can produce creative poetry verses infused with emotion. 

The project focused “more on the content, emotion and creativity of the text, as opposed to the structure or rhythm 

found in prior poetry generation studies.” 

Combing through large text repositories like Project Gutenberg the researchers looked for words included 

in EmoLex, an emotion-lexicon dataset developed by the National Research Council of Canada. 

They also fed the machine  “a combination of dream data and poetry to create what is known as ‘dream poetry,'” 

which focused less on structure and “more on a free-verse style of poetry that looks to imitate and reproduce the 

finesse and creativity of real poets.” 

https://saifmohammad.com/WebPages/NRC-Emotion-Lexicon.htm
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Does it work? 

Humans were asked to evaluate the newly created machine poems and they found that they effectively elicited 

sadness and joy 87.5% and 85% of the time, respectively. 

More at Tech Xplore: A language generation system that can compose creative poetry 

Research paper 

Illustrations by James Firnhaber » 

http://bookpatrol.net/machine-poetry-with-

feeling/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+BookPatrol+%28Book+Patrol%

29 

  

https://techxplore.com/news/2020-02-language-creative-poetry.html
https://arxiv.org/abs/2002.02511
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How Choose-Your-Own-Adventure Continues to Show Up in Literary Fiction 

David Schwartz on the Formal Experimentation of Carmen Maria Machado, Rick Moody, and Julio Cortázar 

By David Lerner Schwartz 

 

March 5, 2020 

In an interview with The Paris Review, Joan Didion said, “What’s so hard about that first sentence is that you’re 

stuck with it. Everything else is going to flow out of that sentence.” Writing, then, is choosing from infinity. She 

went on: “And by the time you’ve laid down the first two sentences, your options are all gone.” Well, not always. 

I was speaking with a student of mine at St. Albans, where I serve as the writer in residence, about gamebooks, or 

specifically the Choose Your Own Adventure series from Bantam Books. Originally published between 1979 and 

1998, these books are iconic in design and experience: most pages leave the reader with decisions to make for the 

protagonist, choices which send both parties to designated parts of the text for new pathways of plot. This process 

repeats until it doesn’t. Of course, writers were exploring reader-interactivity far before the release of this series. But 

my student and I wondered why there wasn’t more of it today. Could this kind of participation be incompatible with 

literary fiction and nonfiction? 

Inviting the reader to make decisions in a text inherently questions the sufficiency of traditional narrative, which is 

largely singular in that it unfolds page after page. (Though the reader technically has a choice between reading and 

putting the book down, the author’s job is to make the reader unaware he continues to choose the former.) But today, 

in a world where we skim and scroll through so much consciousness, where truth seems ever more relative, 

https://lithub.com/author/davidschwartz/
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where algorithms synthesize data that are parts of ourselves but not all of ourselves, perhaps we’re more multiple 

than ever. And literature reflects us. 

I recently watched Netflix’s Bandersnatch, an interactive film that uses viewer choice to cascade a litany of plots. 

Some decisions are less than spectacular—what will the protagonist eat for breakfast?—while others implicate the 

viewer: will she choose murder or sanity? The film is about an eponymous video game that is revolutionary for the 

two choices it periodically presents to its players. As we often see with material interrogative of genre, the form 

mirrors the content: it’s a movie about decision-making and therefore embodies decision-making. Eventually, it’s 

revealed that you are, in fact, a character in the film; the protagonist becomes aware that you are making choices for 

him, just as the author of a text is aware that you will imagine the choices of her protagonist. 

For a book to become real is to read it. And so authors play with readership: in Ali Smith’s How to Be Both, you 

start with one of two storylines depending on the copy you buy. Susan Choi’s Trust Exercise revises previous 

sections after you’ve read them. But what is the effect of breaking that most cardinal rule of a story unfolding word 

by word, page after page? We’ve seen this system shaken by footnotes, shifted by improv shows, or reformatted 

online, but what of books intended to be read out of order? 

Rick Moody’s novel Hotels of North America is a compilation of hotel reviews written by the character Reginald 

Edward Morse on RateYourLodging.com. On one hand, these reviews create a narrative platform for the reader, one 

we’ve come to expect from more traditional stories. The reader learns of Reginald’s divorce, estranged daughter, 

girlfriend—whose name is K. or Snowy Owl depending on when she’s referenced. The posts are performatively 

insufficient, not dissimilar to David Foster Wallace’s invocation of the maximalist legal brief. The truncated and 

public form of hotel reviews exemplifies the sadness of a man with no one to tell his story and asks the reader to 

infer the fuller story, or read into the alternative tale, from absence, or excess: from stars or dates or locations as 

opposed to sentences alone. Moody here establishes this sense of more from without, from what’s not exactly there. 

But a keen reader discovers an equally true but alternative reading to the original story: the reviews are all out of 

order. The reader reads of a stay in 2011 that was published in 2012 and then of a stay in 2002. Some of Morse’s 

final posts are from 1994 and 2010. Moody has constructed two stories: a pseudo-linear understanding of the text 

which is how many will read the story page-by-page, and then one in which a reader could attempt to rearrange the 

hotel reviews to not the date they were posted but the sequence in which they happened. There is then also the 

absence of this attempt, that by not rearranging the story, the reader and author and protagonist are agreeing about 

something regarding time, or loss, or narrative. 

My student pointed me toward Julio Cortázar’s Hopscotch, which shared the National Book Award for translation. It 

provides two pathways for reading: a page-by-page version that finishes halfway through the text, and a 

hopscotching version that begins at Chapter 73. The book then jumps from the original narrative to previously 

unread chapters (termed by Cortázar the Expendable Chapters), with the exception of Chapter 55 which is left out. I 

read the book the second way the second time, and it felt similar to reading a sequel, revisiting known characters but 

with newfound insight. 

For a book to become real is to read it. And so authors play with readership. 

The late Scott Simpkins in “‘The Infinite Game’: Cortázar’s ‘Hopscotch’” argues that the seeming multiplicity 

of Hopscotch is an illusion: Cortázar has loaded the deck in his favor; all the seeming choice is still just pre-planned 

https://medium.com/swlh/our-expanded-vocabulary-talking-on-the-phone-revisited-26ff9725ed50
https://qz.com/1581443/the-philosophy-behind-why-social-media-makes-us-feel-lonely/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780307275257
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781250309884
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780316178563
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780375712661
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text. Cortázar has instead anticipated the reader’s desire for control and offered an option to perform it. Unlike with 

a gamebook, a reader here has a different binary—read the book one way or the other. 

But the protagonist Oliveira notes, “By literature, you understand, I mean everything that can be said or thought” 

(447). Perhaps through Cortázar’s inclusion of more, through the very idea of expansion, the artifice of reading can 

be more akin to Oliveira’s everything. For Didion, the last sentence “should open the piece up, … make you start 

reading from page one.” Cortázar’s strategy does this, though he redefines what page one is. He shows us there are 

at least two ways to read. And two is one more step toward everything. 

Similar to how the characters and plot and stuff of life are unwieldy in Hopscotch, the experience of reading it is 

unwieldy as well. This invites an accidental multiplicity. Several times I forgot the chapter number to turn to and 

was caught in a limbo which I could choose or not choose to correct. Other times I continued reading past the 

chapter into the next one. This preempted a different liminality, unacknowledged in my first reading but technically 

incorrect in the second, causing me now to miss out on several other chapters I would have been circumnavigated to 

in between. Would I opt for the wormhole, only now discovering it existed in the first place? 

Carmen Maria Machado’s memoir, In the Dream House is a wormhole in and of itself. Introspective of the patterns 

of trauma caused by an abusive relationship, it explores variations of its theme to add up a comprehensive story. 

Each chapter name begins with Dream House as, a fill-in-the-blank that defines the pages that follow. With no 

index, these chapters are blinding while ultimately intersecting—“Dream House as Déjà Vu” repeats three times, the 

words changing slightly each instance towards a deeper darkness. As their titles imply, haven’t we’ve been here 

before? Yes and no. 

Dream House—in addition to playing inside genre and other tropes of artmaking—has a 15-page section called 

“Dream House as Choose Your Own Adventure.®” As with Hopscotch, loops here are of interest: make a certain 

choice, and you find yourself reading the same page later. This is trauma. Recurrence. There are four unnavigable 

pages—discover them, and Machado embodies her abuser: “It is impossible to find your way here naturally … Does 

that make you feel good, that you cheated to get here?” (177) Or, she sympathizes as herself: “There’s no way to get 

here from the choices given. You flipped here because you got sick of the cycle … You’re smarter than me” (167). 

You soon realize getting out is Sisyphean because you’re not yet done with the book. This is trauma. Recurrence. 

Your choices then highlight the experience of not having a choice—you’re ultimately returned to a choiceless page-

by-page experience again. Even wrong choices terminating with “END” tell you the page to exit to, which is to say 

continue from. Multiplicity here allows Machado to showcase abuse’s chilling singularity. This is trauma. 

Recurrence. 

(It’s worth noting that readers agree to go page-by-page until instructed not to. This is a mutual arrangement with 

the writer, but there’s nothing forcing us to read in this way. We could go back to front, here and there. Yet we read 

in order for clarity’s sake. But what of that shame of flipping to the final page before you’ve finished?) 

All books—fiction, memoir, poetry, what have you—are ways of seeing the truth in varying degrees. In “Dream 

House as Nightmare on Elm Street,” Machado entertains an alternative universe, one in which she is safe. But then 

she reroutes the reader to the main path, the real story. We want to know how it—the story we’ve been reading, the 

right one—ends. She anticipates this in a chapter called “Dream House as Ending,” where she asks the fundamental 

question of making gamebooks: when do you stop? If a story can be multiple by way of interactivity, then, like life, 

why would you ever choose to be done? Boredom? Satisfaction? Despair? 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781644450031
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The hopscotched version of Hopscotch ends in a loop, the reader moving from Chapter 131 to Chapter 58 ad 

infinitum. In the original Bantam Books series, you encounter a kind of Game Over when you kill the second-person 

character or finish the plot, but you can always flip to the next page, correct your previous choice, begin again. One 

of the issues with reader participation is clearly the pure technical effort of inventing, anticipating, and orchestrating 

multiple pathways within a singular text. But perhaps the more existential problem is that it makes a book difficult 

to really end. The work exists to showcase there is no right choice; each has consequences. As in Bandersnatch, 

some are flashier, sadder. The experience is then about sampling them all. Of remaining within. 

Stories are tools to shape life, providing structure from otherwise chaos. The difference between our lives and 

narrative is a beginning, middle, and end. I like to think books built for interactivity are less about the linearity of 

story and more about the power of the cyclical. They prime us to pay attention to interconnection, the possibilities 

that could be,  should be, won’t be depending on factors pre-decided by the author and also chosen by the reader in 

the moment. Retrospection, too, can be narrative, a looking back at the aggregate. A realization of quantity, a 

comparison of quality. A gradient instead of a line. 

Morelli, the author character in Hopscotch’s Expendable Chapters, writes over and over the end to his own book, “a 

single sentence: ‘Underneath it all he knew that one cannot go beyond because there isn’t any.’ A wall … of words 

that illustrate the meaning of the sentence, the collision with a wall behind which there is nothing. But towards the 

bottom and on the right, in one of the sentences the word any is missing. A sensitive eye can discover the hole 

among the bricks” (370). If writing is a consolidation of the infinite, then reading maybe is our search for the 

everything in anything. And so regardless of what’s been arranged for us, we choose to imagine it. Regardless of 

order, we turn to the next page. We are both compelled and compel ourselves to read, the result of which teaches us 

we will always find a way to make it through. 

BandersnatchBantam BooksCarmen Maria Machadochoose your own adventureDavid SchwartzHopscotchJulio 

Cortázar 

 

David Lerner Schwartz 

David Lerner Schwartz is the writer in residence at St. Albans in Washington, DC. He holds an MFA from the 

Bennington Writing Seminars where he was a recipient of the MFA Alumni Writer’s Grant. His work has been 

published or is forthcoming in Witness, SmokeLong Quarterly, Quartz, and New York Magazine and has been 

produced by Red Bull Theater for its Short New Play Festival. He serves as the fiction editor of Four Way Review. 

 

https://lithub.com/how-choose-your-own-adventure-continues-to-show-up-in-literary-fiction/ 

https://lithub.com/tag/bandersnatch/
https://lithub.com/tag/bantam-books/
https://lithub.com/tag/carmen-maria-machado/
https://lithub.com/tag/choose-your-own-adventure/
https://lithub.com/tag/david-schwartz/
https://lithub.com/tag/hopscotch/
https://lithub.com/tag/julio-cortazar/
https://lithub.com/tag/julio-cortazar/
https://lithub.com/author/davidschwartz/
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Humans domesticated horses – new tech could help archaeologists figure out where and when 
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In the increasingly urbanized world, few people still ride horses for reasons beyond sport or leisure. However, on 

horseback, people, goods and ideas moved across vast distances, shaping the power structures and social systems of 

the premechanized era. From the trade routes of the Silk Road or the great Mongol Empire to the equestrian nations 

of the American Great Plains, horses were the engines of the ancient world. 

Where, when and how did humans first domesticate horses? 

Tracing the origins of horse domestication in the prehistoric era has proven to be an exceedingly difficult task. 

Horses – and the people who care for them – tend to live in remote, dry or cold grassland regions, moving often and 

leaving only ephemeral marks in the archaeological record. In the steppes, pampas and plains of the world, historic 

records are often ambiguous or absent, archaeological sites are poorly investigated and research is published in a 

variety languages. 

At the heart of the issue is a more basic struggle: How can you distinguish a “domestic” animal from its wild 

cousin? What does it even mean to be “domesticated”? And can scientists trace this process in archaeological sites 

that are thousands of years old and often consist of nothing more than piles of discarded bones? 

As an archaeozoologist, I work in a field that seeks to develop ways to do just this – and with the aid of new 

technologies, recent research is turning up some surprising answers. 

Looking for traces of domestication 

http://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-colorado-boulder-733
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2017/11/how-taming-cows-and-horses-sparked-inequality-across-ancient-world
https://scholar.google.com/citations?hl=en&user=mlo_aD8AAAAJ
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-colorado-boulder-733
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Analyzing horse bones from archaeological sites across Eurasia, 20th-century scholars argued over whether changes 

in the size and shape of horse bones might reflect the impacts of human control. They debated whether management 

of a domestic herd would leave recognizable patterns in the ages and sex of horses in the archaeological record. 

Without agreed-upon criteria for how to recognize horse domestication in the archaeological record, a staggering 

range of different ideas emerged. 

In nearly every corner of the world with grassland ecosystems and wild horses, various researchers hypothesized 

domestication began in Anatolia, Iberia, China and even North America. Some more outlandish models suggested 

an origin for horse domestication as far back as the last Ice Age, about 20,000 years ago. 

Toward the end of the 20th century, a key breakthrough in the debate came when researchers recognized that the use 

of bridle mouthpieces, known as a “bit,” can cause unique damage to the teeth of a horse, known as “bit wear.” 

 

Horse teeth exhibiting damage to the front of the second premolar, caused by a metal mouthpiece – known as ‘bit 

wear.’ William Taylor, CC BY-ND 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/124404
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317951/original/file-20200302-57517-1muwfsw.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317951/original/file-20200302-57517-1muwfsw.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317951/original/file-20200302-57517-1muwfsw.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Still the complicated nature of archaeological data has made the search for horse domestication a process of trial and 

error. For example, one famous horse with bit wear, from the site of Derievka in Ukraine, seemed to place horse 

domestication in Eastern Europe as early as around 4000 B.C. – until scientific dating showed that this animal lived 

around 600 B.C. 

Evidence from Kazakhstan 

In the late 2000s, a proliferation of scientific research seemed to narrow the field to a single, compelling answer for 

the first domestication of the horse. 

Researchers zeroed in on a site called Botai, in northern Kazakhstan, dating back to around 5,500 years ago. Nearly 

100% of the animal bones they identified there were from horses. These animals were butchered and eaten, and their 

bones were used to make a variety of tools. Some were buried in ritual pits. 

Initially, skeptics argued that the age and sex patterns of Botai horses were inconsistent with a domestic herd. 

Pastoral management involves culling young, mostly male animals, and far too many of these remains were from 

adults and females. 

However, individual teeth found at Botai showed apparent bit wear. And, in a dramatic discovery made in 2009, a 

new technique that analyzes ancient fat residues suggested that the ceramic vessels recovered at Botai once 

contained horse milk products. If true, that finding would indicate humans had raised and cared for the horses that 

produced it. 

This new biomolecular evidence appeared to place horse domestication deep into the past, around 3500 B.C. To 

some, if people were eating and milking horses, logic dictated that they must have also ridden them. 

Many researchers took this thinking a step further, using this early timeline to argue that horse domestication kicked 

off the continent-wide dispersal of Indo-European peoples and language groups around five or six thousand years 

ago. 

Newer techniques cast doubt on Botai 

As the 2020s begin, the pace of technological innovation in archaeology continues to accelerate. And new 

archaeological data have begun to trickle in from understudied areas. 

With improving methods, new information has triggered serious doubts about the Botai/Indo-European model about 

domestication. 

In a shocking 2018 study, a French research team revealed that the horses of Botai were in fact not the domestic 

horse (Equus caballus) at all, but instead Equus przewalskii – the Przewalski’s horse, a wild animal with no 

documented evidence of management by human societies. 

https://www.latimes.com/archives/la-xpm-1995-03-14-wr-42503-story.html
https://www.researchgate.net/publication/281350504_Early_horse_domestication_on_the_Eurasian_steppe
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.1168594
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.1168594
https://press.princeton.edu/books/paperback/9780691148182/the-horse-the-wheel-and-language
https://theconversation.com/archaeological-discoveries-are-happening-faster-than-ever-before-helping-refine-the-human-story-128743
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.aao3297
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A family of wild Przewalski’s horses at sunset in Khustai National Park, Mongolia, where they have been 

reintroduced following their near-extinction. William Taylor, CC BY-ND 

Another project using ancient DNA analysis of human remains from Botai showed no genetic links between the 

area’s ancient residents and Indo-European groups, undermining the idea that horse domestication at Botai 

stimulated a continental dispersal on horseback. 

In the ensuing chaos, researchers must now find a way to piece together the horse’s story, and find an explanation 

that fits these new facts. 

Some, including the equine DNA researchers who published the new discoveries, now suggest that Botai represents 

a separate, failed domestication event of Przewalski’s horse. 

Other scholars now seek to reevaluate the archaeological and historical records around the horse’s initial 

domestication with a more skeptical eye. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/317950/original/file-20200302-57512-aj8ppb.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317950/original/file-20200302-57512-aj8ppb.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2018/05/these-asian-hunter-gatherers-may-have-been-first-people-domesticate-horses
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2018/05/these-asian-hunter-gatherers-may-have-been-first-people-domesticate-horses
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2018/02/ancient-dna-upends-horse-family-tree
https://images.theconversation.com/files/317950/original/file-20200302-57512-aj8ppb.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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As of the writing of this story, the oldest clearly identified remains of the modern domestic horse, Equus caballus, 

date back only as far as about 2000 B.C. – to the chariot burials of Russia and Central Asia. From here, researchers 

are scrambling backwards in time, seeking to find the “big bang” of the human-horse relationship. 

 

Pastoral herding is still a key way of life in Mongolia, and horses are important as both livestock and 

transportation. Orsoo Bayarsaikhan Photography, CC BY-ND 

No clear answers, but a path forward 

New data from places typically left out of the conversation, such as Mongolia, may help fill the holes in the story of 

horse domestication. 

My colleagues and I, led by Shevan Wilkin, recently recovered ancient proteins from the teeth of Mongolia’s ancient 

herders that suggest these pastoralists who lived around 3000 B.C. drank the milk of cattle or sheep or goats – with 

no evidence they drank milk from horses. 

In fact, much of Central Asia may not have had domestic horses at all until well after 2000 B.C. Another recent 

study suggests the late second millennium B.C. saw a spike in the frequency of domestic horses across the 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/318141/original/file-20200302-18303-8dxwf5.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318141/original/file-20200302-18303-8dxwf5.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.facebook.com/OrsooBayarsaikhanPhotography/
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=vi30G9cAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=ao
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41559-020-1120-y
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41598-020-57735-y
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318141/original/file-20200302-18303-8dxwf5.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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continent – perhaps because the innovation of horseback riding occurred much later than researchers had commonly 

assumed. 

The urgent question now becomes: Where did the first ancestors of the modern domestic horse first find themselves 

under human care? And what does this tell researchers about the rest of human history that followed? 

In the decades to come, the story of humans and horses is likely to be dramatically rewritten – maybe more than 

once. 

 

Scientists work to extract collagen at the Max Planck Institute for the Science of Human History in Jena, Germany, 

to identify ancient horse bones from Central Asia for DNA analysis. William Taylor, CC BY-ND 

Archaeologists must continue to use cutting-edge technology, constantly reevaluating old conclusions developed 

with earlier techniques. DNA and biomolecular data must be paired with other kinds of information, such as skeletal 

clues, that can tell us how horses were bridled, exerted or cared for. That can help to distinguish wild horses from 

early domestic horses managed by humans. 

Species identifications from archaeological sites must be made using DNA rather than assumed (as at Botai) – and 

each specimen must be directly radiocarbon dated to determine its age, rather than lumped in with other similar 

objects and dated through guesswork (as at Derievka). 

https://doi.org/10.1038/s41598-020-57735-y
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318140/original/file-20200302-18303-1q59bl4.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318140/original/file-20200302-18303-1q59bl4.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://www.smithsonianmag.com/smithsonian-institution/how-dan-zebra-stopped-ill-fated-governent-breeding-program-tracks-180973542/
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Most importantly, archaeologists must continue to dive deeper into the archaeological record of the desert and 

grassland regions of the Old World – Eastern Europe, Russia, Central Asia, Mongolia and elsewhere – where the 

secrets of the past have not yet all been brought to light. 

 

https://theconversation.com/humans-domesticated-horses-new-tech-could-help-archaeologists-figure-out-where-

and-when-
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%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&ut

m_term=Humans%20domesticated%20horses%20%20new%20tech%20could%20help%20archaeologists%20figure
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