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Ravana 

by Vivek Narayanan 
Issue no. 229 (Summer 2019) 

after Valmiki’s Ramayana (Aranya Kanda, Sarga 46) 

                                Dressed simply but not 

               without elegance, holding ritual 

                     staff and parasol 

Radiating gloom, like an asteroid with designs on a star  

like night’s curved shadow that swims across the Earth 

like the darkness of our Sun in its deepest explosions 

like the planet Budhan about to take hold of Rohini 

like Saturn advancing on Chitra  

like the forests and cities and far ridges of infinity  

      each planetary body with its moons each moon that governs  

               a forgone set of miserable inhabitants 

like the afterglow of a gamma-ray burst 

like the coma of gas that covers the nucleus of a comet 

like comets, dirty snowballs, signing the skies with their anger 

like the coronal holes stirring in solar wind 

like clouds obscuring double stars of dwarf galaxies 

like the Doppler reading suddenly shifted into the blue 

            like the black sphere of the event 

like the flare in a field of view 

like the imaginary mind on the galactic plane  

         already hollow 

like halos and brown disks with spiral arms 

   like Jupiter’s bloodshot eye 

      like a supernova in its galactic host 

like the warm-blooded animal’s infrared glow 

               like the ionized air 

like the untold spheres of the Kuiper Belt 

like the light curve of an astral orb diminishing in relation to time 

like molecular clouds stanching all light behind them 

like the protoplanet revealed in the eclipse 

like our own moon in its uncountable rilles 

         like the Jovian body  

                     with its back to the Sun. 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bb4d9c50e7&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bb4d9c50e7&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bb4d9c50e7&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bb4d9c50e7&e=d538c8f2e0
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Neuron-like chips could help revert neurological damage 

Rosa García-Verdugo  

Could there be bio-chips for Alzheimer’s soon? Image: Pixabay 

A team of scientists 1 at two British universities, Bath and Bristol, have developed neuron-like chips that 

could revert the neurological damage caused by neurodegenerative diseases like Alzheimer’s. These chips do 

not only resemble neuronal function but are also very efficient and low energy consuming. Can we ask for 

more? 

Obviously, when I say chip, I mean a silicon chip, like those powering your computer or your mobile. 

However, this one actually behaves just like a brain cell, registering and responding to the electrical signals 

typical among neurons in the nervous system. 

How they trained those chips to respond like neurons, you ask 

It might seem like a small thing but to get here, the researchers had to combine knowledge in physics, biology 

and computer science to resemble neuronal function. First they had to analyse the intracellular ionic currents 

and transmembrane voltages. Then, they had to study the different patterns of activity of various types of 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/02/neuron-like-chips-could-help-revert-neurological-damage/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6581-1
https://starvingneuron.com/neurociencia/the-smell-of-disease/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Silicon_Chip
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neurons in rat hippocampus and respiratory cortex in response to a range of stimuli. Later, they had to use this 

data to program the analog electronic circuit in the chip to respond just like those neurons would under the 

same stimulation protocols. And so, they achieved a chip’s accuracy higher than 95% percent. 

Like we already mentioned, these chips only need about 140 nanowatts of power, while your mobile needs in 

the range of the tens of miliwatts. A difference in scale of about a million times!! 

This little energy demand, coupled with the ability to replicate the non-linearity (a stronger input current does 

not necessarily mean a stronger output one) of neural responses, make these neuron-like chips a powerful 

candidate for future bio-implants, with the potential to help revert neurological damage. 

However, it is early days for this technology. That’s why I would not like to raise unheeded hope at this stage. 

It is a promise, but not for any time soon! 

References 

Kamal Abu-Hassan et al (2019) Optimal solid state neurons Nature Communications doi: 10.1038/s41467-

019-13177-3 ↩ 

written by 

Rosa García-Verdugo 

 

Rosa studied Biochemistry at University of Oviedo and, after working for a while in immunology at the 

Center for Biological Research (CIB) and another brief period of systems biology at the Center for Genomic 

Regulation (CRG), she eventually got her PhD in systems neurobiology at the Max-Planck-Institute of 

Neurobiology in Munich. Her research deals with neuronal plasticity in mouse visual cortex and big 2-photon 

microscopes. 

Website:http://starvingneuron.com 

Twitter:@starvingneuron 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/02/neuron-like-chips-could-help-revert-neurological-

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

Mapping+Ignorance%29 

https://www.usenix.org/legacy/event/atc10/tech/full_papers/Carroll.pdf
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41467-019-13177-3
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41467-019-13177-3
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/02/neuron-like-chips-could-help-revert-neurological-damage/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#origin-note-6581-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
http://starvingneuron.com/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=starvingneuron&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/02/neuron-like-chips-could-help-revert-neurological-damage/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/02/neuron-like-chips-could-help-revert-neurological-damage/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/02/neuron-like-chips-could-help-revert-neurological-damage/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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Vaccines without needles – new shelf-stable film could revolutionize how medicines are distributed 

worldwide 

Author 

Maria Croyle 

Professor of Pharmaceutics, University of Texas at Austin 

Disclosure statement 

The film technology developed in the Croyle Laboratory at the College of Pharmacy, University of Texas at 

Austin, has been licensed to a new startup company based in Chapel Hill, North Carolina for which Dr. 

Croyle is a scientific advisor. Dr. Croyle currently receives funding from the National Institutes of Health. 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/maria-croyle-973594
https://theconversation.com/profiles/maria-croyle-973594
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Partners 

View all partners 

 

We believe in the free flow of information 

The race is on to identify an effective vaccine for the COVID-19 virus. Once discovered, the next challenge 

will be manufacturing and distributing it around the world. 

My research group has developed a novel method to stabilize live viruses and other biological medicines in a 

rapidly dissolving film that does not require refrigeration and can be given by mouth. 

Since the ingredients to make the film are inexpensive and the process is relatively simple, it could make 

vaccine campaigns much more affordable. Large quantities could be shipped and distributed easily given its 

flat, space saving shape. 

Globally, vaccination rates have improved over the past decade, but are still too low – 13.5 million children 

were not vaccinated in 2018. This new technology, recently published in the journal Science Advances, has 

the potential to dramatically improve global access to vaccines and other biological medicines. 

Inspired by hard candy 

 

Not your grandmother’s vaccine. Maria Croyle, CC BY-ND 

My research team began developing this technology in 2007, when the National Institutes of Health asked us 

to develop a needle-free, shelf-stable delivery method for a vaccine. 

https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aau4819
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aau4819
https://ourworldindata.org/vaccination
https://doi.org/10.1126/sciadv.aau4819
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318397/original/file-20200303-66084-1403psg.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&rect=0%2C177%2C2297%2C1661&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318397/original/file-20200303-66084-1403psg.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&rect=0%2C177%2C2297%2C1661&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318397/original/file-20200303-66084-1403psg.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&rect=0,177,2297,1661&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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The idea of developing a film was inspired by a documentary about how the DNA of insects and other living 

things can be preserved for millions of years in amber. This got us thinking about hard candy, like my 

grandmother used to make. 

It was a simple idea, yet no one had tried it. So we went to work mixing a variety of formulations containing 

natural ingredients like sugars and salts and testing them for their ability to form a solid amber-like candy. 

Initially, many of the preparations we tested either killed the organism as the film formed or crystallized 

during storage, shredding the virus or the bacteria we were trying to preserve. 

 

Vaccines like those for measles, polio, influenza, hepatitis B and Ebola, as well as many of the therapeutic 

antibodies used to treat infections and cancer, can be carefully sandwiched between protective layers. Stephen 

C. Schafer, CC BY-ND 

But finally, after about 450 tries over the course of a year, we found a formulation that could suspend viruses 

and bacteria in a peelable film. 

As we gained more experience with the production process, we worked to simplify it so extensive technical 

training would not be needed to make it. Additionally, we tweaked the ingredients so they would dry faster, 

enabling one to make a batch of vaccine in the morning and ship it after lunch. 

I’m involved with a startup aiming to get this technology to market within the next two years. 

More benefits 

All stored vaccines lose their potency over time. The rate at which they do so mostly depends on 

the temperature at which they are kept. Keeping vaccines continuously refrigerated is difficult and 

expensive – and in some parts of the world, nearly impossible. So creating a vaccine that can be stored and 

transported at room temperature is a huge advantage. 

The biggest breakthrough for this project came when we were finishing up our Ebola vaccine project and 

found films containing virus made three years ago, stored in a sealed container on the lab bench. On a whim, 

we rehydrated them and tested them to determine if the vaccine was still capable of inducing an immune 

response. To our surprise, more than 95% of the viruses in the film were still active. To achieve this kind of 

shelf-life for an unrefrigerated vaccine was astonishing. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/318668/original/file-20200304-66052-112hifn.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318668/original/file-20200304-66052-112hifn.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://doi.org/10.1586/erv.09.20
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.vaccine.2007.02.052
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.vaccine.2007.02.052
https://theconversation.com/cracking-the-cold-chain-challenge-is-key-to-making-vaccines-ubiquitous-99329
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318668/original/file-20200304-66052-112hifn.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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The film can stabilize the vaccine in a space-saving format, making it easier to ship and distribute around the 

globe. Stephen Schafer and Maria Croyle, CC BY-NC-SA 

The ecological footprint left by global immunization campaigns is not often considered. The 2004 Philippine 

Measles Elimination Campaign, which immunized 18 million children in one month, generated 19.5 million 

syringes, or 143 tons of sharps waste and nearly 80 tons of nonhazardous waste – empty vials, syringe 

wrappers, caps, cotton swabs and packaging. The implications for a larger campaign are significant. 

Our film, by contrast, can be distributed by health workers equipped with only an envelope containing the 

vaccine. Once taken, it will leave no trace, except for a healthy global population. 

https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-

medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-

132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%

205%202020%20-

%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020

%20-

%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-

stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide 

  

https://images.theconversation.com/files/318436/original/file-20200303-66069-18ofksf.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318436/original/file-20200303-66069-18ofksf.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/
https://noharm-global.org/documents/disposal-mass-immunization-waste-without-incineration
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://theconversation.com/vaccines-without-needles-new-shelf-stable-film-could-revolutionize-how-medicines-are-distributed-worldwide-132479?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%205%202020%20-%201553214840+Version+A+CID_7ca40abd2d0832ac71dc992aaa1b2c2a&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Vaccines%20without%20needles%20%20new%20shelf-stable%20film%20could%20revolutionize%20how%20medicines%20are%20distributed%20worldwide
https://images.theconversation.com/files/318436/original/file-20200303-66069-18ofksf.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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VIA FARRAR, STRAUS AND GIROUX 

The Hidden Power of the Passive Protagonist 

Jessi Jezewska Stevens on Characters with Perpetual Potential 

By Jessi Jezewska Stevens 

 

Here’s a dull joke (all jokes with semicolons are): a novelist spends her twenties not going out or talking to 

people very much; a few years later, she finds her sudden and primary responsibility to be going out and 

talking to people, specifically about the book she wrote. 

The upside is that interviewers and readers are fortunately much better at querying what the novelist has 

written than she is, which turns talking about the book into a process of (re)discovery. One of the things I’ve 

rediscovered about my own book, though recent conversations, is that it revolves around a passive (or at least 

initially passive) character, and that this is a choice that comes with risks. 

I’ve been reflecting on those risks. Passive protagonists can ruin things for any number of reasons. They resist 

and retard drama. They lack motivation. They’re weak. These are but a few of the warnings touted out against 

passivity in writing workshops. There’s perhaps a special danger in writing a passive woman, a trope that 

https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374720926
https://lithub.com/author/jessijezewskastevens/
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rests on centuries of male underestimation of the weaker sex. Each of these disclaimers has its merits, and one 

must proceed with caution. Even still, I feel motivated to make at least half an argument for the passive, lazy 

lead, who, despite the wisdom of popular craft, I also find uniquely useful for cutting through the bullshit of a 

very troubled world. 

* 

If there is precedent for the narrative utility of the acquiescent disposition, then its first and most famous 

exponent must be Voltaire’s optimist, Candide. “He combined a true judgement with a simplicity of spirit, 

which was the reason, I apprehend, of his being called Candide,” the novel begins. In other words, at first 

characterization, Candide is a little stupid, and that is exactly his charm. Too gullible for cynicism, too simple 

for ambition, he instigates almost none of the obstacles on his ill-fated, picaresque path. He is, in a sense, the 

anti-Virgil of the absurd. 

Candide embodies the first virtue of the kind of passive protagonist I’d like to consider here: the reservation 

of judgement and a deference to fate. That Candide is able to maintain the conviction that he lives in the “best 

of all possible worlds” through a series of increasingly violent misfortunes is a feat that can only be achieved 

by forgoing reflection and protest; rather than rejecting the vengeful illogic of a world uniquely designed to 

screw him over, Candide exists in the moment. He is good-natured, genial, fundamentally optimistic and only 

ever accidentally wise—the kind of person who throws others’ intelligence and cynicism into relief. Here lie 

the Berty Woosters of the world, through whom we meet a Jeeves. 

The caveat, of course, is that Candide—or Bertie Wooster, for that matter—is entertaining only insofar as his 

dimwittedness leads to plot-inducing, picaresque shenanigans. For this reason, by page three, Candide has 

already been evicted from “the best of all possible palaces,” the event that kicks off a series of mortal 

tragedies including torture, shipwreck, imprisonment, and worse. (One of the darkest jokes, really, is that 

Candide seems unable to die.) Once this quest begins, the protagonist is forced to make decisions, thereby 

becoming not so passive at all. Passive protagonists aren’t completely resistant to drama, then. It just takes a 

certain kind of exaggerated world to force them to respond. 

I find some variation of this pattern in many of my favorite novels. In Amos Tutuola’s The Palm Wine 

Drinkard, an alcoholic wanders off into the Nigerian bush in the hope of resurrecting his top palm tree tapper. 

Karl, the engineering drop-out at the center of Kafka’s wonderfully ridiculous Amerika (which he wrote, 

famously, without ever having visited the States), glides through a series of increasingly roguish escapades 

after his parents banish him from Germany to New York. The list goes on: The unnamed, underemployed 

narrator of Anna Burns’s Milkman has no greater ambition than to go on long runs and read novels, and 

would happily do just that, if only she weren’t being stalked by a powerful Irish nationalist; the pregnant 

protagonist of Marie NDiaye’s Rosie Carpe is so psychologically and financially exhausted that she has no 

choice but to follow a stranger through a haunted Caribbean landscape and, later, deep into a family mystery. 

And where would Du Maurier’s Rebecca be without our insipid narrator, whose maddening passivity throws 

the posthumous power of the first Mrs. de Winter into relief? 

Limpid agency can be a state of potential, the precursor to obsessive quests. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780802133632
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780802133632
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781644450000
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Perhaps the most potent counter-proof to those suspicious of the narrative potential of passivity 

is Bartleby, whose central conflict is defined by two of Anglophone literature’s most superlative wet noodles 

to date. Bartleby’s inertia (“I’d prefer not to”), combined with his employer’s spinelessness, becomes an 

unlikely and yet undeniable recipe for tragicomic drama. 

All of these novels reveal a second advantage of the passive character: limpid agency can be a state of 

potential, the precursor to obsessive quests. (Bartleby takes this even further by making the lawyer’s a 

stationary quest, as he endeavors to evict the scrivener from the immediate vicinity his own office.) Rather 

than issuing passive narrators an endorsement carte blanche, we might say that we support them insofar as 

they exist to motivate a quest. 

Conveniently, the quest is also one of the most fundamental forms of novelistic plot. So argued Russian 

formalist Viktor Shklovsky in his foundational Theory of Prose. In the tale he offers as a prime example, the 

Russian legend of ‘The Rooster and the Hen,’ we recognize the hapless nature of our favorite archetype. In 

Shklovsky’s summary, a hen trades trades a pin for a rooster’s pea, whereupon the imbecile rooster promptly 

eats the pin and begins to choke. This prompts the hen to run to the sea to ask for water; the sea agrees on the 

condition that the hen first bring her a badger’s tusks; the badger agrees only if the hen procures an acorn; the 

oak tree agrees if only the hen will … et cetera, et cetera. The relationships between events in the hen’s quest 

are chosen less to preserve the logic of the plausible—of character motive or cause-and-effect—than to 

prevent the story from ending too soon, or in the wrong place, or on the wrong note. It is these delay tactics, 

Shklovksy argues, or “peripeteia,” that form the foundation of plot. 

But there is another, implicit, and equally important ingredient here: the aimless, obliging nature of the central 

character of the hen. It is her naive disposition allows her to fall prey to the frivolous whim that instigates her 

quest, and, later, to be hoodwinked into the detours that prevent her from completing it too rapidly. 

In my own novel, my narrator, Percy Q, is so in denial about the transitions in her life that she is poised to 

welcome any distraction from them, including a disturbing, mysterious exhibition catalog that arrives in the 

mail. The title is “The Exhibition of Persephone Q,” and Percy recognizes herself as the woman in the 

pictures it displays. The knowledge that she is featured in a gallery show—and her subsequent indignation, 

when no one else believes her claim that she is the woman in the pictures—becomes the perfect 

procrastination technique. What a relief! Neglecting her marriage and her impending motherhood, she throws 

her whole heart into convincing everyone she can that she is the real Persephone Q, only to wind up doubting 

her own ability to recognize herself. When I was writing the book, I felt it was her very lack of worldly 

ambition, her will for self-delusion, that made her suitable for such a plot. 

Honestly, revisiting this summary, I’m still unsure whether Percy qualifies as passive in the way we’ve been 

discussing it or not. But I do think the quest-as-plot, combined with a slightly lazy lead, is appropriate for a 

moment when our suspension of disbelief for “peripeteia” is at an all-time low. The attentiveness of Silicon 

Valley to resolving the minor frictions of day-to-day, middle-class life has left it nearly, well, frictionless; 

Amazon Prime has done a number on character motive by reducing the need to ever leave the house. Consider 

this revision to a famous opening line: Mrs. Dalloway said she’d order the flowers herself. Substituting the 

original “buy” with “order” eliminates the need for plunging into London’s Streets, for meeting the people 

that Mrs. Dalloway does. It ruins the occasion for writing a novel at all. 

I also think there’s a case to be made for the passive character as implausible hero of the American novel. 
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Obviously a contemporary protagonist might easily and believably head to the florist’s (although, would 

today’s readers believe as strongly in the motive of procuring those flowers for a dinner party….?) But it 

takes a certain kind of unfrazzled, unrushed character—by today’s standards, a slacker—to physically visit 

the florist in a world where there’s an app for that. Yet, even as the surfaces of life become ever sleeker and 

slicker, the feeling persists that everything beneath that surface is rotten. This leaves writers in a mild 

paradox. We need novels for rooting out that rottenness, even as raw material of narrative—our lives—

becomes increasingly inimical to plot. 

 

The Exhibition of Persephone Q by Jessi Jezewska Stevens is available now via Farrar, Straus and Giroux. 

FSGJessi Jezewska StevensProtagonistpsychologytechnologyThe Exhibition of Persephone QTheory of Prose 

I don’t think it’s too much of an exaggeration to say that, because of this tech-aided divergence between the 

surfaces and the souls of things, the current American condition is one of feeling perpetually gaslighted. Our 

https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374720926
https://lithub.com/tag/fsg/
https://lithub.com/tag/jessi-jezewska-stevens/
https://lithub.com/tag/protagonist/
https://lithub.com/tag/psychology/
https://lithub.com/tag/technology/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-exhibition-of-persephone-q/
https://lithub.com/tag/theory-of-prose/
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government and corporations assure us we’re doing better than ever, even as intuition tells we almost 

certainly are not. This sets the stage for the kind of story in which an average American citizen would like 

nothing more than to mind her own business, except she can’t, due to the nagging feeling that something is 

terribly, terribly wrong. That premonition becomes an obsession, an illness, and, in a novel, the motivation for 

a quest: If only one could put this presentiment of disaster into words. 

If feeling gaslighted is a viable diagnosis of our contemporary unease, then I also think there’s a case to be 

made for the passive character as implausible hero of the American novel, someone who can move through 

the world with Candide’s accidental wisdom while letting it damn itself. Enter the passive protagonist, the 

quest. Only someone with a great deal of free time can go chasing after windmills, after all. 

This is hardly the only applicable model. By the time this essay runs, I suspect it will have already expired, 

the world moved on to something else. If I’m to write a second book, I might choose a different approach 

myself. In fact, I hope I would. But old habits die hard, and I’m not much one for self-improvement—

probably I won’t. 

__________________________________ 

Viktor Shklovsky 

 

 

 

 

 

Jessi Jezewska Stevens 

Jessi Jezewska Stevens holds a BA in mathematics from Middlebury College and an MFA in fiction from 

Columbia University. Her stories and essays have appeared in The Paris Review, Tin House, Guernica, 

BOMB, and elsewhere. She lives in New York, where she teaches fiction. The Exhibition of Persephone Q is 

her debut novel. 

 

https://lithub.com/the-hidden-power-of-the-passive-protagonist/  

https://lithub.com/tag/viktor-shklovsky/
https://lithub.com/author/jessijezewskastevens/
https://lithub.com/the-hidden-power-of-the-passive-protagonist/
https://lithub.com/author/jessijezewskastevens/
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Why working from home might be less sustainable 

 

 

Zero commute, no office energy consumption – working from home seems the most sustainable solution. But 

the answer to impact isn’t that simple. 

 

By Meredith Turits 
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Car engines running, office heaters pumping – work as we know it has a substantial carbon footprint. 

Shouldn’t workers ditch the drive to a large office building and trade it in for the commute from their bed to 

their computer? 

The answer to creating a more sustainable future of work is not quite that simple. It may seem intuitive to 

believe that working from home is universally better for the environment year-round. Sustainability, after all, 

relies on a reduction in emissions, much of which come from petrol-powered engines in commuter cars and 

the massive amount of energy consumed by large buildings. Working remotely would seem to solve many of 

these problems: zero commute, and fewer seats to heat and cool in offices. 

That may not be case, however – or not exactly. 

Research from WSP UK, a London-based consulting firm specialising in engineering, shows that remote 

work in the UK may only be more environmentally friendly in the summer. Examining the carbon output of 

200 UK-based workers across different locations, researchers found that the environmental impact of remote 

work was higher in the winter due to the need to heat individual workers’ buildings versus one office 

building. 

“Energy management in buildings is generally more sophisticated than at individual homes,” says David 

Symons, Future Ready Lead and Director of Sustainability at WSP UK. Because each individual remote 

worker keeps the heating on and tends to heat the entire house, working in a single office building ends up 

having a lower impact – even with the commute added in. 

 

https://www.wsp.com/en-GB/insights/office-vs-home-working-how-we-can-save-our-carbon-footprint
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Aircon is a major sustainability variable, as it usually consumes more energy than heating (Credit: Getty 

Images) 

In the summer, however, working from home makes environmental sense because consumption of energy is 

far lower than in the winter. “We don’t have air con in the UK, so as a result it’s much more carbon efficient 

to work from home in the summer because you haven’t got heating,” says Symons. 

Global variables 

The question of work-from-home sustainability, however, is an onion: there are far more layers to the answer 

than one study of UK workers can provide. 

Chief among these is that energy consumption patterns around the world are incredibly varied. For 

instance, in Norway, more than 40% of vehicles sold in 2019 were electric – an increase of a third over the 

prior year. The impact of commutes in Norway, and throughout the Nordic countries, is far lower than other 

parts of the world that are still highly reliant on petrol, such as the UK and US. And many major cities that 

consume substantial energy don’t rely on cars for commuting, but rather public transport. Each of these 

individual elements shifts the calculus for when working from home is more sustainable in each city, region 

or country. 

Then there’s air conditioning, which is a major variable. 

Different regions of the world derive energy from different sources, some more sustainable than others 

Many countries, including the US, rely on cooling far more than the UK. Aircon generally consumes more 

energy than heating, which means that cooling individual workers’ homes has even more of an impact than 

heating each home. As a result, it’s likely that calculations in aircon-dependent countries would look more 

like the UK wintertime calculations, says Kenneth Gillingham, Associate Professor of Environmental and 

Energy Economics at the Yale School of Forestry and Environmental Studies. In other words, it may not be 

efficient to work from home in the winter or the summer in these places. 

But Gillingham adds that measuring remote-worker impact doesn’t stop at temperature regulation and 

commuting. “It does very much depend on where the electricity is coming from,” he says. 

This means that thekindof energy used can also tip the scales. Different regions of the world derive energy 

from different sources, some more sustainable than others. A country such as Iceland uses a significant 

amount of clean geothermal energy to power both commercial buildings and homes. Sources also vary within 

certain countries, says Gillingham. He points to the US, in which some regions use hydro-power (clean) 

versus coal power (dirty). 

https://electrek.co/2020/01/03/56-norway-cars-plug-in-2019-tesla-model-3-best-overall/
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/environment/global-warming/geothermal-energy/
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Reforestation is one method of offsetting emissions, as it isolates carbon from the atmosphere in new trees 

and soil (Credit: Getty Images) 

Even this article has a wildly fluctuating footprint. I’ve written it in the northeastern US where it’s -1C 

degrees; I’m working from my home office and heating my entire house with gas heat. The next stop is to an 

editor working from home in Jamaica, where it’s 31C; she’s cooling her home office using aircon powered by 

fossil fuels. Finally, the editor who will sign off is in New Zealand, where it’s a delightfully temperate 20C, 

and no heating or cooling is required – but even it was, it’d likely be powered by renewable energy. 

Distributed emissions 

American automation-tool company Zapier, which has 320 employees working in 27 countries, is among the 

first fully remote companies to purchase carbon offsets to compensate for their footprint. CEO Wade Foster – 

who used to work in energy himself – says that last year Zapier offset 647 tonnes of carbon through 

reforestation. The estimate included the footprint from home offices, corporate infrastructure such as servers 

as well as travel, including bi-yearly team retreats. 

But even as companies with a heavy work-from-home infrastructure make substantial strides to reduce their 

impact, it is still possible that the calculations used to offset emissions may not be complete. 

‘What if we redesigned what it’s like to live based on how people are working?’ – Wade Foster 
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For instance, distributed companies also have a footprint through what Gillingham explains as ‘Scope 3’ 

emissions. These emissions involve general business activities such as supply chain, office supply purchases, 

etc. Say a company gives each remote worker £1,000 ($1,300) to set up a home office. The emissions to ship 

those supplies to each individual worker start tallying up in Scope 3, and could potentially be greater than 

shipping one larger box to a main office. 

This view doesn’t diminish the effort that companies with a heavy work-from-home infrastructure are 

making. But we may need to rethink – or at least re-examine – what the full picture of a remote-work 

footprint really is. 

Swinging the pendulum 

If sustainability is the future of the planet, then the remote jobs that seem like the future of work may not 

actually be. In fact, workers may end up back in offices. 

Blame it on technology. Low-emission forms of transport such as electric vehicles are quickly becoming 

cheaper and more ubiquitous – even the gas-guzzling GM Hummer is going electric. Additionally, some 

places such as the Portland in US state of Oregon don’t allow new constructions to burn fossil fuels. With 

these improvements, which are on track to outpace innovation for individual homes, there could be a point at 

which it’s never more efficient to work from home anywhere in the world. 

 

When it comes to temperature, heating one office building can be more sustainable than heating each 

worker’s own home (Credit: Getty Images) 

https://www.epa.gov/climateleadership/scope-3-inventory-guidance
https://www.epa.gov/climateleadership/scope-3-inventory-guidance
https://www.npr.org/2020/01/31/801570087/the-hummer-is-coming-back-as-an-electric-vehicle
https://thinkprogress.org/oregon-portland-fossil-fuel-infrastructure-court-5183f967d9a6/
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Still, the push to work from anywhere is loud and forceful, as are workers’ demands for environmental 

responsibility, says Libby Sander, Assistant Professor of Organisational Behaviour at Australia’s Bond 

Business School. Plus, she adds, it’s simply more expensive for companies to have physical offices. 

These factors could mean that there’s also a possible future in which sustainability efforts would pivot to 

favour creating solutions for remote workers instead. “We live in a world that’s been built around working 

from the office,” says Zapier’s Foster. “What if we redesigned what it’s like to live based on how people are 

working?” 

A near-term happy medium between working remotely and working from the office could be a company 

having their employees work from home on the same day, says Gillingham. Companies wouldn’t have to use 

office energy on those days, and also wouldn’t have to use energy for empty seats when people scatter their 

remote days. 

But with people working remotely at all, the burden of carbon impact may inadvertently fall on employees as 

it becomes incumbent on individual workers to invest in their own lower-emission infrastructure. People are 

trying to find their own solutions – such as installing solar panels or smart thermostats – but it’s all a work in 

progress. 

WSP’s Symons says that if you’re going to work from home, only cool or heat the room in which you’re 

working. It’s the “nirvanic answer”, he says. At least for now. 

 

https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20200218-why-working-from-home-might-be-less-

sustainable?xtor=ES-213-[BBC%20Features%20Newsletter]-2020March2-[Worklife%7c+Image] 

  

https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20200218-why-working-from-home-might-be-less-sustainable?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2020March2-%5bWorklife%7c+Image%5d
https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20200218-why-working-from-home-might-be-less-sustainable?xtor=ES-213-%5bBBC%20Features%20Newsletter%5d-2020March2-%5bWorklife%7c+Image%5d
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The Definitive Manifesto for Handling Haters: Anne Lamott on Priorities and How We Keep Ourselves 

Small by People-Pleasing 

“What if you wake up some day, and you’re 65… and you were just so strung out on perfectionism and 

people-pleasing that you forgot to have a big juicy creative life?” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

What makes Anne Lamott’s Bird by Bird: Some Instructions on Writing and Life (public library) so 

timelessly rewarding and one of the greatest books on writing of all time is that besides her wisdom on the 

craft, Lamott extends enormous sensitivity to and consolation for the general pathologies of the human 

condition — our insecurities, our social anxieties, our inner turmoils. Among her most powerful and 

memorable meditations in the book is that on how our perfectionism kills the creative spirit — something she 

revisited recently in a short essay on her Facebook page, spurred by a surge in negative comments and vicious 

troll attacks. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385480016/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/bird-by-bird-some-instructions-on-writing-and-life/oclc/32132867&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/29/nypl-books/#writing
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/11/22/bird-by-bird-anne-lamott/
https://www.facebook.com/AnneLamott?fref=nf
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385480016/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

22 

Lamott’s words, once again, shine with warm and luminous wisdom. Alluding to the chapter on 

perfectionism, she writes: 

 

Anne Lamott 

There’s a whole chapter on perfectionism in Bird by Bird, because it is the great enemy of the writer, and of 

life, our sweet messy beautiful screwed up human lives. It is the voice of the oppressor. It will keep you very 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/11/22/bird-by-bird-anne-lamott/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0385480016/braipick-20
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scared and restless your entire life if you do not awaken, and fight back, and if you’re an artist, it will destroy 

you. 

[…] 

Do you mind even a little that you are still addicted to people-pleasing, and are still putting everyone else’s 

needs and laundry and career ahead of your creative, spiritual life? Giving all your life force away, to “help” 

and impress. Well, your help is not helpful, and falls short. 

Look, I struggle with this. I hate to be criticized. I am just the tiniest bit more sensitive than the average bear. 

And yet, I’m a writer, so I periodically put my work out there, and sometimes like all writers, I get terrible 

reviews, so personal in nature that they leave me panting. Even with a Facebook post … do you have any idea 

what it’s like to get 500-plus negative attacks, on my character, from truly bizarre strangers. 

Really, it’s not ideal. 

Yet, I get to tell my truth. I get to seek meaning and realization. I get to live fully, wildly, imperfectly. That’s 

why I’m alive. And all I actually have to offer as a writer, is my version of life. Every single thing that has 

happened to me is mine. As I’ve said a hundred times, if people wanted me to write more warmly about them, 

they should have behaved better. 

She reminds us that we don’t find time for what matters, we make time — and the priorities we set define our 

destiny: 

Is it okay with you that you blow off your writing, or whatever your creative/spiritual calling, because your 

priority is to go to the gym or do yoga five days a week? Would you give us one of those days back, to play or 

study poetry? To have an awakening? Have you asked yourself lately, “How alive am I willing to be?” It’s all 

going very quickly. It’s mid-May, for God’s sake. Who knew. I thought it was late February. 

It’s time to get serious about joy and fulfillment, work on our books, songs, dances, gardens. But 

perfectionism is always lurking nearby, like the demonic prowling lion in the Old Testament, waiting to 

pounce. It will convince you that your work-in-progress is not great, and that you may never get published. 

(Wait, forget the prowling satanic lion — your parents, living or dead, almost just as loudly either way, and 

your aunt Beth, and your passive-aggressive friends, whom we all think you should ditch, are going to ask, 

“Oh, you’re writing again? That’s nice. Do you have an agent?”) 

She reminds us, too, of something that Debbie Millman articulated beautifully in her 2013 commencement 

address, advising aspiring creators: “Imagine immensities, don’t compromise, and don’t waste time. Start 

now. Not 20 years from now, not two weeks from now. Now.” Lamott echoes this sentiment with exquisite, 

poetic rawness: 

Oh my God, what if you wake up some day, and you’re 65, or 75, and you never got your memoir or novel 

written; or you didn’t go swimming in warm pools and oceans all those years because your thighs were jiggly 

and you had a nice big comfortable tummy; or you were just so strung out on perfectionism and people-

pleasing that you forgot to have a big juicy creative life, of imagination and radical silliness and staring off 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/04/29/debbie-millman-good-life-project/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/05/15/debbie-millman-look-both-ways-fail-safe/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/05/15/debbie-millman-look-both-ways-fail-safe/
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into space like when you were a kid? It’s going to break your heart. Don’t let this happen. Repent just means 

to change direction — and NOT to be said by someone who is waggling their forefinger at you. Repentance is 

a blessing. Pick a new direction, one you wouldn’t mind ending up at, and aim for that. Shoot the moon. 

Echoing Neil Gaiman, who counseled young artists to “make glorious, amazing mistakes,” Lamott concludes 

with a recipe for an antidote — the only real antidote — to perfectionism: 

Here’s how to break through the perfectionism: make a LOT of mistakes. Fall on your butt more often. Waste 

more paper, printing out your shitty first drafts, and maybe send a check to the Sierra Club. Celebrate messes 

— these are where the goods are. Put something on the calendar that you know you’ll be terrible at, like dance 

lessons, or a meditation retreat, or boot camp. Find a writing partner, who will help you with your work, by 

reading it for you, and telling you the truth about it, with respect, to help you make it better and better; for 

whom you will do the same thing. Find someone who wants to steal his or her life back, too. Now; today. One 

wild and crazy thing: wears shorts out in public if it is hot, even if your legs are milky white or heavy. Go to a 

poetry slam. Go to open mike,and read the story you wrote about the hilariously god-awful family reunion, 

with a trusted friend, even though it could be better, and would hurt Uncle Ed’s feelings if he read it, which he 

isn’t going to. 

Change his name and hair color — he won’t even recognize himself. 

At work, you begin to fulfill your artistic destiny. Wow! A reviewer may hate your style, or newspapers may 

neglect you, or 500 people may tell you that you are bitter, delusional and boring. 

Let me ask you this: in the big juicy Zorba scheme of things, who fucking cares? 

(Or, as I wrote some time ago in reflecting on my learnings from seven years of doing this: “When people try 

to tell you who you are, don’t believe them. You are the only custodian of your own integrity, and the 

assumptions made by those that misunderstand who you are and what you stand for reveal a great deal about 

them and absolutely nothing about you.”) 

Lamott is truly a mystic of the written word and of the human soul. Treat yourself to Bird by Bird for closer 

communion with her singular spirit, then revisit Benjamin Franklin’s trick for handling haters, Vi Hart 

on how to tame the trolls, and Daniel Dennett on how to criticize with kindness. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/16/anne-lamott-people-pleasing-haters-

trolls/?mc_cid=c0eed3dc87&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 
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The Bostonians 

by Henry James 

 

Previous Chapter Next Chapter 

XVI 

 

Mr. Pardon, as Olive observed, was a little out of this combination; but he was not a person to allow himself 

to droop. He came and seated himself by Miss Chancellor and broached a literary subject; he asked her if she 

were following any of the current "serials" in the magazines. On her telling him that she never followed 

anything of that sort, he undertook a defence of the serial system, which she presently reminded him that she 

had not attacked. He was not discouraged by this retort, but glided gracefully off to the question of Mount 

Desert; conversation on some subject or other being evidently a necessity of his nature. He talked very 

quickly and softly, with words, and even sentences, imperfectly formed; there was a certain amiable flatness 

in his tone, and he abounded in exclamations—"Goodness gracious!" and "Mercy on us!"—not much in use 

among the sex whose profanity is apt to be coarse. He had small, fair features, remarkably neat, and pretty 

eyes, and a moustache that he caressed, and an air of juvenility much at variance with his grizzled locks, and 

the free familiar reference in which he was apt to indulge to his career as a journalist. His friends knew that in 

spite of his delicacy and his prattle he was what they called a live man; his appearance was perfectly 

reconcilable with a large degree of literary enterprise. It should be explained that for the most part they 

attached to this idea the same meaning as Selah Tarrant—a state of intimacy with the newspapers, the 

cultivation of the great arts of publicity. For this ingenuous son of his age all distinction between the person 

and the artist had ceased to exist; the writer was personal, the person food for newsboys, and everything and 

every one were every one's business. All things, with him, referred themselves to print, and print meant 

simply infinite reporting, a promptitude of announcement, abusive when necessary, or even when not, about 

his fellow-citizens. He poured contumely on their private life, on their personal appearance, with the best 

conscience in the world. His faith, again, was the faith of Selah Tarrant—that being in the newspapers is a 

condition of bliss, and that it would be fastidious to question the terms of the privilege. He was an enfant de la 

balle, as the French say; he had begun his career, at the age of fourteen, by going the rounds of the hotels, to 

cull flowers from the big, greasy registers which lie on the marble counters; and he might flatter himself that 

he had contributed in his measure, and on behalf of a vigilant public opinion, the pride of a democratic State, 

to the great end of preventing the American citizen from attempting clandestine journeys. Since then he had 

ascended other steps of the same ladder; he was the most brilliant young interviewer on the Boston press. He 

was particularly successful in drawing out the ladies; he had condensed into shorthand many of the most 

celebrated women of his time—some of these daughters of fame were very voluminous—and he was 

supposed to have a remarkably insinuating way of waiting upon prime donne and actresses the morning after 

their arrival, or sometimes the very evening, while their luggage was being brought up. He was only twenty-

eight years old, and, with his hoary head, was a thoroughly modern young man; he had no idea of not taking 

advantage of all the modern conveniences. He regarded the mission of mankind upon earth as a perpetual 

evolution of telegrams; everything to him was very much the same, he had no sense of proportion or quality; 

but the newest thing was what came nearest exciting in his mind the sentiment of respect. He was an object of 

https://americanliterature.com/author/henry-james/book/the-bostonians/summary
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extreme admiration to Selah Tarrant, who believed that he had mastered all the secrets of success, and who, 

when Mrs. Tarrant remarked (as she had done more than once) that it looked as if Mr. Pardon was really 

coming after Verena, declared that if he was, he was one of the few young men he should want to see in that 

connexion, one of the few he should be willing to allow to handle her. It was Tarrant's conviction that if 

Matthias Pardon should seek Verena in marriage, it would be with a view to producing her in public; and the 

advantage for the girl of having a husband who was at the same time reporter, interviewer, manager, agent, 

who had the command of the principal "dailies," would write her up and work her, as it were, scientifically—

the attraction of all this was too obvious to be insisted on. Matthias had a mean opinion of Tarrant, thought 

him quite second-rate, a votary of played-out causes. It was his impression that he himself was in love with 

Verena, but his passion was not a jealous one, and included a remarkable disposition to share the object of his 

affection with the American people. 

He talked some time to Olive about Mount Desert, told her that in his letters he had described the company at 

the different hotels. He remarked, however, that a correspondent suffered a good deal to-day from the 

competition of the "lady-writers"; the sort of article they produced was sometimes more acceptable to the 

papers. He supposed she would be glad to hear that—he knew she was so interested in woman's having a free 

field. They certainly made lovely correspondents; they picked up something bright before you could turn 

round; there wasn't much you could keep away from them; you had to be lively if you wanted to get there 

first. Of course, they were naturally more chatty, and that was the style of literature that seemed to take most 

to-day; only they didn't write much but what ladies would want to read. Of course, he knew there were 

millions of lady-readers, but he intimated that he didn't address himself exclusively to the gynecæum; he tried 

to put in something that would interest all parties. If you read a lady's letter you knew pretty well in advance 

what you would find. Now, what he tried for was that you shouldn't have the least idea; he always tried to 

have something that would make you jump. Mr. Pardon was not conceited more, at least, than is proper when 

youth and success go hand in hand, and it was natural he should not know in what spirit Miss Chancellor 

listened to him. Being aware that she was a woman of culture his desire was simply to supply her with the 

pabulum that she would expect. She thought him very inferior; she had heard he was intensely bright, but 

there was probably some mistake; there couldn't be any danger for Verena from a mind that took merely a 

gossip's view of great tendencies. Besides, he wasn't half educated, and it was her belief, or at least her hope, 

that an educative process was now going on for Verena (under her own direction) which would enable her to 

make such a discovery for herself. Olive had a standing quarrel with the levity, the good-nature, of the 

judgements of the day; many of them seemed to her weak to imbecility, losing sight of all measures and 

standards, lavishing superlatives, delighted to be fooled. The age seemed to her relaxed and demoralised, and 

I believe she looked to the influx of the great feminine element to make it feel and speak more sharply. 

"Well, it's a privilege to hear you two talk together," Mrs. Tarrant said to her; "it's what I call real 

conversation. It isn't often we have anything so fresh; it makes me feel as if I wanted to join in. I scarcely 

know whom to listen to most; Verena seems to be having such a time with those gentlemen. First I catch one 

thing and then another; it seems as if I couldn't take it all in. Perhaps I ought to pay more attention to Mr. 

Burrage; I don't want him to think we are not so cordial as they are in New York." 

She decided to draw nearer to the trio on the other side of the room, for she had perceived (as she devoutly 

hoped Miss Chancellor had not) that Verena was endeavouring to persuade either of her companions to go 

and talk to her dear friend, and that these unscrupulous young men, after a glance over their shoulder, 

appeared to plead for remission, to intimate that this was not what they had come round for. Selah wandered 

out of the room again with his collection of cakes, and Mr. Pardon began to talk to Olive about Verena, to say 
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that he felt as if he couldn't say all he did feel with regard to the interest she had shown in her. Olive could not 

imagine why he was called upon to say or to feel anything, and she gave him short answers; while the poor 

young man, unconscious of his doom, remarked that he hoped she wasn't going to exercise any influence that 

would prevent Miss Tarrant from taking the rank that belonged to her. He thought there was too much 

hanging back; he wanted to see her in a front seat; he wanted to see her name in the biggest kind of bills and 

her portrait in the windows of the stores. She had genius, there was no doubt of that, and she would take a 

new line altogether. She had charm, and there was a great demand for that nowadays in connexion with new 

ideas. There were so many that seemed to have fallen dead for want of it. She ought to be carried straight 

ahead; she ought to walk right up to the top. There was a want of bold action; he didn't see what they were 

waiting for. He didn't suppose they were waiting till she was fifty years old; there were old ones enough in the 

field. He knew that Miss Chancellor appreciated the advantage of her girlhood, because Miss Verena had told 

him so. Her father was dreadfully slack, and the winter was ebbing away. Mr. Pardon went so far as to say 

that if Dr. Tarrant didn't see his way to do something, he should feel as if he should want to take hold himself. 

He expressed a hope at the same time that Olive had not any views that would lead her to bring her influence 

to bear to make Miss Verena hold back; also that she wouldn't consider that he pressed in too much. He knew 

that was a charge that people brought against newspaper-men—that they were rather apt to cross the line. He 

only worried because he thought those who were no doubt nearer to Miss Verena than he could hope to be 

were not sufficiently alive. He knew that she had appeared in two or three parlours since that evening at Miss 

Birdseye's, and he had heard of the delightful occasion at Miss Chancellor's own house, where so many of the 

first families had been invited to meet her. (This was an allusion to a small luncheon-party that Olive had 

given, when Verena discoursed to a dozen matrons and spinsters, selected by her hostess with infinite 

consideration and many spiritual scruples; a report of the affair, presumably from the hand of the young 

Matthias, who naturally had not been present, appeared with extraordinary promptness in an evening-paper.) 

That was very well so far as it went, but he wanted something on another scale, something so big that people 

would have to go round if they wanted to get past. Then lowering his voice a little, he mentioned what it was: 

a lecture in the Music Hall, at fifty cents a ticket, without her father, right there on her own basis. He lowered 

his voice still more and revealed to Miss Chancellor his innermost thought, having first assured himself that 

Selah was still absent and that Mrs. Tarrant was inquiring of Mr. Burrage whether he visited much on the new 

land. The truth was, Miss Verena wanted to "shed" her father altogether; she didn't want him pawing round 

her that way before she began; it didn't add in the least to the attraction. Mr. Pardon expressed the conviction 

that Miss Chancellor agreed with him in this, and it required a great effort of mind on Olive's part, so small 

was her desire to act in concert with Mr. Pardon, to admit to herself that she did. She asked him, with a certain 

lofty coldness—he didn't make her shy, now, a bit—whether he took a great interest in the improvement of 

the position of women. The question appeared to strike the young man as abrupt and irrelevant, to come down 

on him from a height with which he was not accustomed to hold intercourse. He was used to quick operations, 

however, and he had only a moment of bright blankness before replying: 

"Oh, there is nothing I wouldn't do for the ladies; just give me a chance and you'll see." 

Olive was silent a moment. "What I mean is—is your sympathy a sympathy with our sex, or a particular 

interest in Miss Tarrant?" 

"Well, sympathy is just sympathy—that's all I can say. It takes in Miss Verena and it takes in all others—

except the lady-correspondents," the young man added, with a jocosity which, as he perceived even at the 

moment, was lost on Verena's friend. He was not more successful when he went on: "It takes in even you, 

Miss Chancellor!" 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

28 

Olive rose to her feet, hesitating; she wanted to go away, and yet she couldn't bear to leave Verena to be 

exploited, as she felt that she would be after her departure, that indeed she had already been, by those 

offensive young men. She had a strange sense, too, that her friend had neglected her for the last half-hour, had 

not been occupied with her, had placed a barrier between them—a barrier of broad male backs, of laughter 

that verged upon coarseness, of glancing smiles directed across the room, directed to Olive, which seemed 

rather to disconnect her with what was going forward on that side than to invite her to take part in it. If Verena 

recognised that Miss Chancellor was not in report, as her father said, when jocose young men ruled the scene, 

the discovery implied no great penetration; but the poor girl might have reflected further that to see it taken 

for granted that she was unadapted for such company could scarcely be more agreeable to Olive than to be 

dragged into it. This young lady's worst apprehensions were now justified by Mrs. Tarrant's crying to her that 

she must not go, as Mr. Burrage and Mr. Gracie were trying to persuade Verena to give them a little specimen 

of inspirational speaking, and she was sure her daughter would comply in a moment if Miss Chancellor would 

just tell her to compose herself. They had got to own up to it, Miss Chancellor could do more with her than 

any one else; but Mr. Gracie and Mr. Burrage had excited her so that she was afraid it would be rather an 

unsuccessful effort. The whole group had got up, and Verena came to Olive with her hands outstretched and 

no signs of a bad conscience in her bright face. 

"I know you like me to speak so much—I'll try to say something if you want me to. But I'm afraid there are 

not enough people; I can't do much with a small audience." 

"I wish we had brought some of our friends—they would have been delighted to come if we had given them a 

chance," said Mr. Burrage. "There is an immense desire throughout the University to hear you, and there is no 

such sympathetic audience as an audience of Harvard men. Gracie and I are only two, but Gracie is a host in 

himself, and I am sure he will say as much of me." The young man spoke these words freely and lightly, 

smiling at Verena, and even a little at Olive, with the air of one to whom a mastery of clever "chaff" was 

commonly attributed. 

"Mr. Burrage listens even better than he talks," his companion declared. "We have the habit of attention at 

lectures, you know. To be lectured by you would be an advantage indeed. We are sunk in ignorance and 

prejudice." 

"Ah, my prejudices," Burrage went on; "if you could see them—I assure you they are something monstrous!" 

"Give them a regular ducking and make them gasp," Matthias Pardon cried. "If you want an opportunity to act 

on Harvard College, now's your chance. These gentlemen will carry the news; it will be the narrow end of the 

wedge." 

"I can't tell what you like," Verena said, still looking into Olive's eyes. 

"I'm sure Miss Chancellor likes everything here," Mrs. Tarrant remarked, with a noble confidence. 

Selah had reappeared by this time; his lofty, contemplative person was framed by the doorway. "Want to try a 

little inspiration?" he inquired, looking round on the circle with an encouraging inflexion. 
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"I'll do it alone, if you prefer," Verena said soothingly to her friend. "It might be a good chance to try without 

father." 

"You don't mean to say you ain't going to be supported?" Mrs. Tarrant exclaimed, with dismay. 

"Ah, I beseech you, give us the whole programme—don't omit any leading feature!" Mr. Burrage was heard 

to plead. 

"My only interest is to draw her out," said Selah, defending his integrity. "I will drop right out if I don't seem 

to vitalise. I have no desire to draw attention to my own poor gifts." This declaration appeared to be addressed 

to Miss Chancellor. 

"Well, there will be more inspiration if you don't touch her," Matthias Pardon said to him. "It will seem to 

come right down from—well, wherever it does come from." 

"Yes, we don't pretend to say that," Mrs. Tarrant murmured. 

This little discussion had brought the blood to Olive's face; she felt that every one present was looking at 

her—Verena most of all—and that here was a chance to take a more complete possession of the girl. Such 

chances were agitating; moreover, she didn't like, on any occasion, to be so prominent. But everything that 

had been said was benighted and vulgar; the place seemed thick with the very atmosphere out of which she 

wished to lift Verena. They were treating her as a show, as a social resource, and the two young men from the 

College were laughing at her shamelessly. She was not meant for that, and Olive would save her. Verena was 

so simple, she couldn't see herself; she was the only pure spirit in the odious group. 

"I want you to address audiences that are worth addressing—to convince people who are serious and sincere." 

Olive herself, as she spoke, heard the great shake in her voice. "Your mission is not to exhibit yourself as a 

pastime for individuals, but to touch the heart of communities, of nations." 

"Dear madam, I'm sure Miss Tarrant will touch my heart!" Mr. Burrage objected, gallantly. 

"Well, I don't know but she judges you young men fairly," said Mrs. Tarrant, with a sigh. 

Verena, diverted a moment from her communion with her friend, considered Mr. Burrage with a smile. "I 

don't believe you have got any heart, and I shouldn't care much if you had!" 

"You have no idea how much the way you say that increases my desire to hear you speak." 

"Do as you please, my dear," said Olive, almost inaudibly. "My carriage must be there—I must leave you, in 

any case." 

"I can see you don't want it," said Verena, wondering. "You would stay if you liked it, wouldn't you?" 

"I don't know what I should do. Come out with me!" Olive spoke almost with fierceness. 
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"Well, you'll send them away no better than they came," said Matthias Pardon. 

"I guess you had better come round some other night," Selah suggested pacifically, but with a significance 

which fell upon Olive's ear. 

Mr. Gracie seemed inclined to make the sturdiest protest. "Look here, Miss Tarrant; do you want to save 

Harvard College, or do you not?" he demanded, with a humorous frown. 

"I didn't know you were Harvard College!" Verena returned as humorously. 

"I am afraid you are rather disappointed in your evening if you expected to obtain some insight into our 

ideas," said Mrs. Tarrant, with an air of impotent sympathy, to Mr. Gracie. 

"Well, good-night, Miss Chancellor," she went on; "I hope you've got a warm wrap. I suppose you'll think we 

go a good deal by what you say in this house. Well, most people don't object to that. There's a little hole right 

there in the porch; it seems as if Doctor Tarrant couldn't remember to go for the man to fix it. I am afraid 

you'll think we're too much taken up with all these new hopes. Well, we have enjoyed seeing you in our 

home; it quite raises my appetite for social intercourse. Did you come out on wheels? I can't stand a sleigh 

myself; it makes me sick." 

This was her hostess's response to Miss Chancellor's very summary farewell, uttered as the three ladies 

proceeded together to the door of the house. Olive had got herself out of the little parlour with a sort of blind, 

defiant dash; she had taken no perceptible leave of the rest of the company. When she was calm she had very 

good manners, but when she was agitated she was guilty of lapses, every one of which came back to her, 

magnified, in the watches of the night. Sometimes they excited remorse, and sometimes triumph; in the latter 

case she felt that she could not have been so justly vindictive in cold blood. Tarrant wished to guide her down 

the steps, out of the little yard, to her carriage; he reminded her that they had had ashes sprinkled on the 

planks on purpose. But she begged him to let her alone, she almost pushed him back; she drew Verena out 

into the dark freshness, closing the door of the house behind her. There was a splendid sky, all blue-black and 

silver—a sparkling wintry vault, where the stars were like a myriad points of ice. The air was silent and sharp, 

and the vague snow looked cruel. Olive knew now very definitely what the promise was that she wanted 

Verena to make; but it was too cold, she could keep her there bareheaded but an instant. Mrs. Tarrant, 

meanwhile, in the parlour, remarked that it seemed as if she couldn't trust Verena with her own parents; and 

Selah intimated that, with a proper invitation, his daughter would be very happy to address Harvard College at 

large. Mr. Burrage and Mr. Gracie said they would invite her on the spot, in the name of the University; and 

Matthias Pardon reflected (and asserted) with glee that this would be the newest thing yet. But he added that 

they would have a high time with Miss Chancellor first, and this was evidently the conviction of the company. 

"I can see you are angry at something," Verena said to Olive, as the two stood there in the starlight. "I hope it 

isn't me. What have I done?" 

"I am not angry—I am anxious. I am so afraid I shall lose you. Verena, don't fail me—don't fail me!" Olive 

spoke low, with a kind of passion. 

"Fail you? How can I fail?" 
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"You can't, of course you can't. Your star is above you. But don't listen to them." 

"To whom do you mean, Olive? To my parents?" 

"Oh no, not your parents," Miss Chancellor replied, with some sharpness. She paused a moment, and then she 

said: "I don't care for your parents. I have told you that before; but now that I have seen them—as they 

wished, as you wished, and I didn't—I don't care for them; I must repeat it, Verena. I should be dishonest if I 

let you think I did." 

"Why, Olive Chancellor!" Verena murmured, as if she were trying, in spite of the sadness produced by this 

declaration, to do justice to her friend's impartiality. 

"Yes, I am hard; perhaps I am cruel; but we must be hard if we wish to triumph. Don't listen to young men 

when they try to mock and muddle you. They don't care for you; they don't care for us. They care only for 

their pleasure, for what they believe to be the right of the stronger. The stronger? I am not so sure!" 

"Some of them care so much—are supposed to care too much—for us," Verena said, with a smile that looked 

dim in the darkness. 

"Yes, if we will give up everything. I have asked you before—are you prepared to give up?" 

"Do you mean, to give you up?" 

"No, all our wretched sisters—all our hopes and purposes—all that we think Sacred and worth living for!" 

"Oh, they don't want that, Olive." Verena's smile became more distinct, and she added: "They don't want so 

much as that!" 

"Well, then, go in and speak for them—and sing for them—and dance for them!" 

"Olive, you are cruel!" 

"Yes, I am. But promise me one thing, and I shall be—oh, so tender!" 

"What a strange place for promises," said Verena, with a shiver, looking about her into the night. 

"Yes, I am dreadful; I know it. But promise." And Olive drew the girl nearer to her, flinging over her with one 

hand the fold of a cloak that hung ample upon her own meagre person, and holding her there with the other, 

while she looked at her, suppliant but half hesitating. "Promise!" she repeated. 

"Is it something terrible?" 

"Never to listen to one of them, never to be bribed——" 
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At this moment the house-door was opened again, and the light of the hall projected itself across the little 

piazza. Matthias Pardon stood in the aperture, and Tarrant and his wife, with the two other visitors, appeared 

to have come forward as well, to see what detained Verena. 

"You seem to have started a kind of lecture out here," Mr. Pardon said. "You ladies had better look out, or 

you'll freeze together!" 

Verena was reminded by her mother that she would catch her death, but she had already heard sharply, low as 

they were spoken, five last words from Olive, who now abruptly released her and passed swiftly over the path 

from the porch to her waiting carriage. Tarrant creaked along, in pursuit, to assist Miss Chancellor; the others 

drew Verena into the house. "Promise me not to marry!"—that was what echoed in her startled mind, and 

repeated itself there when Mr. Burrage returned to the charge, asking her if she wouldn't at least appoint some 

evening when they might listen to her. She knew that Olive's injunction ought not to have surprised her; she 

had already felt it in the air; she would have said at any time, if she had been asked, that she didn't suppose 

Miss Chancellor would want her to marry. But the idea, uttered as her friend had uttered it, had a new 

solemnity, and the effect of that quick, violent colloquy was to make her nervous and impatient, as if she had 

had a sudden glimpse of futurity. That was rather awful, even if it represented the fate one would like. 

When the two young men from the College pressed their petition, she asked, with a laugh that surprised them, 

whether they wished to "mock and muddle" her. They went away, assenting to Mrs. Tarrant's last remark: "I 

am afraid you'll feel that you don't quite understand us yet." Matthias Pardon remained; her father and mother, 

expressing their perfect confidence that he would excuse them, went to bed and left him sitting there. He 

stayed a good while longer, nearly an hour, and said things that made Verena think that he, perhaps, would 

like to marry her. But while she listened to him, more abstractedly than her custom was, she remarked to 

herself that there could be no difficulty in promising Olive so far as he was concerned. He was very pleasant, 

and he knew an immense deal about everything, or, rather, about every one, and he would take her right into 

the midst of life. But she didn't wish to marry him, all the same, and after he had gone she reflected that, once 

she came to think of it, she didn't want to marry any one. So it would be easy, after all, to make Olive that 

promise, and it would give her so much pleasure! 

Previous ChapterNext Chapter 
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A Carnival Jangle 

by Alice Dunbar-Nelson 

 

 

There is a merry jangle of bells in the air, an all-pervading sense of jester's noise, and the flaunting vividness 

of royal colours. The streets swarm with humanity,--humanity in all shapes, manners, forms, laughing, 

pushing, jostling, crowding, a mass of men and women and children, as varied and assorted in their several 

individual peculiarities as ever a crowd that gathered in one locality since the days of Babel. 

It is Carnival in New Orleans; a brilliant Tuesday in February, when the very air gives forth an ozone 

intensely exhilarating, making one long to cut capers. The buildings are a blazing mass of royal purple and 

golden yellow, national flags, bunting, and decorations that laugh in the glint of the Midas sun. The streets are 

a crush of jesters and maskers, Jim Crows and clowns, ballet girls and Mephistos, Indians and monkeys; of 

wild and sudden flashes of music, of glittering pageants and comic ones, of befeathered and belled horses; a 

dream of colour and melody and fantasy gone wild in an effervescent bubble of beauty that shifts and changes 

and passes kaleidoscope-like before the bewildered eye. 

A bevy of bright-eyed girls and boys of that uncertain age that hovers between childhood and maturity, were 

moving down Canal Street when there was a sudden jostle with another crowd meeting them. For a minute 

there was a deafening clamour of shouts and laughter, cracking of the whips, which all maskers carry, a jingle 

and clatter of carnival bells, and the masked and unmasked extricated themselves and moved from each 

other's paths. But in the confusion a tall Prince of Darkness had whispered to one of the girls in the unmasked 

crowd: "You'd better come with us, Flo; you're wasting time in that tame gang. Slip off, they'll never miss 

you; we'll get you a rig, and show you what life is." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/alice-dunbar-nelson


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

34 

And so it happened, when a half-hour passed, and the bright-eyed bevy missed Flo and couldn't find her, 

wisely giving up the search at last, she, the quietest and most bashful of the lot, was being initiated into the 

mysteries of "what life is." 

Down Bourbon Street and on Toulouse and St. Peter Streets there are quaint little old-world places where one 

may be disguised effectually for a tiny consideration. Thither, guided by the shapely Mephisto and guarded by 

the team of jockeys and ballet girls, tripped Flo. Into one of the lowest-ceiled, dingiest, and most ancient-

looking of these shops they stepped. 

"A disguise for the demoiselle," announced Mephisto to the woman who met them. She was small and 

wizened and old, with yellow, flabby jaws, a neck like the throat of an alligator, and straight, white hair that 

stood from her head uncannily stiff. 

"But the demoiselle wishes to appear a boy, un petit garcon?" she inquired, gazing eagerly at Flo's long, 

slender frame. Her voice was old and thin, like the high quavering of an imperfect tuning-fork, and her eyes 

were sharp as talons in their grasping glance. 

"Mademoiselle does not wish such a costume," gruffly responded Mephisto. 

"Ma foi, there is no other," said the ancient, shrugging her shoulders. "But one is left now; mademoiselle 

would make a fine troubadour." 

"Flo," said Mephisto, "it's a dare-devil scheme, try it; no one will ever know it but us, and we'll die before we 

tell. Besides, we must; it's late, and you couldn't find your crowd." 

And that was why you might have seen a Mephisto and a slender troubadour of lovely form, with mandolin 

flung across his shoulder, followed by a bevy of jockeys and ballet girls, laughing and singing as they swept 

down Rampart Street. 

When the flash and glare and brilliancy of Canal Street have palled upon the tired eye, when it is yet too soon 

to go home to such a prosaic thing as dinner, and one still wishes for novelty, then it is wise to go into the 

lower districts. There is fantasy and fancy and grotesqueness run wild in the costuming and the behaviour of 

the maskers. Such dances and whoops and leaps as these hideous Indians and devils do indulge in; such wild 

curvetings and long walks! In the open squares, where whole groups do congregate, it is wonderfully 

amusing. Then, too, there is a ball in every available hall, a delirious ball, where one may dance all day for ten 

cents; dance and grow mad for joy, and never know who were your companions, and be yourself unknown. 

And in the exhilaration of the day, one walks miles and miles, and dances and skips, and the fatigue is never 

felt. 

In Washington Square, away down where Royal Street empties its stream of children great and small into the 

broad channel of Elysian Fields Avenue, there was a perfect Indian pow-wow. With a little imagination one 

might have willed away the vision of the surrounding houses, and fancied one's self again in the forest, where 

the natives were holding a sacred riot. The square was filled with spectators, masked and un-masked. It was 

amusing to watch these mimic Red-men, they seemed so fierce and earnest. 
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Suddenly one chief touched another on the elbow. "See that Mephisto and troubadour over there?" he 

whispered huskily. 

"Yes; who are they?" 

"I don't know the devil," responded the other, quietly, "but I'd know that other form anywhere. It's Leon, see? 

I know those white hands like a woman's and that restless head. Ha!" 

"But there may be a mistake." 

"No. I'd know that one anywhere; I feel it is he. I'll pay him now. Ah, sweetheart, you've waited long, but you 

shall feast now!" He was caressing something long and lithe and glittering beneath his blanket. 

In a masked dance it is easy to give a death-blow between the shoulders. Two crowds meet and laugh and 

shout and mingle almost inextricably, and if a shriek of pain should arise, it is not noticed in the din, and 

when they part, if one should stagger and fall bleeding to the ground, can any one tell who has given the 

blow? There is nothing but an unknown stiletto on the ground, the crowd has dispersed, and masks tell no 

tales anyway. There is murder, but by whom? for what? Quien sabe? 

And that is how it happened on Carnival night, in the last mad moments of Rex's reign, a broken-hearted 

mother sat gazing wide-eyed and mute at a horrible something that lay across the bed. Outside the long sweet 

march music of many bands floated in as if in mockery, and the flash of rockets and Bengal lights illumined 

the dead, white face of the girl troubadour. 

 

A Carnival Jangle was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Wed, Feb 26, 2020 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/alice-dunbar-nelson/short-story/a-carnival-jangle 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/alice-dunbar-nelson/short-story/a-carnival-jangle
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Media literacy to fight conspiracy theories 

Author: Martha Villabona works at Centro Nacional de Innovación e Investigación Educativa (CNIIE) of the 

Spanish Ministry of Education and Vocational Training, where she coordinates the area of multiple literacies. 

Credit: Gerd Altmann / Pixabay 

Conspiracy theories are one of the mechanisms to manipulate information intentionally. They present fact-

resistant theories and tell unsubstantiated stories that try to explain reality in an alternative way with false 

information. According to the media context of the second decade of the 21st century, these theories are more 

visible and have greater reach due to the digital environments through which they circulate. Behind them, 

there are circles of power that maintain them over time to achieve mainly political or economic benefits. 

Theories that emerge in the political arena seek, among other objectives, to disseminate disinformation by 

destabilizing governments and the media. 

A current example is the pro-Trump conspiracy theory called QAnon 1 that began publishing texts online in 

2017 as if it were releasing top secret information through clues. Its main belief is that President Trump is 

fighting against those who sabotage the country and generate false information about people, organizations 

and institutions that pose a barrier to the president’s policies. It is not known who is behind it, but what is 

incredible is the great acceptance it has and the threat it poses to the 2020 electoral process. 

If we had more knowledge of the media, we would be less likely to believe a conspiracy theory. This is 

demonstrated by the study News media literacy and conspiracy theory endorsement2. 

The researchers conducted a web survey of 397 participants that included questions about whether the 

majority of U.S. media outlets are for-profit businesses; whether politics deals with trivial issues rather than 

focusing on substantive issues; and whether people who watch more TV news tend to think the world is more 

http://www.educacionyfp.gob.es/educacion/mc/cniie/inicio.html
https://pixabay.com/es/users/geralt-9301/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2528410
https://pixabay.com/es/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=2528410
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/04/media-literacy-to-fight-conspiracy-theories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6584-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/04/media-literacy-to-fight-conspiracy-theories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6584-2
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violent than it really is. Similarly, participants reported on their ideological profile, as conspiracy theories are 

quite politically charged. Thus, of the total number of participants, 195 (49.1%) considered themselves 

liberals, 126 (31.7%) conservatives and the rest, 76 (19.1%), moderates.  

The results were that people who believe in conspiracy theories know little about how the media works (types 

of news, the use of digital advertising or the effects of news on public opinion). They also confirmed that all 

participants tend to support those conspiracy theories that are close to their ideology, although with greater 

media knowledge this tendency is moderate. The same is true of political statements, the more media literacy 

there is, the greater the influence of knowing what is objective, accurate and less partisan. Finally, the study 

demonstrated the benefit of making citizens literate in relation to some aspects of politics such as voting or 

campaigning, since it involves informed decision-making and conspiracy theory takes advantage of ignorance 

for manipulation. 

In digital environments, conspiracy theories coexist with truthful and rigorous information and share the paths 

along which they flow, such as social networks. This coexistence causes confusion in citizens, making them 

unable to separate false information from true information. Moreover, such theories are characterized by a 

convincing narrative power, since they constitute very well told stories that make people resist to believe that 

they are not true. In this sense, the mechanism by which a conspiracy theory works has been explained by the 

theory of motivated reasoning. It can be driven by the personal goals of an individual seeking a particular 

conclusion that fits with his or her previous beliefs. 

What do you do to stop a conspiracy theory? Some might think that making a public correction of false claims 

gets rid of disinformation. However, it can have the opposite effect to that intended and reinforce the original 

misinformation. This phenomenon is called “belief echoes” 3 and occurs even when the information is 

immediately corrected. This is a further concern for data verifiers because their own correction can lead to 

unintended reinforcement of false information. 

What Craft’s (2017) study shows is that one of the tools for detecting conspiracy theories and discriminating 

false information from true information is media literacy. Media literacy has been defined as the ability to 

analyze, evaluate and interpret messages that appear in different media (radio, television, press) and that are 

disseminated through traditional or digital channels. It is a tool that empowers citizens, raises awareness and 

helps counter the effects of misinformation campaigns and dissemination of false news through digital media. 

In addition, the research highlights that media literacy training is also related to a greater perception of 

credibility and trust in the media, as well as helping to nullify previous beliefs. In relation to the consumption 

of news, media literacy fosters a sceptical attitude and critical spirit towards its content, production and 

distribution. 

 

 

 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/04/media-literacy-to-fight-conspiracy-theories/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6584-3
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VIA ST. MARTIN'S PRESS 

Frida Kahlo Was a Captivating Subject for Photographers 

The Artist Took Photography as Seriously as Painting 

By Celia Stahr 

 

Frida Kahlo, like her father, used photographic images—often with written words accompanying them—

much the way she used painted images: as a repository for her profound and sincere emotions and ideas. 

When Frida was in San Francisco she continued this photographic tradition. The calculated image she 

projected for the camera was intended to shake things up, and the photos she sent her parents, sometimes with 

inscriptions, were meant to reaffirm her place within the family. But the photographs of Frida that stand out 

from her stay in San Francisco were taken by two professional photographers, Edward Weston and Imogen 

Cunningham. 

The first photo shoot occurred on a cool December day, a few weeks after Frida had arrived in San Francisco. 

She stepped down into Stack’s sculpture studio, where Diego Rivera and Edward were catching up on the 

news of each other’s lives since the heady days of the 1920s, when Edward had lived with Tina Modotti in 

Mexico. Frida had never met Edward because by the time she’d joined Tina’s salon Edward had returned to 

the United States, though she would have heard about him from Tina. 

https://us.macmillan.com/books/9781250113399
https://lithub.com/author/celiastahr/
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Tina and Edward had had a complicated romantic relationship that paired a married photographer with his 

muse and model, a woman who would go on to create a life for herself as a photographer and political 

agitator. Edward wasn’t as interested as Tina in the life of an activist, and he certainly didn’t want his 

photographs to carry political messages. 

He was content to focus on images of nature, nude women in natural settings, close-ups of vegetables and 

people’s faces. He became a leading figure in the fine art of “straight” photography—photos with a crisp, 

clear focus. Edward eventually settled in the Carmel coastal area of California but remained close to San 

Francisco–based photographers such as Imogen Cunningham and Ansel Adams. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

In 1930 Edward made the short trip from Carmel to San Francisco to see Diego and meet Diego’s new wife. 

When he saw Frida in her ethnic attire, her dark hair pulled back to showcase her striking features, he was 

transfixed. “She is quite beautiful,” he wrote, and “shows little of her father’s German blood.” He knew a 

good photographic subject when he saw one and began taking some black-and-white pictures of her. In a 

candid shot, Frida steals a glance at the camera lens, with a slight smile that hints of a coquettish yet 

mischievous woman, while Diego’s eyes are fixed on Frida, who stands next to him in a three-quarter pose. 

All eyes are on Frida; she’s probably just made one of her witty comments, employing vulgar language to 

punctuate a point. Whatever she’s said, it has evidently caught Diego’s attention, because he turns his head 

toward her and smiles. She wears a full-length dress, a European narrow silk shawl with fringe, three large 

jadeite Aztec beaded necklaces, and dangling metal earrings with a floral design. 

When Frida walked with Diego and Edward to an Italian restaurant in the Montgomery Street neighborhood, 

she caught the eye of locals who stopped to admire her outfit—huaraches peeking out from under a long, full 

skirt, a deep purple, mauve, and green striped silk shawl with dangling amber-colored fringe wrapped around 

her shoulders. Even in this bohemian section of San Francisco, the sight of this unknown Mexican woman 

created “excitement,” as Edward marveled. 

The rebozos Frida wore conveyed her allegiance to the indigenous women throughout the various regions of 

Mexico. 

But Edward also commented on Frida’s strength, something he captured in another photo taken before the 

threesome had departed for the restaurant. A solo Frida sits with her hands resting in her lap, looking off to 

the left as if she’s caught in thought. This photo showcases the dark striped rebozo draping her upper body, 

with its thick folds highlighting the contrast of light and shadow, drawing the eye to its beauty. The shawl 

frames the three strands of large, heavy jadeite Aztec beads, emphasizing Frida’s strength, both literal (her 

strong neck and back muscles) and political (her alliance with Aztec culture). Even if San Franciscans didn’t 

understand the political level, the photo makes clear that Frida is a thoughtful, strong woman who is aligned 

with indigenous women. 

Edward must have liked this contemplative pose because he took another photograph of a pensive Frida. In 

this photo, however, he moved in closer to show her from the chest up. Her head is angled to the left and she 
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looks down, creating an intimate moment, as if we are able to peer into the internal workings of Frida’s mind. 

Her downcast eyes make it easy for us to feel comfortable staring at her because she doesn’t look back. 

 

From Frida in America: The Creative Awakening of a Great Artist by Celia Stahr. Copyright © 2020 by the 

author and reprinted by permission of St. Martin’s Publishing Group. 

artistsCelia StahrFrida in America: The Creative Awakening of a Great ArtistFrida KahlophotographySt. 

Martin's PressAnd there is much to gaze upon: Frida’s features (thick eyebrows, long eyelashes, high 

cheekbones, wide nose, prominent lips) and the same heavy, three-stranded jadeite necklaces and gold metal 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781250113382
https://lithub.com/tag/artists/
https://lithub.com/tag/celia-stahr/
https://lithub.com/tag/frida-in-america-the-creative-awakening-of-a-great-artist/
https://lithub.com/tag/frida-kahlo/
https://lithub.com/tag/photography/
https://lithub.com/tag/st-martins-press/
https://lithub.com/tag/st-martins-press/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

42 

earrings. Both pieces of jewelry display pride in her indigenous heritage: the earrings link Frida to the state of 

Oaxaca, the region where her mother grew up, and the necklaces connect her to the fierce Aztec warriors. As 

Edward noted, Frida’s German side isn’t obvious. 

Frida was as meticulous about what she wore as she was about what she painted. She made her choices based 

upon aesthetics and symbolic meaning. It’s therefore of note that in this third photo, her shoulders are covered 

by a different rebozo than in the previous two shots. A Mexican woman’s rebozo conveys different messages 

depending upon its material, the area where it’s from, and the way it’s worn. It can be draped over the head to 

enter a place of worship, to protect from the sun and wind, or to mourn the loss of a loved one. It can be 

wrapped tightly around the body to indicate unmarried status or it can be used to carry a small child. 

In the first two photographs, Frida’s rebozo is made of silk, and its design derives from European shawls; 

both these aspects connect her to the upper middle class. The shawl she wears in the third photo is probably 

made of rayon; a similar one from Guanajuato was found in Frida’s closet after her death. Women in rural 

areas typically wore rayon shawls with a mottled pattern of white specks. 

The rebozos Frida wore conveyed her allegiance to the indigenous women throughout the various regions of 

Mexico. They became an important symbol of her identity while in the United States. Although 

the rebozos differ in Edward’s photos, what remains the same is the focus on Frida as a striking, thoughtful, 

indigenous-looking woman. Beauty and intelligence were traits not commonly ascribed to Indian women, so 

by combining these various traits, Frida was creating a new persona of the indigenous Mexican woman, one 

she felt good about, informing her mother: “I had some wonderful pictures taken of me, as soon as I have 

copies I will send them to you.” 

__________________________________ 

Visual Art 

 

 

Celia Stahr 

Celia Stahr is a professor at the University of San Francisco, where she specializes in modern American and 

contemporary art with an emphasis on feminist art and gender studies, as well as African and multicultural art. 

She holds a Doctorate of Philosophy from the University of Iowa and lives in the Bay Area. 

https://lithub.com/frida-kahlo-was-a-captivating-subject-for-photographers/ 

https://lithub.com/tag/visual-art/
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At the End of the Endless Decade 

 

 

Mark Bibbins  

For years had anyone needed me 

to spell the word commiserate 

I’d have disappointed them. I envy 

people who are more excited 

by etymology than I am, but not 

the ones who can explain how 

music works—I wonder whether 

the critic who wrote 

that the Cocteau Twins were the voice 

of god still believes it. Why not, 

what else would god sound like. 

Even though I know better, when I see 

the word misericordia I still think 

suffering, not forgiveness; 

when we commiserate we are united 

not in mercy but in misery, 

so let’s go ahead and call this abscess 

of history the Great Commiseration. 

The difference 

between affliction and affection 

is a flick, a lick—but check 

again, what lurks in the letters 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b567c52eb3&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=3eaa6d7e00&e=29a6ecd6d1
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is “lie,” and what kind of luck 

is that. As the years pile up 

our friends become more vocal 

about their various damages: 

Won’t you let me monetize 

your affliction, says my friend 

the corporation. When I try to enter 

the name of any city 

it autocorrects to Forever: 

I’m spending a week in Forever, 

Forever was hotter than ever 

this year, Forever’s expensive 

but oh the museums, 

and all of its misery’s ours. 

 

https://poets.us20.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b567c52eb3&e=29a6ecd6d1 

  

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b567c52eb3&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=b567c52eb3&e=29a6ecd6d1
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God Sees the Truth, But Waits 

by Leo Tolstoy 

 

God Sees the Truth, But Waits (1872), is about a man falsely convicted and serving a sentence for a murder 

he did not commit; Tolstoy's parable for forgiveness. Tolstoy's story inspired Stephen King's novella, Rita 

Hayworth and Shawshank Redemption (1982), adapted into the memorable 1994 film. 

 

V. Makovsky, The Prisoner, 1882 

In the town of Vladimir lived a young merchant named Ivan Dmitrich Aksionov. He had two shops and a 

house of his own. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/leo-tolstoy
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Aksionov was a handsome, fair-haired, curly-headed fellow, full of fun, and very fond of singing. When quite 

a young man he had been given to drink, and was riotous when he had had too much; but after he married he 

gave up drinking, except now and then. 

One summer Aksionov was going to the Nizhny Fair, and as he bade good-bye to his family, his wife said to 

him, "Ivan Dmitrich, do not start to-day; I have had a bad dream about you." 

Aksionov laughed, and said, "You are afraid that when I get to the fair I shall go on a spree." 

His wife replied: "I do not know what I am afraid of; all I know is that I had a bad dream. I dreamt you 

returned from the town, and when you took off your cap I saw that your hair was quite grey." 

Aksionov laughed. "That's a lucky sign," said he. "See if I don't sell out all my goods, and bring you some 

presents from the fair." 

So he said good-bye to his family, and drove away. 

When he had travelled half-way, he met a merchant whom he knew, and they put up at the same inn for the 

night. They had some tea together, and then went to bed in adjoining rooms. 

It was not Aksionov's habit to sleep late, and, wishing to travel while it was still cool, he aroused his driver 

before dawn, and told him to put in the horses. 

Then he made his way across to the landlord of the inn (who lived in a cottage at the back), paid his bill, and 

continued his journey. 

When he had gone about twenty-five miles, he stopped for the horses to be fed. Aksionov rested awhile in the 

passage of the inn, then he stepped out into the porch, and, ordering a samovar to be heated, got out his guitar 

and began to play. 

Suddenly a troika drove up with tinkling bells and an official alighted, followed by two soldiers. He came to 

Aksionov and began to question him, asking him who he was and whence he came. Aksionov answered him 

fully, and said, "Won't you have some tea with me?" But the official went on cross-questioning him and 

asking him. "Where did you spend last night? Were you alone, or with a fellow-merchant? Did you see the 

other merchant this morning? Why did you leave the inn before dawn?" 

Aksionov wondered why he was asked all these questions, but he described all that had happened, and then 

added, "Why do you cross-question me as if I were a thief or a robber? I am travelling on business of my own, 

and there is no need to question me." 

Then the official, calling the soldiers, said, "I am the police-officer of this district, and I question you because 

the merchant with whom you spent last night has been found with his throat cut. We must search your things." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

47 

They entered the house. The soldiers and the police-officer unstrapped Aksionov's luggage and searched it. 

Suddenly the officer drew a knife out of a bag, crying, "Whose knife is this?" 

Aksionov looked, and seeing a blood-stained knife taken from his bag, he was frightened. 

"How is it there is blood on this knife?" 

Aksionov tried to answer, but could hardly utter a word, and only stammered: "I--don't know--not mine." 

Then the police-officer said: "This morning the merchant was found in bed with his throat cut. You are the 

only person who could have done it. The house was locked from inside, and no one else was there. Here is 

this blood-stained knife in your bag and your face and manner betray you! Tell me how you killed him, and 

how much money you stole?" 

Aksionov swore he had not done it; that he had not seen the merchant after they had had tea together; that he 

had no money except eight thousand rubles of his own, and that the knife was not his. But his voice was 

broken, his face pale, and he trembled with fear as though he went guilty. 

The police-officer ordered the soldiers to bind Aksionov and to put him in the cart. As they tied his feet 

together and flung him into the cart, Aksionov crossed himself and wept. His money and goods were taken 

from him, and he was sent to the nearest town and imprisoned there. Enquiries as to his character were made 

in Vladimir. The merchants and other inhabitants of that town said that in former days he used to drink and 

waste his time, but that he was a good man. Then the trial came on: he was charged with murdering a 

merchant from Ryazan, and robbing him of twenty thousand rubles. 

His wife was in despair, and did not know what to believe. Her children were all quite small; one was a baby 

at her breast. Taking them all with her, she went to the town where her husband was in jail. At first she was 

not allowed to see him; but after much begging, she obtained permission from the officials, and was taken to 

him. When she saw her husband in prison-dress and in chains, shut up with thieves and criminals, she fell 

down, and did not come to her senses for a long time. Then she drew her children to her, and sat down near 

him. She told him of things at home, and asked about what had happened to him. He told her all, and she 

asked, "What can we do now?" 

"We must petition the Czar not to let an innocent man perish." 

His wife told him that she had sent a petition to the Czar, but it had not been accepted. 

Aksionov did not reply, but only looked downcast. 

Then his wife said, "It was not for nothing I dreamt your hair had turned grey. You remember? You should 

not have started that day." And passing her fingers through his hair, she said: "Vanya dearest, tell your wife 

the truth; was it not you who did it?" 
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"So you, too, suspect me!" said Aksionov, and, hiding his face in his hands, he began to weep. Then a soldier 

came to say that the wife and children must go away; and Aksionov said good-bye to his family for the last 

time. 

When they were gone, Aksionov recalled what had been said, and when he remembered that his wife also had 

suspected him, he said to himself, "It seems that only God can know the truth; it is to Him alone we must 

appeal, and from Him alone expect mercy." 

And Aksionov wrote no more petitions; gave up all hope, and only prayed to God. 

Aksionov was condemned to be flogged and sent to the mines. So he was flogged with a knot, and when the 

wounds made by the knot were healed, he was driven to Siberia with other convicts. 

For twenty-six years Aksionov lived as a convict in Siberia. His hair turned white as snow, and his beard grew 

long, thin, and grey. All his mirth went; he stooped; he walked slowly, spoke little, and never laughed, but he 

often prayed. 

In prison Aksionov learnt to make boots, and earned a little money, with which he bought The Lives of the 

Saints. He read this book when there was light enough in the prison; and on Sundays in the prison-church he 

read the lessons and sang in the choir; for his voice was still good. 

The prison authorities liked Aksionov for his meekness, and his fellow-prisoners respected him: they called 

him "Grandfather," and "The Saint." When they wanted to petition the prison authorities about anything, they 

always made Aksionov their spokesman, and when there were quarrels among the prisoners they came to him 

to put things right, and to judge the matter. 

No news reached Aksionov from his home, and he did not even know if his wife and children were still alive. 

One day a fresh gang of convicts came to the prison. In the evening the old prisoners collected round the new 

ones and asked them what towns or villages they came from, and what they were sentenced for. Among the 

rest Aksionov sat down near the newcomers, and listened with downcast air to what was said. 

One of the new convicts, a tall, strong man of sixty, with a closely-cropped grey beard, was telling the others 

what be had been arrested for. 

"Well, friends," he said, "I only took a horse that was tied to a sledge, and I was arrested and accused of 

stealing. I said I had only taken it to get home quicker, and had then let it go; besides, the driver was a 

personal friend of mine. So I said, 'It's all right.' 'No,' said they, 'you stole it.' But how or where I stole it they 

could not say. I once really did something wrong, and ought by rights to have come here long ago, but that 

time I was not found out. Now I have been sent here for nothing at all... Eh, but it's lies I'm telling you; I've 

been to Siberia before, but I did not stay long." 

"Where are you from?" asked some one. 
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"From Vladimir. My family are of that town. My name is Makar, and they also call me Semyonich." 

Aksionov raised his head and said: "Tell me, Semyonich, do you know anything of the merchants Aksionov 

of Vladimir? Are they still alive?" 

"Know them? Of course I do. The Aksionovs are rich, though their father is in Siberia: a sinner like ourselves, 

it seems! As for you, Gran'dad, how did you come here?" 

Aksionov did not like to speak of his misfortune. He only sighed, and said, "For my sins I have been in prison 

these twenty-six years." 

"What sins?" asked Makar Semyonich. 

But Aksionov only said, "Well, well--I must have deserved it!" He would have said no more, but his 

companions told the newcomers how Aksionov came to be in Siberia; how some one had killed a merchant, 

and had put the knife among Aksionov's things, and Aksionov had been unjustly condemned. 

When Makar Semyonich heard this, he looked at Aksionov, slapped his own knee, and exclaimed, "Well, this 

is wonderful! Really wonderful! But how old you've grown, Gran'dad!" 

The others asked him why he was so surprised, and where he had seen Aksionov before; but Makar 

Semyonich did not reply. He only said: "It's wonderful that we should meet here, lads!" 

These words made Aksionov wonder whether this man knew who had killed the merchant; so he said, 

"Perhaps, Semyonich, you have heard of that affair, or maybe you've seen me before?" 

"How could I help hearing? The world's full of rumours. But it's a long time ago, and I've forgotten what I 

heard." 

"Perhaps you heard who killed the merchant?" asked Aksionov. 

Makar Semyonich laughed, and replied: "It must have been him in whose bag the knife was found! If some 

one else hid the knife there, 'He's not a thief till he's caught,' as the saying is. How could any one put a knife 

into your bag while it was under your head? It would surely have woke you up." 

When Aksionov heard these words, he felt sure this was the man who had killed the merchant. He rose and 

went away. All that night Aksionov lay awake. He felt terribly unhappy, and all sorts of images rose in his 

mind. There was the image of his wife as she was when he parted from her to go to the fair. He saw her as if 

she were present; her face and her eyes rose before him; he heard her speak and laugh. Then he saw his 

children, quite little, as they: were at that time: one with a little cloak on, another at his mother's breast. And 

then he remembered himself as he used to be-young and merry. He remembered how he sat playing the guitar 

in the porch of the inn where he was arrested, and how free from care he had been. He saw, in his mind, the 

place where he was flogged, the executioner, and the people standing around; the chains, the convicts, all the 
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twenty-six years of his prison life, and his premature old age. The thought of it all made him so wretched that 

he was ready to kill himself. 

"And it's all that villain's doing!" thought Aksionov. And his anger was so great against Makar Semyonich 

that he longed for vengeance, even if he himself should perish for it. He kept repeating prayers all night, but 

could get no peace. During the day he did not go near Makar Semyonich, nor even look at him. 

A fortnight passed in this way. Aksionov could not sleep at night, and was so miserable that he did not know 

what to do. 

One night as he was walking about the prison he noticed some earth that came rolling out from under one of 

the shelves on which the prisoners slept. He stopped to see what it was. Suddenly Makar Semyonich crept out 

from under the shelf, and looked up at Aksionov with frightened face. Aksionov tried to pass without looking 

at him, but Makar seized his hand and told him that he had dug a hole under the wall, getting rid of the earth 

by putting it into his high-boots, and emptying it out every day on the road when the prisoners were driven to 

their work. 

"Just you keep quiet, old man, and you shall get out too. If you blab, they'll flog the life out of me, but I will 

kill you first." 

Aksionov trembled with anger as he looked at his enemy. He drew his hand away, saying, "I have no wish to 

escape, and you have no need to kill me; you killed me long ago! As to telling of you--I may do so or not, as 

God shall direct." 

Next day, when the convicts were led out to work, the convoy soldiers noticed that one or other of the 

prisoners emptied some earth out of his boots. The prison was searched and the tunnel found. The Governor 

came and questioned all the prisoners to find out who had dug the hole. They all denied any knowledge of it. 

Those who knew would not betray Makar Semyonich, knowing he would be flogged almost to death. At last 

the Governor turned to Aksionov whom he knew to be a just man, and said: 

"You are a truthful old man; tell me, before God, who dug the hole?" 

Makar Semyonich stood as if he were quite unconcerned, looking at the Governor and not so much as 

glancing at Aksionov. Aksionov's lips and hands trembled, and for a long time he could not utter a word. He 

thought, "Why should I screen him who ruined my life? Let him pay for what I have suffered. But if I tell, 

they will probably flog the life out of him, and maybe I suspect him wrongly. And, after all, what good would 

it be to me?" 

"Well, old man," repeated the Governor, "tell me the truth: who has been digging under the wall?" 

Aksionov glanced at Makar Semyonich, and said, "I cannot say, your honour. It is not God's will that I should 

tell! Do what you like with me; I am your hands." 

However much the Governor! tried, Aksionov would say no more, and so the matter had to be left. 
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That night, when Aksionov was lying on his bed and just beginning to doze, some one came quietly and sat 

down on his bed. He peered through the darkness and recognised Makar. 

"What more do you want of me?" asked Aksionov. "Why have you come here?" 

Makar Semyonich was silent. So Aksionov sat up and said, "What do you want? Go away, or I will call the 

guard!" 

Makar Semyonich bent close over Aksionov, and whispered, "Ivan Dmitrich, forgive me!" 

"What for?" asked Aksionov. 

"It was I who killed the merchant and hid the knife among your things. I meant to kill you too, but I heard a 

noise outside, so I hid the knife in your bag and escaped out of the window." 

Aksionov was silent, and did not know what to say. Makar Semyonich slid off the bed-shelf and knelt upon 

the ground. "Ivan Dmitrich," said he, "forgive me! For the love of God, forgive me! I will confess that it was I 

who killed the merchant, and you will be released and can go to your home." 

"It is easy for you to talk," said Aksionov, "but I have suffered for you these twenty-six years. Where could I 

go to now?... My wife is dead, and my children have forgotten me. I have nowhere to go..." 

Makar Semyonich did not rise, but beat his head on the floor. "Ivan Dmitrich, forgive me!" he cried. "When 

they flogged me with the knot it was not so hard to bear as it is to see you now ... yet you had pity on me, and 

did not tell. For Christ's sake forgive me, wretch that I am!" And he began to sob. 

When Aksionov heard him sobbing he, too, began to weep. "God will forgive you!" said he. "Maybe I am a 

hundred times worse than you." And at these words his heart grew light, and the longing for home left him. 

He no longer had any desire to leave the prison, but only hoped for his last hour to come. 

In spite of what Aksionov had said, Makar Semyonich confessed, his guilt. But when the order for his release 

came, Aksionov was already dead. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/leo-tolstoy/short-story/god-sees-the-truth-but-waits 
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How They Ran Away 

by Louisa May Alcott 

 

Published in The Louisa Alcott Reader: A Supplementary Reader for the Fourth Year of School (1908), 

this story is about two boys-- one brave, the other a little soft-- who run away for a hunting adventure in the 

mountains. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/louisa-may-alcott
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Two little boys sat on the fence whittling arrows one fine day. Said one little boy to the other little boy,-- 

"Let's do something jolly." 

"All right. What will we do?" 

"Run off to the woods and be hunters." 

"What can we hunt?" 

"Bears and foxes." 

"Mullin says there ain't any round here." 

"Well, we can shoot squirrels and snare wood-chucks." 

"Haven't got any guns and trap." 

"We've got our bows, and I found an old trap behind the barn." 

"What will we eat?" 

"Here's our lunch; and when that's gone we can roast the squirrels and cook the fish on a stick. I know how." 

"Where will you get the fire?" 

"Got matches in my pocket." 

"I've got a lot of things we could use. Let's see." 

And as if satisfied at last, cautious Billy displayed his treasures, while bold Tommy did the same. 

Besides the two knives there were strings, nails, matches, a piece of putty, fish-hooks, and two very dirty 

handkerchiefs. 

"There, sir, that's a first-rate fit-out for hunters; and with the jolly basket of lunch Mrs. Mullin gave us, we can 

get on tip-top for two or three days," said Tommy, eager to be off. 

"Where shall we sleep?" asked Billy, who liked to be comfortable both night and day. 
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"Oh, up in trees or on beds of leaves, like the fellows in our books. If you are afraid, stay at home; I'm going 

to have no end of a good time." And Tommy crammed the things back into his pockets as if there were no 

time to lose. 

"Pooh! I ain't afraid. Come on!" And jumping down Billy caught up his rod, rather ashamed of his many 

questions. 

No one was looking at them, and they might have walked quietly off; but that the "running away" might be all 

right, both raced down the road, tumbled over a wall, and dashed into the woods as if a whole tribe of wild 

Indians were after them. 

"Do you know the way?" panted Billy, when at last they stopped for breath. 

"Yes, it winds right up the mountain; but we'd better not keep to it, or some one will see us and take us back. 

We are going to be real hunters and have adventures; so we must get lost, and find our way by the sun and the 

stars," answered Tommy, who had read so many Boys' Books his little head was a jumble of Texan Rangers, 

African Explorers, and Buffalo Bills; and he burned to outdo them all. 

"What will our mothers say if we really get lost?" asked Billy, always ready with a question. 

"Mine won't fuss. She lets me do what I like." 

That was true; for Tommy's poor mamma was tired of trying to keep the lively little fellow in order, and had 

got used to seeing him come out of all his scrapes without much harm. 

"Mine will be scared; she's always afraid I'm going to get hurt, so I'm careful. But I guess I'll risk it, and have 

some fun to tell about when we go home," said Billy, trudging after Captain Tommy, who always took the 

lead. 

These eleven-year-old boys were staying with their mothers at a farm-house up among the mountains; and 

having got tired of the tame bears, the big barn, the trout brook, the thirty colts at pasture, and the society of 

the few little girls and younger boys at the hotel near by, these fine fellows longed to break loose and "rough 

it in the bush," as the hunters did in their favorite stories. 

Away they went, deeper and deeper into the great forest that covered the side of the mountain. A pleasant 

place that August day; for it was cool and green, with many brooks splashing over the rocks, or lying in 

brown pools under the ferns. Squirrels chattered and raced in the tall pines; now and then a gray rabbit 

skipped out of sight among the brakes, or a strange bird flew by. Here and there blackberries grew in the open 

places, sassafras bushes were plentiful, and black-birch bark was ready for chewing. 

"Don't you call this nice?" asked Tommy, pausing at last in a little dell where a noisy brook came tumbling 

down the mountain side, and the pines sung overhead. 

"Yes; but I'm awful hungry. Let's rest and eat our lunch," said Billy, sitting down on a cushion of moss. 
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"You always want to be stuffing and resting," answered sturdy Tommy, who liked to be moving all the time. 

He took the fishing-basket, which hung over his shoulder by a strap, and opened it carefully; for good Mrs. 

Mullin had packed a nice lunch of bread and butter, cake and peaches, with a bottle of milk, and two large 

pickles slipped in on the sly to please the boys. 

Tommy's face grew very sober as he looked in, for all he saw was a box of worms for bait and an old jacket. 

"By George! we've got the wrong basket. This is Mullin's, and he's gone off with our prog. Won't he be mad?" 

"Not as mad as I am. Why didn't you look? You are always in such a hurry to start. What shall we do now 

without anything to eat?" whined Billy; for losing his lunch was a dreadful blow to him. 

"We shall have to catch some fish and eat blackberries. Which will you do, old cry-baby?" said Tommy, 

laughing at the other boy's dismal face. 

"I'll fish; I'm so tired I can't go scratching round after berries. I don't love 'em, either." And Billy began to fix 

his line and bait his hook. 

"Lucky we got the worms; you can eat 'em if you can't wait for fish," said Tommy, bustling about to empty 

the basket and pile up their few possessions in a heap. "There's a quiet pool below here, you go and fish there. 

I'll pick the berries, and then show you how to get dinner in the woods. This is our camp; so fly round and do 

your best." 

Then Tommy ran off to a place near by where he had seen the berries, while Billy found a comfortable nook 

by the pool, and sat scowling at the water so crossly, it was a wonder any trout came to his hook. But the fat 

worms tempted several small ones, and he cheered up at the prospect of food. Tommy whistled while he 

picked, and in half an hour came back with two quarts of nice berries and an armful of dry sticks for the fire. 

"We'll have a jolly dinner, after all," he said, as the flames went crackling up, and the dry leaves made a 

pleasant smell. 

"Got four, but don't see how we'll ever cook 'em; no frying-pan," grumbled Billy, throwing down the four 

little trout, which he had half cleaned. 

"Don't want any. Broil 'em on the coals, or toast 'em on a forked stick. I'll show you how," said cheerful 

Tommy, whittling away, and feeding his fire as much like a real hunter as a small boy could be. 

While he worked, Billy ate berries and sighed for bread and butter. At last, after much trouble, two of the 

trout were half cooked and eagerly eaten by the hungry boys. But they were very different from the nice 

brown ones Mrs. Mullin gave them; for in spite of Tommy's struggles they would fall in the ashes, and there 

was no salt to eat with them. By the time the last were toasted, the young hunters were so hungry they could 

have eaten anything, and not a berry was left. 
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"I set the trap down there, for I saw a hole among the vines, and I shouldn't wonder if we got a rabbit or 

something," said Tommy, when the last bone was polished. "You go and catch some more fish, and I'll see if I 

have caught any old chap as he went home to dinner." 

Off ran Tommy; and the other boy went slowly back to the brook, wishing with all his might he was at home 

eating sweet corn and berry pie. 

The trout had evidently gone to their dinners, for not one bite did poor Billy get; and he was just falling asleep 

when a loud shout gave him such a fright that he tumbled into the brook up to his knees. 

"I've got him! Come and see! He's a bouncer," roared Tommy, from the berry bushes some way off. 

Billy scrambled out, and went as fast as his wet boots would let him, to see what the prize was. He found 

Tommy dancing wildly round a fat gray animal, who was fighting to get his paws out of the trap, and making 

a queer noise as he struggled about. 

"What is it?" asked Billy, getting behind a tree as fast as possible, for the thing looked fierce, and he was very 

timid. 

"A raccoon, I guess, or a big woodchuck. Won't his fur make a fine cap? I guess the other fellows will wish 

they'd come with us." said Tommy, prancing to and fro, without the least idea what to do with the creature. 

"He'll bite. We'd better run away and wait till he's dead," said Billy. 

"Wish he'd got his head in, then I could carry him off; but he does look savage, so we'll have to leave him 

awhile, and get him when we come back. But he's a real beauty." And Tommy looked proudly at the bunch of 

gray fur scuffling in the sand. 

"Can we ever eat him?" asked hungry Billy, ready for a fried crocodile if he could get it. 

"If he's a raccoon, we can; but I don't know about woodchucks. The fellows in my books don't seem to have 

caught any. He's nice and fat; we might try him when he's dead," said Tommy, who cared more for the skin to 

show than the best meal ever cooked. 

The sound of a gun echoing through the wood gave Tommy a good idea,-- 

"Let's find the man and get him to shoot this chap; then we needn't wait, but skin him right away, and eat him 

too." 

Off they went to the camp; and catching up their things, the two hunters hurried away in the direction of the 

sound, feeling glad to know that some one was near them, for two or three hours of wood life made them a 

little homesick. 
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They ran and scrambled, and listened and called; but not until they had gone a long way up the mountain did 

they find the man, resting in an old hut left by the lumbermen. The remains of his dinner were spread on the 

floor, and he lay smoking, and reading a newspaper, while his dog dozed at his feet, close to a well-filled 

game-bag. 

He looked surprised when two dirty, wet little boys suddenly appeared before him,--one grinning cheerfully, 

the other looking very dismal and scared as the dog growled and glared at them as if they were two rabbits. 

"Hollo!" said the man 

"Hollo!" answered Tommy. 

"Who are you?" asked the man. 

"Hunters," said Tommy. 

"Had good luck?" And the man laughed. 

"First-rate. Got a raccoon in our trap, and we want you to come and shoot him," answered Tommy, proudly. 

"Sure?" said the man, looking interested as well as amused. 

"No, but I think so." 

"What's he like?" 

Tommy described him, and was much disappointed when the man lay down again, saying, with another 

laugh,-- 

"It's a woodchuck; he's no good." 

"But I want the skin." 

"Then don't shoot him, let him die; that's better for the skin," said the man, who was tired and didn't want to 

stop for such poor game. 

All this time Billy had been staring hard at the sandwiches and bread and cheese on the floor, and sniffing at 

them, as the dog sniffed at him. 

"Want some grub?" asked the man, seeing the hungry look. 

"I just do! We left our lunch, and I've only had two little trout and some old berries since breakfast," answered 

Billy, with tears in his eyes and a hand on his stomach. 
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"Eat away then; I'm done, and don't want the stuff." And the man took up his paper as if glad to be let alone. 

It was lucky that the dog had been fed, for in ten minutes nothing was left but the napkin; and the boys sat 

picking up the crumbs, much refreshed, but ready for more. 

"Better be going home, my lads; it's pretty cold on the mountain after sunset, and you are a long way from 

town," said the man, who had peeped at them over his paper now and then, and saw, in spite of the dirt and 

rips, that they were not farmer boys. 

"We don't live in town; we are at Mullin's, in the valley. No hurry; we know the way, and we want to have 

some sport first. You seem to have done well," answered Tommy, looking enviously from the gun to the 

game-bag, out of which hung a rabbit's head and a squirrel's tail. 

"Pretty fair; but I want a shot at the bear. People tell me there is one up here, and I'm after him; for he kills the 

sheep, and might hurt some of the young folks round here," said the man, loading his gun with a very sober 

air; for he wanted to get rid of the boys and send them home. 

Billy looked alarmed; but Tommy's brown face beamed with joy as he said eagerly,-- 

"I hope you'll get him. I'd rather shoot a bear than any other animal but a lion. We don't have those here, and 

bears are scarce. Mullin said he hadn't heard of one for a long time; so this must be a young one, for they 

killed the big one two years ago." 

That was true, and the man knew it. He did not really expect or want to meet a bear, but thought the idea of 

one would send the little fellows home at once. Finding one of them was unscared, he laughed, and said with 

a nod to Tommy,-- 

"If I had time I'd take you along, and show you how to hunt; but this fat friend of yours couldn't rough it with 

us, and we can't leave him alone; so go ahead your own way. Only I wouldn't climb any higher, for among the 

rocks you are sure to get hurt or lost." 

"Oh, I say, let's go! Such fun, Billy! I know you'll like it. A real gun and dog and hunter! Come on, and don't 

be a molly-coddle," cried Tommy, wild to go. 

"I won't! I'm tired, and I'm going home; you can go after your old bears if you want to. I don't think much of 

hunting anyway, and wish I hadn't come," growled Billy, very cross at being left out, yet with no desire to 

scramble any more. 

"Can't stop. Good-by. Get along home, and some day I'll come and take you out with me, little 

Leatherstocking," said the man, striding off with the dear gun and dog and bag, leaving Billy to wonder what 

he meant by that queer name, and Tommy to console himself with the promise made him. 

"Let's go and see how old Chucky gets on," he said good-naturedly, when the man vanished. 
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"Not till I'm rested. I can get a good nap on this pile of hay; then we'll go home before it's late," answered lazy 

Billy, settling himself on the rough bed the lumbermen had used. 

"I just wish I had a boy with some go in him; you ain't much better than a girl," sighed Tommy, walking off to 

a pine-tree where some squirrels seemed to be having a party, they chattered and raced up and down at such a 

rate. 

He tried his bow and shot all his arrows many times in vain, for the lively creatures gave him no chance. He 

had better luck with a brown bird who sat in a bush and was hit full in the breast with the sharpest arrow. The 

poor thing fluttered and fell, and its blood wet the green leaves as it lay dying on the grass. Tommy was much 

pleased at first; but as he stood watching its bright eye grow dim and its pretty brown wings stop fluttering, he 

felt sorry that its happy little life was so cruelly ended, and ashamed that his thoughtless fun had given so 

much pain. 

"I'll never shoot another bird except hawks after chickens, and I won't brag about this one. It was so tame, and 

trusted me, I was very mean to kill it." 

As he thought this, Tommy smoothed the ruffled feathers of the dead thrush, and, making a little grave under 

the pine, buried it wrapped in green leaves, and left it there where its mate could sing over it, and no rude 

hands disturb its rest. 

"I'll tell mamma and she will understand: but I won't tell Billy. He is such a greedy old chap he'll say I ought 

to have kept the poor bird to eat," thought Tommy, as he went back to the hut, and sat there, restringing his 

bow, till Billy woke up, much more amiable for his sleep. 

They tried to find the woodchuck, but lost their way, and wandered deeper into the great forest till they came 

to a rocky place and could go no farther. They climbed up and tumbled down, turned back and went round, 

looked at the sun and knew it was late, chewed sassafras bark and checkerberry leaves for supper, and grew 

more and more worried and tired as hour after hour went by and they saw no end to woods and rocks. Once or 

twice they heard the hunter's gun far away, and called and tried to find him. 

Tommy scolded Billy for not going with the man, who knew his way and was probably safe in the valley 

when the last faint shot came up to them. Billy cried, and reproached Tommy for proposing to run away; and 

both felt very homesick for their mothers and their good safe beds at Farmer Mullin's. 

The sun set, and found them in a dreary place full of rocks and blasted trees half-way up the mountain. They 

were so tired they could hardly walk, and longed to lie down anywhere to sleep; but, remembering the 

hunter's story of the bear, they were afraid to do it, till Tommy suggested climbing a tree, after making a fire 

at the foot of it to scare away the bear, lest he climb too and get them. 

But, alas! the matches were left in their first camp; so they decided to take turns to sleep and watch, since it 

was plain that they must spend the night there. Billy went up first, and creeping into a good notch of the bare 

tree tried to sleep, while brave Tommy, armed with a big stick, marched to and fro below. Every few minutes 

a trembling voice would call from above, "Is anything coming?" and an anxious voice would answer from 

below, "Not yet. Hurry up and go to sleep! I want my turn." 
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At last Billy began to snore, and then Tommy felt so lonely he couldn't bear it; so he climbed to a lower 

branch, and sat nodding and trying to keep watch, till he too fell fast asleep, and the early moon saw the poor 

boys roosting there like two little owls. 

A loud cry, a scrambling overhead, and then a great shaking and howling waked Tommy so suddenly that he 

lost his wits for a moment and did not know where he was. 

"The bear! the bear! don't let him get me! Tommy, Tommy, come and make him let go," cried Billy, filling 

the quiet night with dismal howls. 

Tommy looked up, expecting to behold a large bear eating his unhappy friend; but the moonlight showed him 

nothing but poor Billy dangling from a bough, high above the ground, caught by his belt when he fell. He had 

been dreaming of bears, and rolled off his perch; so there he hung, kicking and wailing, half awake, and so 

scared it was long before Tommy could make him believe that he was quite safe. 

How to get him down was the next question. The branch was not strong enough to bear Tommy, though he 

climbed up and tried to unhook poor Billy. The belt was firmly twisted at the back, and Billy could not reach 

to undo it, nor could he get his legs round the branch to pull himself up. There seemed no way but to unbuckle 

the belt and drop. That he was afraid to try; for the ground was hard, and the fall a high one. Fortunately both 

belt and buckle were strong; so he hung safely, though very uncomfortably, while Tommy racked his boyish 

brain to find a way to help him. 

Billy had just declared that he should be cut in two very soon if something was not done for him, and Tommy 

was in despair, when they thought they heard a far-off shout, and both answered it till their throats were 

nearly split with screaming. 

"I seem to see a light moving round down that way," cried Billy from his hook, pointing toward the valley. 

"They are looking for us, but they won't hear us. I'll run and holler louder, and bring 'em up here," answered 

Tommy, glad to do anything that would put an end to this dreadful state of things. 

"Don't leave me! I may fall and be killed! The bear might come! Don't go! don't go!" wailed Billy, longing to 

drop, but afraid. 

"I won't go far, and I'll come back as quick as I can. You are safe up there. Hold on, and we'll soon get you 

down," answered Tommy, rushing away helter-skelter, never minding where he went, and too much excited 

to care for any damage. 

The moon was bright on the blasted trees; but when he came down among the green pines, it grew dark, and 

he often stumbled and fell. Never minding bumps and bruises, he scrambled over rocks, leaped fallen trunks, 

floundered through brooks, and climbed down steep places, till, with a reckless jump, he went heels over head 

into a deep hole, and lay there for a moment stunned by the fall. It was an old bear-trap, long unused, and 

fortunately well carpeted with dead leaves, or poor Tommy would have broken his bones. 
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When he came to himself he was so used up that he lay still for some time in a sort of daze, too tired to know 

or care about anything, only dimly conscious that somebody was lost in a tree or a well, and that, on the 

whole, running away was not all fun. 

By and by the sound of a gun roused him; and remembering poor Billy, he tried to get out of the pit,--for the 

moon showed him where he was. But it was too deep, and he was too stiff with weariness and the fall to be 

very nimble. So he shouted, and whistled, and raged about very like a little bear caught in the pit. 

It is very difficult to find a lost person on these great mountains, and many wander for hours not far from 

help, bewildered by the thick woods, the deep ravines, and precipices which shut them in. Some have lost 

their lives; and as Tommy lay on the leaves used up by his various struggles, he thought of all the stories he 

had lately heard at the farm, and began to wonder how it would feel to starve to death down there, and to wish 

poor Billy could come to share his prison, that they might die together, like the Babes in the Wood, or better 

still the Boy Scouts lost on the prairies in that thrilling story, "Bill Boomerang, the Wild Hunter of the West." 

"I guess mother is worried this time, because I never stayed out all night before, and I never will again 

without leave. It's rather good fun, though, if they only find me. I ain't afraid, and it isn't very cold. I always 

wanted to sleep out, and now I'm doing it. Wish poor Billy was safely down and in this good bed with me. 

Won't he be scared all alone there? Maybe the belt will break and he get hurt bumping down. Sorry now I left 

him, he's such a 'fraid-cat. There's the gun again! Guess it's that man after us. Hi! hollo! Here I am! Whoop! 

Hurrah! Hi! hi! hi!" 

Tommy's meditations ended in a series of yells as loud as his shrill little voice could make them, and he 

thought some one answered. But it must have been an echo, for no one came; and after another rampage 

round his prison, the poor boy nestled down among the leaves, and went fast asleep because there was nothing 

else to do. 

So there they were, the two young hunters, lost at midnight on the mountain,--one hanging like an apple on 

the old tree, and the other sound asleep in a bear-pit. Their distracted mothers meantime were weeping and 

wringing their hands at the farm, while all the men in the neighborhood were out looking for the lost boys. 

The hunter on his return to the hotel had reported meeting the runaways and his effort to send them home in 

good season; so people knew where to look, and, led by the man and dog, up the mountain went Mr. Mullin 

with his troop. It was a mild night, and the moon shone high and clear; so the hunt was, on the whole, rather 

easy and pleasant at first, and lanterns flashed through the dark forest like fireflies, the lonely cliffs seemed 

alive with men, and voices echoed in places where usually only the brooks babbled and the hawks screamed. 

But as time went on, and no sign of the boys appeared, the men grew anxious, and began to fear some serious 

harm had come to the runaways. 

"I can't go home without them little shavers no way, 'specially Tommy," said Mr. Mullin, as they stopped to 

rest after a hard climb through the blasted grove. "He's a boy after my own heart, spry as a chipmunk, smart as 

a young cockerel, and as full of mischief as a monkey. He ain't afraid of anything, and I shouldn't be a mite 

surprised to find him enjoyin' himself first-rate, and as cool as a coocumber." 
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"The fat boy won't take it so easily, I fancy. If it hadn't been for him I'd have kept the lively fellow with me, 

and shown him how to hunt. Sorry now I didn't take them both home," said the man with the gun, seeing his 

mistake too late, as people often do. 

"Maybe they've fell down a precipice and got killed, like Moses Warner, when he was lost," suggested a tall 

fellow, who had shouted himself hoarse. 

"Hush up, and come on! The dog is barkin' yonder, and he may have found 'em," said the farmer, hurrying 

toward the place where the hound was baying at something in a tree. 

It was poor Billy, hanging there still, half unconscious with weariness and fear. The belt had slipped up under 

his arms, so he could breathe easily; and there he was, looking like a queer sort of cone on the blasted pine. 

"Wal, I never!" exclaimed the farmer, as the tall lad climbed up, and, unhooking Billy, handed him down like 

a young bird, into the arms held up to catch him. 

"He's all right, only scared out of his wits. Come along and look for the other one. I'll warrant he went for 

help, and may be half-way home by this time," said the hunter, who didn't take much interest in the fat boy. 

Tommy's hat lay on the ground; and showing it to the dog, his master told him to find the boy. The good 

hound sniffed about, and then set off with his nose to the ground, following the zigzag track Tommy had 

taken in his hurry. The hunter and several of the men went after him, leaving the farmer with the others to 

take care of Billy. 

Presently the dog came to the bear-pit, and began to bark again. 

"He's got him!" cried the men, much relieved; and rushing on soon saw the good beast looking down at a little 

white object in one corner of the dark hole. 

It was Tommy's face in the moonlight, for the rest of him was covered up with leaves. The little round face 

seemed very quiet; and for a moment the men stood quite still, fearing that the fall might have done the boy 

some harm. Then the hunter leaped down, and gently touched the brown cheek. It was warm, and a soft snore 

from the pug nose made the man call out, much relieved,-- 

"He's all right. Wake up here, little chap; you are wanted at home. Had hunting enough for this time?" 

As he spoke, Tommy opened his eyes, gave a stretch, and said, "Hollo, Billy," as calmly as if in his own bed 

at home. Then the rustle of the leaves, the moonlight in his face, and the sight of several men staring down at 

him startled him wide awake. 

"Did you shoot the big bear?" he asked, looking up at the hunter with a grin. 

"No; but I caught a little one, and here he is," answered the man, giving Tommy a roll in the leaves, much 

pleased because he did not whine or make a fuss. 
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"Got lost, didn't we? Oh, I say, where's Billy? I left him up a tree like a coon, and he wouldn't come down," 

laughed Tommy, kicking off his brown bed-clothes, and quite ready to get up now. 

They all laughed with him; and presently, when the story was told, they pulled the boy out of the pit, and went 

back to join the other wanderer, who was now sitting up eating the bread and butter Mrs. Mullin sent for their 

very late supper. 

The men roared again, as the two boys told their various tribulations; and when they had been refreshed, the 

party started for home, blowing the tin horns, and firing shot after shot to let the scattered searchers know that 

the lost children were found. Billy was very quiet, and gladly rode on the various broad backs offered for his 

use, but Tommy stoutly refused to be carried, and with an occasional "boost" over a very rough place, walked 

all the way down on his own sturdy legs. He was the hero of the adventure, and was never tired of relating 

how he caught the woodchuck, cooked the fish, slid down the big rock, and went to bed in the old bear-pit. 

But in his own little mind he resolved to wait till he was older before he tried to be a hunter; and though he 

caught several wood-chucks that summer, he never shot another harmless little bird. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/louisa-may-alcott/short-story/how-they-ran-away 
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Some lakes in the Arctic are expanding and others are disappearing as permafrost thaws. This lake north of 

Inuvik, N.W.T., is expanding as the ice wedges (darker lines leading away from the lake) around this lake 

melt and the ground subsides. (Philip Marsh), Author provided 
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1. Philip Marsh 

Professor and Canada Research Chair in Cold Regions Water Science, Wilfrid Laurier University 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/philip-marsh-740914
https://theconversation.com/profiles/philip-marsh-740914


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

65 

2. Evan Wilcox 

PhD Candidate, Geography, Wilfrid Laurier University 

3. Niels Weiss 

Research associate (Permafrost), Wilfrid Laurier University 

Disclosure statement 

Philip Marsh receives funding from Canada Research Chair program; Natural Sciences and Engineering 

Research Council of Canada; Canadian Foundation for Innovation; Global Water Futures; NWT Cumulative 

Impact Monitoring Program; and Government of the NWT. 

Evan Wilcox receives funding from the W. Garfield Weston Foundation. Evan Wilcox is affiliated with the 

Permafrost Young Researchers Network. 

Niels Weiss receives funding from Global Water Futures. 

Partners 

View all partners 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/evan-wilcox-915443
https://theconversation.com/profiles/niels-weiss-915442
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://theconversation.com/profiles/evan-wilcox-915443
https://theconversation.com/profiles/niels-weiss-915442


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

66 

Lakes, ponds and streams cover a large fraction of the low-lying tundra that circles the Arctic. For example, 

roughly 65,000 lakes and ponds lie within the Mackenzie Delta and an area to its east. 

Lakes across this terrain often exist because of the impermeable nature of the permafrost around and below 

these lakes. Some of this permafrost has existed here since the last ice age. 

 

Yet as the climate warms, this permafrost is at risk of thawing for the first time in tens of thousands of years. 

Permafrost thaw has already caused some of these lakes to drain and dry up, and others to expand. Dramatic 

changes over the last 70 years have been well documented through air photos and satellite images. 

These lakes are linked by a vast network of rivers and streams, and are important habitat for large populations 

of migratory birds, fish and mammals. They are also vital to the lives of northerners, who use them for 

hunting, fishing, trapping, transportation, fresh water and recreation. 

With increasing evidence of ecosystem destruction around the world related to the changing climate, there is 

also increasing concern that unique Arctic freshwater ecosystems are under threat. 

https://doi.org/10.5194/essd-9-317-2017
https://doi.org/10.1029/2006WR005139
https://doi.org/10.1002/hyp.7179
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41561-019-0306-x
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Disappearing lakes 

Lakes controlled by the presence of permafrost can drain rapidly if the permafrost gives way, a process called 

catastrophic lake drainage. Sometimes an entire lake can drain in as little as a day, like the one that we studied 

after it vanished from the landscape north of Inuvik, N.W.T., in 16 hours in August 1989. 

A drained lake basin, with shrubs turning yellow in the fall. This lake in the Trail Valley Creek watershed 

north of Inuvik, N.W.T., drained in August 1989. (Philip Marsh) 

The disappearance of this lake occurred as water seeped through cracks that had formed in ice wedges during 

the previous winter. The relatively warm lake water melted the ice within the permafrost, creating a new 

outlet channel. 

 

Lake drainage presents a serious safety risk to hunters or fishers who may be downstream. It also destroys 

freshwater habitat, quickly converting it to land, and expands, or even forms, new stream channels. 

https://doi.org/10.1002/hyp.1035
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Like many impacts of climate change on the Arctic, however, unexpected changes also occur. After our initial 

studies of draining lakes, we expected to find the number of lakes draining annually across this region would 

increase as the climate warmed.  

 

A stream channel enlarged by a rapid, partial drainage of the lake in the background after ice-rich permafrost 

thawed. (Philip Marsh) 

Instead, we found lake drainage in this area had decreased by one-third between 1950 and 2000. This decrease 

is likely due to fewer extremely cold winter days that are needed for ice wedge cracking to occur over the 

winter. 

Three core sections from the upper metre of permafrost at a site north of Inuvik, N.W.T. White material is ice 

embedded in the permafrost. (Niels Weiss) 

Yet as warming continues, the upper layer of the soil that thaws each year is expected to get deeper and will 

likely lead to more lake drainage events. An increase in lake drainage has already been reported in Siberia, 

and this is likely the long-term future of many Arctic lowland lakes. 

https://doi.org/10.1002/hyp.7179
http://www.doi.org/10.1126/science.1108142
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Expanding lakes 

Other lowland lakes are expanding as ice in the lake shoreline melts. New lakes may also appear in the tundra 

depressions that form as ice-rich permafrost thaws, creating new aquatic habitat. Changes like this have been 

seen in Siberia, but they haven’t been observed in the Inuvik region yet.  

This thawing of ice-rich permafrost, called thermokarst, results in changes in water chemistry and increases in 

water clarity. These changes will likely affect aquatic food webs in ways that are still poorly understood. 

The Arctic is warming at two to three times the rate of the global average. But determining where the 

permafrost will thaw — in what way and how quickly — is a complicated puzzle affected by many factors. 

For example, there are an increasing number of shrubs growing on the tundra. This affects the accumulation 

of blowing snow, and may speed up or slow down the rate of snow melt and shorten or lengthen the number 

of snow-free days. All of this affects permafrost thaw and freshwater systems. 

Millennia of change ahead 

Scientific organizations, governments and international groups around the world have all recently warned of 

the alarming impacts climate change is having — and will have — on the Arctic. Thawing permafrost is 

already destabilizing buildings, roads and airstrips, eroding coastlines and releasing more carbon into the 

atmosphere. 

It is critically important to realize that permafrost thaw will not stop once the global climate has stabilized, 

whether at the Paris Agreement limits of 1.5C or 2C, or at much higher levels. Even if anthropogenic carbon 

emissions are reduced over the coming decades, the concentration of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere will 

remain above pre-industrial levels for centuries — and likely millennia. Temperatures will also remain high. 

As long as the global average temperature stays above the pre-industrial average, permafrost will continue to 

thaw, ground ice will melt, the land will subside, lakes and streams and freshwater ecosystems will change 

dramatically, with devastating effects on the peoples of the Arctic who have used these freshwater systems for 

generations. 

Over the next year, governments will make decisions that will limit the increase in global temperature to 

below 1.5C or allow global warming to further increase to 2C or more. Our decisions will impact the Arctic 

and the globe for generations. 

https://theconversation.com/collapsing-permafrost-is-transforming-arctic-lakes-ponds-and-streams-

128519?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%

2010%202020%20-
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%201557914888+Version+A+CID_31f397ff3707dc991bac2cf6409c6536&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Collapsing%20permafrost%20is%20transforming%20Arctic%20lakes%20ponds%20and%20s
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https://theconversation.com/collapsing-permafrost-is-transforming-arctic-lakes-ponds-and-streams-128519?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888+Version+A+CID_31f397ff3707dc991bac2cf6409c6536&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Collapsing%20permafrost%20is%20transforming%20Arctic%20lakes%20ponds%20and%20streams
https://theconversation.com/collapsing-permafrost-is-transforming-arctic-lakes-ponds-and-streams-128519?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888+Version+A+CID_31f397ff3707dc991bac2cf6409c6536&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Collapsing%20permafrost%20is%20transforming%20Arctic%20lakes%20ponds%20and%20streams
https://theconversation.com/collapsing-permafrost-is-transforming-arctic-lakes-ponds-and-streams-128519?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888+Version+A+CID_31f397ff3707dc991bac2cf6409c6536&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Collapsing%20permafrost%20is%20transforming%20Arctic%20lakes%20ponds%20and%20streams
https://theconversation.com/collapsing-permafrost-is-transforming-arctic-lakes-ponds-and-streams-128519?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20March%2010%202020%20-%201557914888+Version+A+CID_31f397ff3707dc991bac2cf6409c6536&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Collapsing%20permafrost%20is%20transforming%20Arctic%20lakes%20ponds%20and%20streams
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Study finds tropical forests' ability to capture carbon peaked in 1990s 

By Nick Lavars 

 

The world's tropical forests are rapidly losing their ability to capture carbon, a new study has found 

earlytwenties/Depositphotos 

The ability of the world's tropical forests to sequester carbon dioxide, and by extension play a role in slowing 

the rate of global warming, is in rapid decline, according to a new study. The research analyzed hundreds of 

forests around the Amazon and Africa and their ability to capture carbon across the last three decades, finding 

that it may have actually reached its peak in the 1990s. 

The research was carried out by an international team and led by scientists at the University of Leeds. It 

looked at 300,000 individual trees over a 30-year period. These trees hailed from 565 tropical forests across 

Africa and the Amazon, and the scientists used data captured at regular intervals on tree height and tree death 

to calculate changes in the total carbon they are able to store. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/20614089/stock-photo-brazilian-rainforest.html
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In the 1990s, the scientists concluded, the tropical forests pulled around 46 billion tonnes of carbon dioxide 

from the air. In the 2010s, this had dropped to 25 billion tons. Viewed as a portion of total human-induced 

carbon emissions, tropical forests removed 17 percent of our CO2 in the 1990s, and just 6 percent in the 

2010s. 

"Extra carbon dioxide boosts tree growth, but every year this effect is being increasingly countered by the 

negative impacts of higher temperatures and droughts which slow growth and can kill trees," says study lead 

author Dr Wannes Hubau. "Our modeling of these factors shows a long-term future decline in the African 

sink and that the Amazonian sink will continue to rapidly weaken, which we predict to become a carbon 

source in the mid-2030s.” 

The research also shone a light on the alarming rate of deforestation and its relationship with carbon 

emissions, which rose by 46 percent over the same timeframe while intact forest areas were reduced by 19 

percent. 

“The immediate threats to tropical forests are deforestation, logging and fires," says senior author Professor 

Simon Lewis, from the School of Geography at Leeds University. "These require urgent action. In addition, 

stabilizing Earth’s climate is necessary to stabilize the carbon balance of intact tropical forests. By driving 

carbon dioxide emissions to net-zero even faster than currently envisaged, it would be possible to avoid intact 

tropical forests becoming a large source of carbon to the atmosphere. But that window of possibility is closing 

fast.” 

And while saving the world’s tropical forests to drastically reduce carbon emissions is certainly a priority, 

there are also other, often overlooked, carbon sinks that demand ongoing attention. This includes focusing 

resources on conserving and regenerating tundras and seagrass meadows, both of which actually have 

a superior ability to capture carbon but are in decline due to human activity. 

The research was published in the journal Nature. 

Source: University of Leeds 

We recommend 

1. Quinvita Gets $1M Grant for Jatropha Studies 

GenomeWeb, 2011 

2. Genome Study Offers Insights into Gibbon Biology, Chromosomal Rearrangements 

GenomeWeb, 2014 

3. Novogene, International Center for Tropical Agriculture Partner to Construct Cassava Pan-Genome 

GenomeWeb, 2015 

https://www.smithsonianmag.com/science-nature/underwater-meadows-seagrass-could-be-ideal-carbon-sinks-180970686/
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41586-020-2035-0
http://www.leeds.ac.uk/news/article/4555/tropical_forests_carbon_sink_already_rapidly_weakening
https://www.genomeweb.com/quinvita-gets-1m-grant-jatropha-studies?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://www.genomeweb.com/sequencing/genome-study-offers-insights-gibbon-biology-chromosomal-rearrangements?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://www.genomeweb.com/sequencing-technology/novogene-international-center-tropical-agriculture-partner-construct-cassava?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
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1. JGI Taking Proposals for Sequencing Projects 

GenomeWeb, 2011 

2. Baylor Team Finds Target Capture Beyond Consensus Coding Regions Is Difficult, but Revealing 

GenomeWeb, 2011 

3. Baylor Team Finds Target Capture Beyond Consensus Coding Regions Is Difficult, but Revealing 

GenomeWeb, 2011 

 

Nick Lavars 

Nick has been writing and editing at New Atlas for over six years, where he has covered everything from 

distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

https://newatlas.com/environment/tropical-forests-carbon-capture-peak-

1990s/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=534949f63e-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_10_09_07&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-534949f63e-

92970593 

  

https://www.genomeweb.com/sequencing/jgi-taking-proposals-sequencing-projects?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://www.genomeweb.com/sequencing/baylor-team-finds-target-capture-beyond-consensus-coding-regions-difficult-revea?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://www.genomeweb.com/sequencing/baylor-team-finds-target-capture-beyond-consensus-coding-regions-difficult-revea?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/environment/tropical-forests-carbon-capture-peak-1990s/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=534949f63e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_10_09_07&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-534949f63e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/tropical-forests-carbon-capture-peak-1990s/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=534949f63e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_10_09_07&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-534949f63e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/tropical-forests-carbon-capture-peak-1990s/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=534949f63e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_10_09_07&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-534949f63e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/tropical-forests-carbon-capture-peak-1990s/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=534949f63e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_10_09_07&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-534949f63e-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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The death of History 

Jesús Zamora Bonilla March 9, 2020 

Photo: Yusuf Dündar / Unsplash 

Doing Ancient History is a difficult job. You may be thinking about the lot of hard work historians have to 

perform in order to learn just a little bit of what happened millennia ago, but I would like to invite you to 

consider another more fundamental obstacle in a discipline like this: the fact that basically all the most 

relevant empirical evidence we might collect about those events has already been collected long ago, as well 

as studied, analysed and disputed. We cannot expect to discover, say, a big amount of unpublished documents 

(nor perhaps just a few additional lines) nearly contemporary of Julius Caesar, providing us with totally 

unknown information about the events of the time; nor can we expect that future archaeological discoveries 

about the classical civilizations of the Middle East and the Mediterranean can be as illuminating and mind-

changing as the pioneering findings of the 19th or early 20th centuries were. Of course, there are still a lot of 

small details waiting for us, but the big picture of what more or less happened in those days has already been 

constructed, and we can expect no big deletions or additions to it. Ancient History is one of those scientific 

disciplines in which specialist have to work under the certainty of having already all the data on the table (of 

course, I mean all the data we can possibly get, not all the data we wished to have). This, by the way, is a 

situation similar to that of other apparently ‘more scientific disciplines’, as I commented here about the case 

of theoretical physics. And, in the same way, here applies the ‘law’ that tells that the amount of relevance that 

philosophical reasoning plays in an academic field is inversely proportional to the amount of new empirical 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jesus-zamora/
https://mappingignorance.org/2018/07/18/has-theoretical-physics-become-a-sleeping-beauty/
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data the field practitioners can expect to learn: as I explained there, if the plausibility of a theory or conjecture 

cannot be made to grow thanks to new amazing predictions they may help to advance, then the only route to 

ameliorate that plausibility is by using ‘philosophical’ (or ‘rhetorical’?) arguments, that show that the 

theory/conjecture is coherent, or even mandated, by some ‘ontological’, ‘methodological’, or other kind of 

philosophical ‘principles’. 

The idea that Ancient History is a nearly dead field (from the point of view of empirically-based growth of 

knowledge about the ‘big questions’) was revived in my mind a few days ago, when I came across Greg 

Anderson’s recent book entitled The Realness of Things Past. Ancient Greece and Ontological History 1. In a 

nutshell, the book is an attempt to apply the paradigm of so called ‘Post-Colonialism’ to the field of Ancient 

History, and more particularly, to the study of the classical Athens (around 5th-4th centuries BCE). The 

history of places like Africa, India, China or (indigenous) America has been traditionally carried out not only 

from the point of view of European or Western history, but, most importantly, with the help of conceptual 

categories that only make sense (according to Anderson and the post-colonialist historians) from the point of 

view of our post-Enlightenment culture; I mean categories such as ‘economy’, ‘democracy’, ‘state’, 

‘ideology’, even ‘religion’ (as a field of experience or of social life totally separate from the ‘secular’). The 

study of non-Western societies should be done with non-Western categories. 

Exactly the same, according to Anderson, is what we have to do when approaching the classical Athenians: 

we should not explain nor describe their society using our own mental framework (‘translating’ it to our own 

language, so to say), but we have to aim, instead, to reconstruct their world in their own terms 

(‘transcribing’ that world into ours, to say it with the words the author uses). This may hardly sound new: 

since more than one century ago (at least), specialists are very cautious about avoiding one of the most mortal 

sins a historian can commit, anachronism. What Anderson adds is that actually all the questions modern 

historians have been putting about classical Greece are unavoidably ‘anachronistic’, for they wouldn’t make 

any sense at all for a contemporary of Pericles or Xenophon. As another critic summarily explains 2: 

To understand the Athenians properly, we must recognise that it isn’t just that they perceived the world 

differently, but that the world itself was different. What’s needed, (Anderson) believes, is an ‘ontological turn’ 

in how we write histories of Athens. 

Anderson, hence, invites us to completely rewrite Ancient History, not simply trying to imagine ‘how those 

millennia-dead people saw the world’, but trying to capture how their world really was. Just by way of 

example: it is not only that we should not impose the categories of our liberal political philosophy (like 

‘democracy’, ‘power’, ‘institutions’…) on our description of that world, but use their categories (their 

understanding of their words) instead. No, it is even that, when doing Ancient Greek History, we should not 

assume that Greek gods do not exist, just because we live in a ‘modern’, post-Enlightenment world in 

which we ‘know’ that the universe is made of matter and energy that obeys precise mathematical physical 

laws. Assuming the truth of our world (which includes our corpus scientific knowledge, as well as our ideas 

about how real, ‘legitimate’ scientific knowledge is produced and validated) when approaching the people of 

Antiquity “engages in a kind of retrospective political violence” (Anderson, 2018, p. 102). 

This message combines two ingredients that, if when consumed in isolation are unsafe, mixed are certainly 

dangerous: the post-modern ontological relativism according to which there is nothing like an objectively 

existing world (nor better or worse ways to discover how things really are), but only the worlds ‘made’ by 

each culture, society, tribe, etc.; and the post-post-modern ethical fundamentalism according to which 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/09/the-death-of-history/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6594-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/09/the-death-of-history/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6594-2
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everything that sounds like ‘Western’, ‘Enlightened’, ‘Liberal’, ‘Capitalist’, ‘Dualist’ (wtf?) or (scream!!!) 

‘Positivist’ is not only mistaken, but immoral. Anderson’s arguments along the book (which often is very 

pleasant to read, thanks to the freshness and detail with which the author makes you realize how 

Athenians saw the world) turn perpetually around this idea that we are ‘harming’ or ‘insulting’ the peoples of 

the past when we simply try to understand them without accepting that they were basically right in everything 

they said and thought. But, is a science of history along those lines even possible? Even Anderson would 

accept (I guess) that other historians can try to do exactly the same he is trying (‘transcribing the Classical 

world’), but failing, because of some they have misunderstood, or for whatever reasons. After all, he surely 

prefers to perform his job well rather than poorly. But, if he, or other historians, may fail, may be mistaken, 

why have we to assume that the Athenians of the Classical Age were right about everything they fancied (no 

matter how well that system of assumptions ‘functioned’ at the time)? Moreover, isn’t the goal of science to 

help us to better understand things that are beyond the grasp of ‘common sense’ (not only ‘modern’ common 

sense, but whichever ‘common sense’ that happens to have existed)? But, of course, in the world of post-

modern, post-colonial studies, these are probably nasty assumptions that only a despicable positivist would 

dare to make. 

Lastly, there is a section at the beginning of the book where one starts hoping that what one is reading is a 

kind of Sokalian joke: when Anderson barefacedly starts explaining to you that his new ontological or ‘world-

making’ historiographic paradigm is plainly justified by none other than… quantum physics! For, does not 

quantum theory tell us that an objective world does not really exist ‘out there’, but only the multifarious ways 

in which the observed phenomena are entangled with their observers? (Short answer: no, quantum physics 

does not tell that; long answer: no, the reasonable interpretations of quantum physics more similar to what 

Anderson very wrongly describes do not allow to infer something as weird as the thesis that everything some 

people have ever thought was real was really real at the time; quantum mechanics, for example, 

does not allow to infer that Ptolemaic epicycles were really real by 200 CE; no quantum experiment allows to 

conclude such a crazy, stupid claim). Unfortunately, one ends discovering that the quantum sections of 

Anderson’s book were not a joke. And it is a pity. 
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Emerging 

by Pablo Neruda 

Issue no. 57 (Spring 1957) 

A man says yes without knowing 

how to decide even what the question is, 

and is caught up, and then is carried along 

and never again escapes from his own cocoon; 

and that’s how we are, forever falling 

into the deep well of other beings; 

and one thread wraps itself around our necks, 

another entwines a foot, and then it is impossible, 

impossible to move except in the well — 

nobody can rescue us from other people. 

It seems as if we don’t know how to speak; 

it seems as if there are words which escape, 

which are missing, when have gone away and left us 

to ourselves, tangled up in snares and threads. 

And all at once, that’s it; we no longer know 

what it’s all about, but we are deep inside it, 

and now we will never see with the same eyes 

as once we did when we were children playing. 

Now these eyes are closed to us, 

now our hands emerge from different arms. 

And therefore when you sleep, you are alone in your dreaming, 

and running freely through the corridors 

of one dream only, which belongs to you. 

Oh never let them come to steal our dreams, 

never let them entwine us in our bed. 

Let us hold on to the shadows 

to see if, from our own obscurity, 

we emerge and grope along the walls, 

lie in wait for the light, to capture it, 

till, once and for all time, 

it becomes our own, the sun of every day. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 The Art of Poetry No. 14 with Pablo Neruda, published in issue no. 51, Spring 1971? 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e256d4a347&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e256d4a347&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f548af661d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e256d4a347&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e256d4a347&e=d538c8f2e0
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Cephalopod Atlas: Stunning, Sensual Illustrations from the World’s First Encyclopedia of Octopus and 

Squid Wonders from the Ocean Depths 

Ravishing otherworldly wonders of the cosmos beneath the surface, from the first expedition to prove that life 

exists in the depths. 

Velodona togata. Available as a print. 

 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

“While stroking an octopus, it is easy to fall into reverie,” naturalist Sy Montgomery wrote in her breathtaking 

inquiry into how Earth’s most alien creature illuminates the wonders of consciousness. “To share such a 

moment of deep tranquility with another being, especially one as different from us as the octopus, is a 

humbling privilege… an uplink to universal consciousness.” 

A century before her, and decades before the great marine biologist, conservation pioneer, and poetic science 

writer Rachel Carson invited the popular imagination undersea for the first time through the valve of science 

— the fathoming that gave rise to the environmental movement — the German marine biologist Carl 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663660_print?sku=s6-13477943p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/12/14/the-soul-of-an-octopus-sy-montgomery/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663660_print?sku=s6-13477943p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Chun (October 1, 1852–April 11, 1914) led a pioneering deep-sea expedition that upended, with the most 

spectacular findings, the long-held belief that life could not exist below 300 fathoms. 

 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663643_print?sku=s6-13477919p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Velodona togata. Available as a print. 

In the summer of 1898, Chun and his team embarked on what became known as the Valdivia expedition, 

plunging below 500 fathoms — depths the British-led Challenger expedition, which had laid the foundation 

of oceanography sixteen years earlier, had failed to reach — and emerging eight months later with marvels 

beyond the wildest human imaginings and the most daring scientific speculations, creatures too strange and 

otherworldly even for Jules Verne’s fantastical worlds: cosmoses of bioluminescent fish, swimmers 

navigating the inky blackness of the depths with senses other than sight, fleshy pulsating supernovae of 

crimson, gilled and frilled and tentacled wonders that seemed to belong to the “other spheres” Whitman 

imagined when he contemplated “the world below the brine.” 

 

Polypus levisHoyle, male. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663643_print?sku=s6-13477919p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/29/john-cameron-mitchell-walt-whitman/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663645_print?sku=s6-13477923p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663645_print?sku=s6-13477923p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Chun spent the remainder of his life bringing the world’s awed attention to the unfathomed wonderland he 

had discovered, in twenty-four rigorously detailed volumes, some featuring arresting, almost erotic 

illustrations by the artist Friedrich Wilhelm Winter — none more arresting than those found in the 1910 

treasure Cephalopod Atlas, a surviving copy of which has been digitized by the wonderful Biodiversity 

Library. 

 

Vampyroteothis infernalis. Available as a print. 

https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/page/32124297#page/197/mode/1up
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663662_print?sku=s6-13477945p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663662_print?sku=s6-13477945p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Among Winter’s stunning, sensual illustrations — which I have restored and made available as prints, 

benefiting Greenpeace and their inspired endeavor to protect the increasingly human-savaged habitats of these 

living wonders — is one of a creature Chun was the first to describe: a small, black cephalopod with branchial 

hearts and a light gonad that appears to shine just above its stomach. He named it Vampyroteuthis infernalis, 

“vampire squid from hell.” 

 

Abraliopsis morisii. Available as a print. 

https://www.greenpeace.org/international/act/protect-the-oceans/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663625_print?sku=s6-13477877p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663625_print?sku=s6-13477877p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Abraliopsis morisii Vér. Male and juvenile stages. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663627_print?sku=s6-13477880p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663627_print?sku=s6-13477880p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Abraliopsis morisii Vér. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663628_print?sku=s6-13477882p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663628_print?sku=s6-13477882p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Pyroteuthis margaritifera Vér. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663630_print?sku=s6-13477889p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663630_print?sku=s6-13477889p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Bolitaena diaphana Steenstr. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663650_print?sku=s6-13477933p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663650_print?sku=s6-13477933p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Rossia mastigophora. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663642_print?sku=s6-13477910p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663642_print?sku=s6-13477910p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Organs of Pterygioteuthis. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663631_print?sku=s6-13477892p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663631_print?sku=s6-13477892p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Thaumatolampas diadema. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace_print?sku=s6-13476684p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace_print?sku=s6-13476684p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Organs of Thaumatolampas diadema. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663623_print?sku=s6-13477872p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663623_print?sku=s6-13477872p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Calitheuthis, Histiotheuthis. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663632_print?sku=s6-13477894p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663632_print?sku=s6-13477894p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Histiotheuthis, Calitheuthis. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663633_print?sku=s6-13477897p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663633_print?sku=s6-13477897p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Mastigoteuthis glaukopis. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663637_print?sku=s6-13477906p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663637_print?sku=s6-13477906p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Chiroteuthis. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663638_print?sku=s6-13477908p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663638_print?sku=s6-13477908p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Cirruthauma murrayi Chun. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663653_print?sku=s6-13477935p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663653_print?sku=s6-13477935p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Opisthoteuthis Verrill. Available as a print.

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663654_print?sku=s6-13477937p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663654_print?sku=s6-13477937p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Opisthoteuthis Verrill. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663655_print?sku=s6-13477940p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663655_print?sku=s6-13477940p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Benthoteuthis megalops Verrill. Available as a print. 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663634_print?sku=s6-13477898p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663634_print?sku=s6-13477898p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Eledonella pygmaea Verr. Available as 

a print. 

Complement with an animated primer on what makes the octopus consciousness so extraordinary and a little 

boy’s disarming case against eating octopuses (I’ll take the PSA opportunity here to remind folks that 

“octopus” comes from Greek, not from Latin; the correct plural is therefore “octopuses,” not “octopi”), then 

revisit British artist Sarah Stone’s trailblazing natural history paintings of exotic and endangered species from 

the previous century, French artist Paul Sougy’s vintage scientific diagrams of plants and animals from the 

following century, and Sy Montgomery’s lovely contemporary meditation on how to be a good creature. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-

chun/?mc_cid=9570991028&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663648_print?sku=s6-13477926p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663648_print?sku=s6-13477926p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/02/15/ted-ed-octopus-consciousness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/29/luiz-eating-animals-octopus/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/12/sarah-stone-natural-history-illustration/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/29/paul-sougy/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/10/31/how-to-be-a-good-creature-sy-montgomery/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-chun/?mc_cid=9570991028&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/03/cephalopod-atlas-carl-chun/?mc_cid=9570991028&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://society6.com/product/art-by-friedrich-wilhelm-winter-from-cephalopod-atlas-by-carl-chun-1910-benefitting-greenpeace2663648_print?sku=s6-13477926p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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RED HERRINGS IN CONTEMPORARY CRIME LITERATURE 

Celebrating the 21st century masters of misdirection. 

BY KAREN DIETRICH 

VIA GRAND CENTRAL 

 

 

When plotting a tale of suspense, any writer worth her salt understands the importance of distraction—

intriguing details that lead the reader down a path of uncertainty, false clues intentionally planted to 

mislead, and of course the phenomenon of the unreliable narrator. This is why the red herring is a staple 

in mystery writing. These sneaky devices can serve to ratchet up the suspense as the author gleefully 

provides twist and turns throughout the book. 

When writers use the art of distraction, the reader remains off balance, constantly wondering if they will 

ever gain a sure foothold on the story. The best writers understand that red herrings are not simply shiny 

objects to avert your gaze—they are well-constructed traps the reader can’t help but enter, often against 

their better judgment. 

For me, what happens in my mind while I read is just as important as what happens on the page. It’s the 

experience of reading a book that stays with me. The way my pulse pounded during certain scenes. The 

feeling of uncertainty that made me stay up later and read just one more chapter (and then one more after 

https://crimereads.com/author/karendietrich/
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781538732939
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that, because I won’t be satisfied until I know the truth). The way the writer took me on a rollercoaster 

traveling through the dark, at the mercy of the treacherous track with no idea how it all will end. 

Is it possible to include too many red herrings? There’s certainly no magic number, but the best writers 

understand how to distract in covert ways, never drawing too much attention to the false clues they’re 

planting. Understatement works best, and my favorite reading experience is finishing a book and then 

immediately having the desire to start over and read again from the very beginning, armed with the 

knowledge I now have, so that I can dig in and reassess everything I thought I knew. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Red herrings keep the reader turning pages, yes, but they also keep the reader wondering what the hell is 

actually going on. Just when you think you’d got it all figured out, another clue appears. Is this one a red 

herring or the real thing? These books play with the reader’s mind in wonderfully twisted ways, using red 

herrings masterfully and keeping the reader guessing. And second-guessing. 
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The Witch Elm by Tana French 

French’s masterfully plotted tales of suspense have earned her the devotion of fans, loyal readers who 

eagerly await her next book. The Witch Elm begins with Toby, a generally likeable nice guy, who has just 

been brutally attacked by burglars. He’s a bit foggy on all the details, and in need of assistance while 

recovering, so he moves back into the family homestead with his uncle. The place is full of teenage 

memories for Toby and at first the place is a comfort—until things start to get a little creepy. A skull is 

found in the elm tree in the garden, and so police descend onto the property and begin their investigation. 

Is Toby simply an innocent man lunged into unfortunate circumstances? French might want you to believe 

that, but as each chapter unfolds, she exposes Toby’s worst fears, using them to her advantage and laying 

fresh (and possibly false) trails at every turn. 

 

An Unwanted Guest by Shari Lapena 

This story of murder and mayhem over one weekend at a snowed in hotel has drawn many comparisons to 

the work of Agatha Christie, and rightfully so—Lapena leaves no stone unturned as she plants red 
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herrings, distracting the reader as much as possible. Combine the claustrophobic setting with a cast of 

characters carrying metric tons of secrets and Lapena has the perfect recipe for a page-turning mystery. 

There’s the seemingly happy young couple on a romantic weekend. There is the former journalist who 

seems to be recovering from some type of trauma. There’s the older couple hoping to resuscitate their 

nearly dead marriage. But what about the handsome man travelling alone? Isn’t he the high profile lawyer 

who was accused of murdering his wife? Just when you think you’ve got a handle on this treacherous 

snowbound weekend, Lapena produces red herrings that have you frolicking down the wrong path time 

and time again. 

 

The Cutting Season by Attica Locke 

Caren is caretaker for the grounds of Belle Vie, a former plantation that now provides a setting for high 

price tag weddings and historical reenactments for school children. 
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When something (an animal?) digs up a woman’s body, Caren must wonder about the secrets of the place 

she calls home. Caren’s mother worked at Belle Vie, too, and so Caren grew up on the grounds. She’s 

familiar with its beauty, but also it’s haunting history. But is there something ugly brewing at Belle Vie? 

And what about the employee who can’t be accounted for? Locke’s characters are vivid and the pacing 

pitch perfect. She spins a compelling mystery with plenty of doubts and uncertainty. As Caren is drawn 

further and further into the dead woman’s story, she begins uncovering things that are perhaps best left 

buried. 

 

Watch the Girls by Jennifer Wolfe 

This book has it all—missing girls, an eccentric filmmaker, a small town full of strange characters—all to 

distract you, that is. Liv is an out of work actress who had her best years during their teen years. Her 

younger sister disappeared years ago at a Hollywood party. Financially unstable and looking for direction, 

Liv is hired by a mysterious Internet stranger to investigate a series of kidnapping in a remote locale 

famous for the horror movies that were shot there years ago. I was confident I knew the players and their 

motives, as I eagerly devoured Wolfe’s red herrings and was left shocked by the truth in the end. 
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Your House Will Pay by Steph Cha 

While not a mystery in the conventional sense, Cha’s novel is the gripping crime thriller about a shooting 

in Los Angeles that tears a community apart. The narrative, unfolding in various timelines, is uncovered 

slowly, and the main crux revolves around a main character, Grace, who must come to terms with her 

family’s involvement in the murder. Cha, who is also the author of the excellent Juniper Song mysteries, 

reveals details on a need to know basis, her own art of distraction, and eventually lets the simmering 

tension roll to a full boil. 
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The Chalk Man by C.J. Tudor 

As you read this first novel by Tudor, you’ll collect puzzle pieces, but you’ll have little idea what they all 

mean until the final chapters. The narrative unfolds between past and present, as Eddie attempts to 

uncover the truth behind a disturbing childhood event. He and his friends developed a secret language in 

chalk, but someone figured out the code—and used it to lead them to a dismembered body. As adults, the 

four friends receive messages that seem to be from the mysterious figure in their past. Who is behind it? 

When one of the friends turns up dead, Eddie must wade deeper into the past, and Tudor plants plenty of 

distractions along the way. 
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My Sister the Serial Killer by Oyinkan Braithwaite 

This short novel is best read in one sitting—which is perfect, because once you’ve started, you’ll have a 

difficult time putting it down. Brathwaite’s writing is darkly funny, with vivid and often unsettling imagery. 

The narrative begins with Korede lamenting how hard it is to clean up after her sister, Ayoola. She’s not 

talking about a messy pile of clothes in the bedroom though. She’s lamenting the difficulty of scrubbing 

blood from the creases of a bathtub. Whose blood? Why, her sister’s latest victim of course. Given the title, 

you might wonder if there’s a mystery at the core of this book. Well, this isn’t the first time Korede has 

cleaned up for her sister Ayoola. Will it be the last? And what about that handsome doctor Korede is 

attracted to, the one Ayoola seems to have her eye on? 
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The Chain by Adrian McKinty 

This page-turner reads as if propelled by rocket fuel. From the very first page, we’re hooked into the main 

character’s nightmare. Her daughter has been kidnapped, but her captors will release her—as long as 

main character kidnaps another child and keeps the titular chain alive. The premise requires that you read 

closely. McKinty makes you feel as though everything is a clue. I found myself reading and taking in every 

detail, trying to assess for myself when he was leading me down the right path and when he was using the 

art of distraction. I was looking for clues on each page, wondering which McKinty weaves plenty of 

distraction into this tale—and even when you think you’ve figured who has done it, you will still be at a 

loss for why—and turning pages furiously to uncover the truth behind this sinister game. 

Adrian McKintyAn Unwanted GuestAttica LockeC.J. Tudorcommunism is just a red herringdistractionGirl 

at the EdgeGrand Central PublishingJennifer WolfeKaren DietrichmisdirectionMy Sister The Serial 

KillerOyinkan Braithwaitered herringsShari LapenaSteph ChaTana FrenchThe ChainThe Chalk ManThe 

Cutting SeasonThe Witch ElmtwistWatch the GirlsYour House Will Pay 

 

 

https://crimereads.com/tag/adrian-mckinty/
https://crimereads.com/tag/an-unwanted-guest/
https://crimereads.com/tag/attica-locke/
https://crimereads.com/tag/c-j-tudor/
https://crimereads.com/tag/communism-is-just-a-red-herring/
https://crimereads.com/tag/distraction/
https://crimereads.com/tag/girl-at-the-edge/
https://crimereads.com/tag/girl-at-the-edge/
https://crimereads.com/tag/grand-central-publishing/
https://crimereads.com/tag/jennifer-wolfe/
https://crimereads.com/tag/karen-dietrich/
https://crimereads.com/tag/misdirection/
https://crimereads.com/tag/my-sister-the-serial-killer/
https://crimereads.com/tag/my-sister-the-serial-killer/
https://crimereads.com/tag/oyinkan-braithwaite/
https://crimereads.com/tag/red-herrings/
https://crimereads.com/tag/shari-lapena/
https://crimereads.com/tag/steph-cha/
https://crimereads.com/tag/tana-french/
https://crimereads.com/tag/the-chain/
https://crimereads.com/tag/the-chalk-man/
https://crimereads.com/tag/the-cutting-season/
https://crimereads.com/tag/the-cutting-season/
https://crimereads.com/tag/the-witch-elm/
https://crimereads.com/tag/twist/
https://crimereads.com/tag/watch-the-girls/
https://crimereads.com/tag/your-house-will-pay/
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Karen Dietrich 

When Girl at the Edge author Karen Dietrich isn't writing, she plays drums in the indie rock band 

Essential Machine. 

 

https://crimereads.com/red-herrings-in-contemporary-crime-literature/  

https://crimereads.com/author/karendietrich/
https://crimereads.com/red-herrings-in-contemporary-crime-literature/
https://crimereads.com/author/karendietrich/
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A Bird of Bagdad 

by O. Henry 

 

Without a doubt much of the spirit and genius of the Caliph Harun Al Rashid descended to the Margrave 

August Michael von Paulsen Quigg. 

Quigg's restaurant is in Fourth Avenue--that street that the city seems to have forgotten in its growth. Fourth 

Avenue--born and bred in the Bowery--staggers northward full of good resolutions. 

Where it crosses Fourteenth Street it struts for a brief moment proudly in the glare of the museums and cheap 

theatres. It may yet become a fit mate for its high-born sister boulevard to the west, or its roaring, polyglot, 

broad-waisted cousin to the east. It passes Union Square; and here the hoofs of the dray horses seem to 

thunder in unison, recalling the tread of marching hosts--Hooray! But now come the silent and terrible 

mountains--buildings square as forts, high as the clouds, shutting out the sky, where thousands of slaves bend 

over desks all day. On the ground floors are only little fruit shops and laundries and book shops, where you 

see copies of "Littell's Living Age" and G. W. M. Reynold's novels in the windows. And next--poor Fourth 

Avenue!--the street glides into a mediaeval solitude. On each side are shops devoted to "Antiques." 

Let us say it is night. Men in rusty armor stand in the windows and menace the hurrying cars with raised, 

rusty iron gauntlets. Hauberks and helms, blunderbusses, Cromwellian breastplates, matchlocks, creeses, and 

the swords and daggers of an army of dead-and-gone gallants gleam dully in the ghostly light. Here and there 

from a corner saloon (lit with Jack-o'-lanterns or phosphorus), stagger forth shuddering, home-bound citizens, 

nerved by the tankards within to their fearsome journey adown that eldrich avenue lined with the bloodstained 

weapons of the fighting dead. What street could live inclosed by these mortuary relics, and trod by these 

spectral citizens in whose sunken hearts scarce one good whoop or tra-la-la remained? 

Not Fourth Avenue. Not after the tinsel but enlivening glories of the Little Rialto--not after the echoing drum-

beats of Union Square. There need be no tears, ladies and gentlemen; 'tis but the suicide of a street. With a 

shriek and a crash Fourth Avenue dives headlong into the tunnel at Thirty-fourth and is never seen again. 

Near the sad scene of the thoroughfare's dissolution stood the modest restaurant of Quigg. It stands there yet if 

you care to view its crumbling red-brick front, its show window heaped with oranges, tomatoes, layer cakes, 

pies, canned asparagus--its papier-mch lobster and two Maltese kittens asleep on a bunch of lettuce--if you 

care to sit at one of the little tables upon whose cloth has been traced in the yellowest of coffee stains the trail 

of the Japanese advance--to sit there with one eye on your umbrella and the other upon the bogus bottle from 

which you drop the counterfeit sauce foisted upon us by the cursed charlatan who assumes to be our dear old 

lord and friend, the "Nobleman in India." 

Quigg's title came through his mother. One of her ancestors was a Margravine of Saxony. His father was a 

Tammany brave. On account of the dilution of his heredity he found that he could neither become a reigning 

potentate nor get a job in the City Hall. So he opened a restaurant. He was a man full of thought and reading. 

The business gave him a living, though he gave it little attention. One side of his house bequeathed to him a 

https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry
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poetic and romantic adventure. The other gave him the restless spirit that made him seek adventure. By day he 

was Quigg, the restaurateur. By night he was the Margrave--the Caliph--the Prince of Bohemia--going about 

the city in search of the odd, the mysterious, the inexplicable, the recondite. 

One night at 9, at which hour the restaurant closed, Quigg set forth upon his quest. There was a mingling of 

the foreign, the military and the artistic in his appearance as he buttoned his coat high up under his short-

trimmed brown and gray beard and turned westward toward the more central life conduits of the city. In his 

pocket he had stored an assortment of cards, written upon, without which he never stirred out of doors. Each 

of those cards was good at his own restaurant for its face value. Some called simply for a bowl of soup or 

sandwiches and coffee; others entitled their bearer to one, two, three or more days of full meals; a few were 

for single regular meals; a very few were, in effect, meal tickets good for a week. 

Of riches and power Margrave Quigg had none; but he had a Caliph's heart--it may be forgiven him if his 

head fell short of the measure of Harun Al Rashid's. Perhaps some of the gold pieces in Bagdad had put less 

warmth and hope into the complainants among the bazaars than had Quigg's beef stew among the fishermen 

and one-eyed calenders of Manhattan. 

Continuing his progress in search of romance to divert him, or of distress that he might aid, Quigg became 

aware of a fast-gathering crowd that whooped and fought and eddied at a corner of Broadway and the 

crosstown street that he was traversing. Hurrying to the spot he beheld a young man of an exceedingly 

melancholy and preoccupied demeanor engaged in the pastime of casting silver money from his pockets in the 

middle of the street. With each motion of the generous one's hand the crowd huddled upon the falling largesse 

with yells of joy. Traffic was suspended. A policeman in the centre of the mob stooped often to the ground as 

he urged the blockaders to move on. 

The Margrave saw at a glance that here was food for his hunger after knowledge concerning abnormal 

working of the human heart. He made his way swiftly to the young man's side and took his arm. "Come with 

me at once," he said, in the low but commanding voice that his waiters had learned to fear. 

"Pinched," remarked the young man, looking up at him with expressionless eyes. "Pinched by a painless 

dentist. Take me away, flatty, and give me gas. Some lay eggs and some lay none. When is a hen?" 

Still deeply seized by some inward grief, but tractable, he allowed Quigg to lead him away and down the 

street to a little park. 

There, seated on a bench, he upon whom a corner of the great Caliph's mantle has descended, spake with 

kindness and discretion, seeking to know what evil had come upon the other, disturbing his soul and driving 

him to such ill-considered and ruinous waste of his substance and stores. 

"I was doing the Monte Cristo act as adapted by Pompton, N. J., wasn't I?" asked the young man. 

"You were throwing small coins into the street for the people to scramble after," said the Margrave. 

"That's it. You buy all the beer you can hold, and then you throw chicken feed to-- Oh, curse that word 

chicken, and hens, feathers, roosters, eggs, and everything connected with it!" 
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"Young sir," said the Margrave kindly, but with dignity, "though I do not ask your confidence, I invite it. I 

know the world and I know humanity. Man is my study, though I do not eye him as the scientist eyes a beetle 

or as the philanthropist gazes at the objects of his bounty--through a veil of theory and ignorance. It is my 

pleasure and distraction to interest myself in the peculiar and complicated misfortunes that life in a great city 

visits upon my fellow-men. You may be familiar with the history of that glorious and immortal ruler, the 

Caliph Harun Al Rashid, whose wise and beneficent excursions among his people in the city of Bagdad 

secured him the privilege of relieving so much of their distress. In my humble way I walk in his footsteps. I 

seek for romance and adventure in city streets--not in ruined castles or in crumbling palaces. To me the 

greatest marvels of magic are those that take place in men's hearts when acted upon by the furious and diverse 

forces of a crowded population. In your strange behavior this evening I fancy a story lurks. I read in your act 

something deeper than the wanton wastefulness of a spendthrift. I observe in your countenance the certain 

traces of consuming grief or despair. I repeat--I invite your confidence. I am not without some power to 

alleviate and advise. Will you not trust me?" 

"Gee, how you talk!" exclaimed the young man, a gleam of admiration supplanting for a moment the dull 

sadness of his eyes. "You've got the Astor Library skinned to a synopsis of preceding chapters. I mind that old 

Turk you speak of. I read 'The Arabian Nights' when I was a kid. He was a kind of Bill Devery and Charlie 

Schwab rolled into one. But, say, you might wave enchanted dishrags and make copper bottles smoke up coon 

giants all night without ever touching me. My case won't yield to that kind of treatment." 

"If I could hear your story," said the Margrave, with his lofty, serious smile. 

"I'll spiel it in about nine words," said the young man, with a deep sigh, "but I don't think you can help me 

any. Unless you're a peach at guessing it's back to the Bosphorus for you on your magic linoleum." 

THE STORY OF THE YOUNG MAN AND THE HARNESS MAKER'S RIDDLE 

"I work in Hildebrant's saddle and harness shop down in Grant Street. I've worked there five years. I get $18 a 

week. That's enough to marry on, ain't it? Well, I'm not going to get married. Old Hildebrant is one of these 

funny Dutchmen--you know the kind--always getting off bum jokes. He's got about a million riddles and 

things that he faked from Rogers Brothers' great-grandfather. Bill Watson works there, too. Me and Bill have 

to stand for them chestnuts day after day. Why do we do it? Well, jobs ain't to be picked off every Anheuser 

bush-- And then there's Laura. 

"What? The old man's daughter. Comes in the shop every day. About nineteen, and the picture of the blonde 

that sits on the palisades of the Rhine and charms the clam-diggers into the surf. Hair the color of straw 

matting, and eyes as black and shiny as the best harness blacking--think of that! 

"Me? well, it's either me or Bill Watson. She treats us both equal. Bill is all to the psychopathic about her; and 

me?--well, you saw me plating the roadbed of the Great Maroon Way with silver to-night. That was on 

account of Laura. I was spiflicated, Your Highness, and I wot not of what I wouldst. 

"How? Why, old Hildebrandt says to me and Bill this afternoon: 'Boys, one riddle have I for you gehabt 

haben. A young man who cannot riddles antworten, he is not so good by business for ein family to provide--is 

not that--hein?' And he hands us a riddle--a conundrum, some calls it--and he chuckles interiorly and gives 
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both of us till to-morrow morning to work out the answer to it. And he says whichever of us guesses the 

repartee end of it goes to his house o' Wednesday night to his daughter's birthday party. And it means Laura 

for whichever of us goes, for she's naturally aching for a husband, and it's either me or Bill Watson, for old 

Hildebrant likes us both, and wants her to marry somebody that'll carry on the business after he's stitched his 

last pair of traces. 

"The riddle? Why, it was this: 'What kind of a hen lays the longest? Think of that! What kind of a hen lays the 

longest? Ain't it like a Dutchman to risk a man's happiness on a fool proposition like that? Now, what's the 

use? What I don't know about hens would fill several incubators. You say you're giving imitations of the old 

Arab guy that gave away--libraries in Bagdad. Well, now, can you whistle up a fairy that'll solve this hen 

query, or not?" 

When the young man ceased the Margrave arose and paced to and fro by the park bench for several minutes. 

Finally he sat again, and said, in grave and impressive tones: 

"I must confess, sir, that during the eight years that I have spent in search of adventure and in relieving 

distress I have never encountered a more interesting or a more perplexing case. I fear that I have overlooked 

hens in my researches and observations. As to their habits, their times and manner of laying, their many 

varieties and cross-breedings, their span of life, their--" 

"Oh, don't make an Ibsen drama of it!" interrupted the young man, flippantly. "Riddles--especially old 

Hildebrant's riddles--don't have to be worked out seriously. They are light themes such as Sim Ford and Harry 

Thurston Peck like to handle. But, somehow, I can't strike just the answer. Bill Watson may, and he may not. 

To-morrow will tell. Well, Your Majesty, I'm glad anyhow that you butted in and whiled the time away. I 

guess Mr. Al Rashid himself would have bounced back if one of his constituents had conducted him up 

against this riddle. I'll say good night. Peace fo' yours, and what-you-may-call-its of Allah." 

The Margrave, still with a gloomy air, held out his hand. 

"I cannot express my regret," he said, sadly. "Never before have I found myself unable to assist in some way. 

'What kind of a hen lays the longest? It is a baffling problem. There is a hen, I believe, called the Plymouth 

Rock that--" 

"Cut it out," said the young man. "The Caliph trade is a mighty serious one. I don't suppose you'd even see 

anything funny in a preacher's defense of John D. Rockefeller. Well, good night, Your Nibs." 

From habit the Margrave began to fumble in his pockets. He drew forth a card and handed it to the young 

man. 

"Do me the favor to accept this, anyhow," he said. "The time may come when it might be of use to you." 

"Thanks!" said the young man, pocketing it carelessly. "My name is Simmons." 

* * * * * * 
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Shame to him who would hint that the reader's interest shall altogether pursue the Margrave August Michael 

von Paulsen Quigg. I am indeed astray if my hand fail in keeping the way where my peruser's heart would 

follow. Then let us, on the morrow, peep quickly in at the door of Hildebrant, harness maker. 

Hildebrant's 200 pounds reposed on a bench, silver-buckling a raw leather martingale. 

Bill Watson came in first. 

"Vell," said Hildebrant, shaking all over with the vile conceit of the joke-maker, "haf you guessed him? 'Vat 

kind of a hen lays der longest?'" 

"Er--why, I think so," said Bill, rubbing a servile chin. "I think so, Mr. Hildebrant--the one that lives the 

longest-- Is that right?" 

"Nein!" said Hildebrant, shaking his head violently. "You haf not guessed der answer." 

Bill passed on and donned a bed-tick apron and bachelorhood. 

In came the young man of the Arabian Night's fiasco--pale, melancholy, hopeless. 

"Vell," said Hildebrant, "haf you guessed him? 'Vat kind of a hen lays der longest?'" 

Simmons regarded him with dull savagery in his eye. Should he curse this mountain of pernicious humor--

curse him and die? Why should-- But there was Laura. 

Dogged, speechless, he thrust his hands into his coat pockets and stood. His hand encountered the strange 

touch of the Margrave's card. He drew it out and looked at it, as men about to be hanged look at a crawling 

fly. There was written on it in Quigg's bold, round hand: "Good for one roast chicken to bearer." 

Simmons looked up with a flashing eye. 

"A dead one!" said he. 

"Goot!" roared Hildebrant, rocking the table with giant glee. "Dot is right! You gome at mine house at 8 

o'clock to der party." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry/short-story/a-bird-of-bagdad 
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High-density hybrid powercapacitors: A new frontier in the energy race 

By Loz Blain 

 

Toomen's high-density hybrid power capacitors offer the density of lithium batteries, but with much greater 

charge and discharge rates, a massive range of safe operating temperatures, enormous lifespans and no 

danger of explosion 

Kurt.Energy 

Hybrid "power capacitors" that can store as much energy as lithium batteries, but with much higher 

charge/discharge rates, a huge range of safe operating temperatures, super-long lifespans and no risk of 

explosion are already in production, says a small Belgian company that's been testing them and selling them 

for some time. 

Chinese family-owned company Shenzhen Toomen New Energy is tough to find, at least on the English-

language internet, but Belgian electronic engineer Eric Verhulst bumped into Toomen representatives on a 

tiny stand at the Hannover Messe expo in Germany back in 2018, while looking for next-gen battery solutions 

for an electric mobility startup he was running. 

The Toomen team made a hell of a claim, saying they'd managed to manufacture powerful supercapacitors 

with the energy density of lithium batteries. "Of course, that's an unbelievable claim," Verhulst told us. "It's a 

factor of 20 better than what, for example, Maxwell had at the time. So I took my time, went over there, 

looked at their tests, did some tests myself, and I got convinced this is real. So at the end of 2018, we made an 

agreement to become their exclusive partner." 

According to Verhulst, when he and his team got these "power capacitors" into the lab, they performed even 

better than they looked on the spec sheet. He tried to break them with charge and discharge rates up to 50C, 

more than double their rated capacity. They refused to fail. He left them fully charged for months at a time, 

https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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and found them still well charged when he picked them up again. The University of Munich tested and 

confirmed their ability to handle temperatures down to -50 ºC (-58 ºF) and up to 45 ºC (113 ºF) without any 

heating or cooling systems. 

And their energy density was extraordinary. The highest density cells were getting between 200-260 Wh/kg, 

every bit the equal of today's leading commercial lithium batteries but with a higher charge and discharge 

rate, and no risk of explosion. The power-focused variants were delivering densities of 80 and 100 Wh/kg, 

and were charging and discharging at 10 and 20C. 

 

In the tradeoff between energy density and power density, Toomen's power capacitors offer some impressive 

advantages 

 

https://newatlas.com/energy/toomen-powercapacitors-kurt-energy-high-density-supercapacitors/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=534949f63e-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_10_09_07&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-534949f63e-92970593#gallery:4
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So how do they work? Well, the power capacitor cells are an odd design sitting halfway between a regular 

carbon-based supercapacitor and a lithium battery cell. Capacitors charge statically, a little like rubbing a 

balloon on your jumper. That's why they're so good at charging and discharging quickly. Batteries use 

chemical reactions to store and release charge, which makes them slower, gives them a higher energy density 

and also their tendency to catch fire and explode due to dendrite formation.. 

The hybrid design uses one electrode similar to a supercapacitor, and the other includes lithium a little like a 

battery 

Kurt.Energy 

Toomen's powercapacitors have one "activated carbon" electrode made from a variant of graphene, and the 

other is "based on a lithium compound, but compared with lithium-ion, there's no active lithium in there," 

according to Verhulst. "There's no chemical reaction; the charges are stored statically, like a supercapacitor. 

One electrode has some battery effect, but what you don't have is a free flow of lithium ions floating in the 

battery that can form [potentially dangerous] dendrites." There is some electrolyte involved, but it's really just 

there as a filler that allows the charges to move. It gets soaked up by the nano-carbon electrode material, so if 

the cells are ruptured, "very little or none will leak out." 

There are currently two variants, one that prioritizes energy density and the other delivering maximum power 

rates. The high density cells are currently offering between 200-260 Wh/kg, with rated power densities around 

300-500 W/kg. The high power cells are getting 80-100 Wh/kg, with power densities around 1,500 W/kg, 

peaking at up to 5,000 W/kg. 

"We also have a prototype pouch cell," says Verhulst, "which has a very interesting volumetric density [more 

than twice the volumetric density of the highest density cylindrical cells at up to 973 Wh/liter]. But we need 

more tests to verify that it's really working and safe, because the mechanical stability of pouch cells is more 

difficult than with cylindrical cells." 

Kurt.Energy 

To put those numbers in context, a current model commercial ultracapacitor like the DuraBlue from 

Maxwell offers a much, much lower energy density of just 8-10 Wh/kg but a sky-high power density around 

12,000-14,000 W/kg. A good lithium battery, on the other hand, typically offers 150-250 Wh/kg and power-

wise is somewhere around the 250-350 W/kg area. So while it's clearly a trade-off between power and energy 

storage, the Toomen power capacitors certainly offer power advantages at the high density end of the scale, 

and huge density advantages at the high-power end of the scale. 

This isn't the end point, either. "I'm in communication with the Toomen team every day – even now that 

they're all basically under house arrest with the coronavirus quarantine," says Verhulst. "The founder is a bit 

older now, but he has 200 patents under his name. They come from the energy industry, but they're clearly 

very good in chemistry. They've tested hundreds of variations combining a supercapacitor with carbon and 

one lithium electrode like you'd find in a lithium battery, and I can see through the test reports they've had a 

gradual improvement in performance. I'm pretty sure we can push it even further." 

https://www.maxwell.com/images/documents/Ultracapacitors_Overview_Flyer_3000615-2EN.pdf
https://www.maxwell.com/images/documents/Ultracapacitors_Overview_Flyer_3000615-2EN.pdf
https://cleantechnica.com/2019/02/04/the-ultracapacitors-electrodes-battery-manufacturing-tech-tesla-gets-with-maxwell-technologies/
https://cleantechnica.com/2019/02/04/the-ultracapacitors-electrodes-battery-manufacturing-tech-tesla-gets-with-maxwell-technologies/
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Verhulst says the high-power cells are already in production, and his company Altreonic - Kurt.Energy is 

already making sales into the automotive, energy storage and solar markets, with the key driver being the 

Toomen cells' ability to work flawlessly across such a wide range of temperatures. He's working on drawing 

the investment needed to get the high-density cells into serious volume production, and meanwhile a team at a 

Munich University is evaluating the power capacitors for a possible role in deep space, where temperatures 

can reach -200 ºC (-328 ºF). 

Theoretically, these power capacitors could be wrapped up into a big battery pack and used to power a long-

range, super fast charging EV. The high-power versions can charge to 75 percent in five minutes, for 

example. But Verhulst doesn't believe this tech will flood the automotive market. "You need a charger that 

can handle it," he tells us. "A 10 kWh pack charged in five minutes means you'd need a 100 kW charger. If 

you then go to the big ones, say a 100 kWh battery, you'd need a megawatt charger. That's a lot. That's a 

whole power station. So scalability is still an issue. 

"I'm an engineer, I'm being pragmatic. It's still too early for everyone to go full electric. We need something 

better. It's working now if you drive locally, say you do 50-80 km a day and you plug in at home. That works 

today. For longer distances, if you want to be practical, hybrids will do the job. But the point is that if you use 

a hybrid, you can have a fuel consumption maybe 90 percent lower. That's significant, but for whatever 

reason, people seem to be either 100 percent for electric, or 100 percent for conventional cars. I think the 

practical solution for the next 10-20 years is hybrids." 

With that in mind, the power capacitors offer plenty of immediate utility in the world of hybrid power 

systems, where you can use an extra high density power source like gasoline or hydrogen to deliver sustained 

power, and a power capacitor with a smaller capacity as your high-power buffer, able to put out big power 

immediately and accept high charge rates when necessary. 

Toomen power capacitors arranged into a rack-mountable sandwich 

Kurt.Energy 

Some Kurt.Energy clients, for example, are building big ol' flow batteries for energy storage. They're big and 

cheap and store plenty of energy, but they don't have much of a power output. "By making, say, a third of 

your capacity a power capacitor system," says Verhulst, "you get yourself a system that can be responsive to 

dynamic loads." 

As for the price? Verhulst says it's a difficult question. "We are clearly more expensive today, because there's 

no volume production. On the other hand, if you take into account that you typically need no BMS or cooling 

system, and other factors like safety and lifetime, well, if you look at say the dollars per kilowatt per cycle, 

then we're cheaper. This is something you should only buy if you want to use it for 10 years, at this point." 

Apart from the high price of graphene, though, he says there's no reason why mass production couldn't bring 

prices much closer. "For the moment," he says, "it's mainly economies of scale." 

Not to mention, the lack of battery management and cooling systems could indeed significantly boost the 

energy density of a power capacitor system at the full pack or vehicle scale, simply because you don't need to 
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carry the weight and size of those components. So the full potential of this system seems yet to be unlocked. 

We'll keep an eye on this space! 

Source: Kurt.Energy 
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What tooth tartar taught us about baboons kept captive in ancient Egypt 

A photograph of a baboon mummy from the Lyon collection. Number MHNL 90001206, © Département du 

Rhône, Patrick Ageneau 
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Many people know it’s important to clean their teeth to prevent a build-up of dental plaque. This sticky film 

growing on teeth every day is composed of millions of bacteria. Over time, plaque can create mineral 

deposits, known as dental calculus or tartar, on the teeth. The end result can be gum disease and tooth decay. 

Modern oral hygiene practices and dentistry can easily prevent dental calculus build-up. But it is hard to 

imagine that people living hundreds or thousands of years ago took the same oral care. That’s why calculus 

deposits are frequently found on the teeth of ancient humans studied by archaeologists. Dental calculus has 

recently become a useful tool to investigate the health and lifestyles of humans in the past. 

In a recent study we applied this tool to animals for the first time, when we studied the remains of baboons 

held captive in ancient Egypt. Our findings show that they had a distinctive oral microbiome when compared 

to ancient and modern humans, Neanderthals and a wild chimpanzee. 

Our hope is that our study will be a starting point for more extensive studies on ancient animal oral 

microbiomes to examine the extent to which domestication and human management in the past affected the 

diet, health and lifestyle of animals. In turn, this holds great potential for learning more about interactions 

between humans and animals in the past. 

Domesticating animals 

Domestication and human management of animals are associated with deep changes in the animals’ biology. 

They are not in their natural ecosystems, and human manipulation strongly affects their diet and breeding. We 

wanted to explore what dental calculus could tell us about captive animals forced to live in confinement. 

The remains of animals that lived in captivity 2,500 years ago in Egypt provided a good case study. 

https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://www.nidcr.nih.gov/health-info/childrens-oral-health/tooth-decay-process
https://royalsocietypublishing.org/doi/10.1098/rstb.2013.0376
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41598-019-56074-x
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The research was also a test of the technique of DNA sequencing of dental calculus. It showed that dental 

calculus, unlike other tissues, preserves ancient microbial DNA well even in hot regions. 

We analysed the dental calculus of baboons in captivity – using samples from both recent and ancient times – 

and found similarities in the kinds of microbes found in their mouths. 

The ancient baboons were mummified specimens dated to the late Pharaonic era, collected at the Musée des 

Confluences of Lyon, in France. The specimens originated from the site of Gabbanat el-Qurud, near Thebes, 

in Upper Egypt. They were held captive in unknown structures, possibly near or in temples. 

Right upper jaw of a baboon (number MNHL 510000509), clearly showing the dental calculus (red arrows) 

on the two premolars behind the canine. © Wim Van Neer. 

 

Baboons are not native to Egypt. Ancient texts and iconography show that Ancient Egyptians undertook 

expeditions south of the Nile Valley and to the “Land of Punt”, which was most likely in East Africa or in the 

Arabian Peninsula. Puntites traded valuable goods and exotic plants and animals, including baboons, which 

were brought to Egypt, kept as “sacred animals” and associated with the cult of Thoth. 

Despite their symbolic value, their life in captivity seems to have been far from ideal. Evidence of hand and 

foot fractures suggests that the Egyptian animals were subject to harsh treatment and suffered from poor 

http://www.museedesconfluences.fr/fr/visit-museum
http://www.museedesconfluences.fr/fr/visit-museum
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health conditions, as was also demonstrated by another study of ancient wild animal remains from another site 

in Egypt. 

We also showed that one of the baboons suffered from oral infections, most likely due to Actinomycetes 

bacteria, which damaged its skull. 

We know this because of what we learnt by sequencing the DNA of the bacteria trapped in the dental calculus 

of the baboons. These ancient animals possessed a distinctive oral microbiome (the composition of the 

mouth’s microbial DNA). It was different from that of a wild non-human primate, a chimpanzee, and of 

ancient humans and Neanderthals who foraged for food, like the baboons in their natural wild condition. This 

may suggest that captivity influenced the oral microbiome of the baboons. 

Baboons are opportunistic and very flexible eaters, yet they are strongly dependent on natural resources for 

proteins, minerals, vitamins and even medical chemicals. It has been observed that traditional nutritional 

management adopted today for baboons in zoos are based on a diet that is low in fibre and rich in simple 

sugars (such as fruit). This high-quality food provisioning has social implications in the captive groups, 

leading to food-based dominance, increased aggressiveness and immunodepression, resulting in dental 

disease. 

Similar factors may have come into play in ancient Egypt, causing a disruption of baboons’ social patterns, 

overall health depression, and changes in their oral microbiome. 

We also found in one ancient Egyptian baboon and in one of the two modern zoo animals a bacterial species 

that was probably transmitted by humans, Methanobrevibacter oralis. It was recently found also in the mouth 

of Neanderthals. More research will help to unravel whether this species occurs naturally in baboons. But we 

believe they may have acquired it in captivity from humans, for example by sharing food. It’s also possible 

that it was transmitted by humans to baboons when they were pups being reared in captivity. 

Future studies of oral microbiomes in ancient wild and captive primates will help to shed further light on the 

effects of captivity conditions on animal oral ecology. 

Our study demonstrates that dental calculus is a powerful tool to unravel human-animal interactions in the 

past, including domestication and other forms of animal management. 

Stéphanie Porcier of the Laboratoire CNRS “Archéologie des Sociétés Méditerranéennes” (Université Paul-

Valéry, Montpellier) contributed to this article and the research it is based on as a co-author. 
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Abecedarian Western 
by Cathy Park Hong 

Issue no. 191 (Winter 2009) 

Ate stew, shot a man, 

Bandy body spraddled, so full of lead  

Cabron can’t even walk uphill.  

Derringer spit out of bullets 

Empty as a gutted steer 

Found a soiled dove  

Got me some cash roll for a night. 

Hacienda next dawn, 

Indian scalps round my neck. 

Jacal shack full of hunched men 

Kicked that hut down, 

Limped them with shots,  

Morning to scalp them,  

Noontime, sang.  

Offal yarned in my satchel saddle  

Prairie oyster in the other, 

Quit the flats, into town 

Raised on prunes and proverbs 

Scorched a church, 

Threw down a priest hiding  

Under mesquite shrub and blatting woolies, 

Vaquero packs me with iron, 

Wastes me easy as if  

X marked my vest plain as  

Yucca country. 

Zanjero digs a ditch. 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read … 

 An excerpt from Cathy Park Hong’s latest book, Minor Feelings, on the Daily? 

 The Art of Poetry No. 107 with Nathaniel Mackey, conducted by Cathy Park Hong and new 

in our Spring 2020 issue? 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1625b4003f&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1625b4003f&e=d538c8f2e0
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1625b4003f&e=d538c8f2e0
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Exploring new physics at the European Spallation Source using neutrinos 

DIPC March 5, 2020 

0 Comments 

Filed underDIPC Particle physics 

Digital visualisation of the European Spallation Source facility as viewed from the west. Source: ESS 

Spallation is a type of nuclear reaction in which the interacting nuclei disintegrate into a large number of 

protons, neutrons and other light particles, rather than exchanging nucleons between them. It is thought that 

most of the nuclei of light elements, such as boron, are made in this way. Spallation reactions of this type are 

thought to occur in interstellar space when a high-energy particle, such as a proton, hits a nucleus. 

On Earth, at spallation sources, when a proton hits a nucleus, charged pions result. Pions can be positively or 

negatively charged or neutral. Pions (π) belong to the same class of subatomic particles of protons and 

neutrons, namely, hadrons. Hadrons are not truly elementary particles, as they consist of quarks: three in the 

case of protons and neutrons, or two in the case of pions, a quark and an antiquark. Charged pions decay into 

muons (μ) and, importantly, neutrinos (ν). Neutrinos exist in three forms, one in association with the electron, 

one with the muon and one with the tau particle. Each form has its own antiparticle. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/05/exploring-new-physics-at-the-european-spallation-source-using-neutrinos/#respond
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/particle-physics/
https://europeanspallationsource.se/
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At spallation sources, both π+ and π– are produced in proton-nucleus collisions in the target. While the 

resulting π– are efficiently absorbed by nuclei before they can decay, the produced π+ lose energy as they 

propagate in the target and will eventually decay at rest into π+→ μ+νμ, followed in close spatial vicinity by 

the decay of the positive muon into a positron, an electronic neutrino and a muonic antineutrino. Thus, three 

neutrino flavours are engendered for each π+ created. 

Besides the obvious gain in statistics with respect to other neutrino sources, the use of neutrinos from pion 

decay at rest presents a clear advantage: the energy dependence of the flux is well-known in this case, and 

there is only room for systematic uncertainties a ffecting its normalization. This contrasts with the large 

uncertainties associated to conventional neutrino beams, where neutrinos are produced in the decay of pions 

and kaons in flight, and the determination of the neutrino spectral shape relies on Monte Carlo simulations. 

Low-energy neutrinos can scatter off the atomic nucleus as a whole, via the weak neutral current. During this 

process the initial and final states of the nuclear target are indistinguishable, permitting a coherent 

contribution from all nucleons. The net result is a drastic enhancement to the cross-section for this type of 

neutrino interaction, roughly proportional to the square of the number of neutrons present in the target 

nucleus. The single observable from this so-called coherent elastic neutrino-nucleus scattering (CEνNS) is a 

recoiling nucleus, which generates a signal in a energy range diffcult to reach with most contemporary 

radiation detectors. Importantly, the three neutrino flavours engendered for each π+ created in a spallation 

source have essentially identical CEνNS cross section. 

The upcoming European Spallation Source (ESS) sited in Lund, Sweden, provides an unprecedented 

opportunity to perform high-statistics CEνNS measurements. The ESS will combine the world’s most 

powerful superconducting proton linear accelerator with an advanced hydrogen moderator, generating the 

most intense neutron beams for multi-disciplinary science to date. It will also provide an order of magnitude 

increase in neutrino flux with respect to previous sources (or to planned ones), like the Spallation Neutron 

Source at Oak Ridge National Laboratory. This will facilitate CEνNS measurements not limited in their 

sensitivity to new physics by poor signal statistics, while still employing nonintrusive, compact neutrino 

detectors, able to operate without interference with ESS neutron activities. 

Now a team of researchers has explored 1 innovative detector technologies maximally able to profit from the 

order-of-magnitude increase in neutrino flux provided by the ESS, along with their sensitivity to a rich 

particle physics phenomenology accessible through high-statistics, precision CEνNS measurements. The 

researchers have considered a suite of innovative detector technologies that originate in the fields of dark 

matter detection and double-beta decay searches. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/05/exploring-new-physics-at-the-european-spallation-source-using-neutrinos/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6588-1
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Summary of detector properties, maximum recoil energies considered and expected signal and background 

rates used. 

The researchers find that any of the detectors considered can lead to an improved precision in the 

determination of variables associated to a few representative new physics scenarios: non-standard neutrino 

interactions, weak mixing angle, neutrino charge radii and neutrino magnetic moments. 

There is still time to incorporate any or some of these detectors before the scheduled start of ESS in 2023. 

Employing a variety of detectors can provide an enhanced sensitivity to neutrino properties, and the ability to 

confirm or refute any deviations from the Standard Model that might be observed via CeνNS. 

  

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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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/2020/03/05/exploring-new-physics-at-the-european-spallation-source-using-

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

28Mapping+Ignorance%29 
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Why Did the Suffragists Wear Medieval Costumes? 

Medieval costume was a standard feature of U.S. women’s suffrage parades, often with one participant 

designated as Joan of Arc. 

 

Lawyer Inez Milholland, wearing white cape, seated on white horse at the National American Woman 

Suffrage Association parade, March 3, 1913, Washington, D.C. 

 via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Mary Dockray-Miller 

In the past four years, American women have dressed as Atwoodian handmaids to protest abortion 

restrictions and the nomination of Supreme Court justice Brett Kavanaugh; the “pussy hat” was the 

accessory of choice at the 2017 Women’s March (and subsequent women’s marches); many women 

wore white to the polls on election day 2016 to honor the suffragists. The suffragists themselves also used 

clothing and costume in their fight for their political rights more than a hundred years ago. This year, the 

United States will celebrate the one hundredth anniversary of their success and the ratification of the 

Nineteenth Amendment. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Inez_Milholland_1913.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/mary-dockray-miller/
https://www.wired.com/story/depth-of-field-alabama-handmaids/
https://www.wired.com/story/depth-of-field-alabama-handmaids/
https://www.vanityfair.com/hollywood/photos/2018/10/handmaids-tale-protests-kavanaugh-healthcare-womens-march
https://people.com/politics/women-wearing-white-polls-suffragettes/
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In the 1910s, U.S. suffragists emulated and expanded on the British women’s movement’s interest in 

medieval costume as part of their parades (or “pageants,” their preferred term). Medieval costume became a 

standard feature of the American suffrage parade throughout the decade, with one participant often designated 

specifically as Joan of Arc. These medievalist pageant performances allowed suffrage advocates to embody a 

quasi-military activism that was chronologically distant enough to be perceived as unthreatening to 

contemporary gender roles. 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

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

The most famous example of the medievalist impulse in the suffrage movement is Inez Milholland, who 

dressed as a medieval herald as she led the Women’s Suffrage pageant through Washington D.C. on March 3, 

1913. With her crown, sweeping white cape, flowing hair, white horse, and riding gloves shaped like armored 

gauntlets, Milholland provided a medievalist representation of the glamour of the suffrage movement. Her 

reputation as the most beautiful of the American suffragists only enhanced that glamour. She rode confidently 

astride her herald’s horse, not in the more demure side-saddle posture. 

While a student at Vassar college, Milholland had studied medieval history for two semesters (she graduated 

in 1909) and drew on her academic knowledge in fashioning her costume. In her role as the herald of the 

suffrage parade, Milholland played with conventional medievalist tropes; she saw herself as a crusader or 

champion for the cause, invoking medieval military language. The art historian Annelise K. Madsen, in her 

analysis of the 1913 parade, quotes a contemporary reference to the “crusade of women.” Like many 

newspapers of the era, the Philadelphia Inquirer, in its coverage of the 1915 Philadelphia parade, also used 

military diction, referring to a “suffragist army.” 

Joan of Arc represented a pure, beautiful, young woman fighting for goodness and virtue against men 

who sought to oppress her. 

In many of these pageants, a marcher specifically designated as Joan of Arc embodied that military idea. As I 

noted in my 2017 book Public Medievalists, Racism, and Suffrage in the American Women’s College, the 

symbolism focused on Joan as a triumphant female figure of inspiration, purity, and righteousness, ignoring 

her eventual torture and execution for her religious and political beliefs. For the suffrage paraders, Joan 

represented a pure, beautiful, young woman fighting for goodness and virtue against men who sought to 

oppress her. In short, they ascribed their own motives to her. The New York City suffrage parade of May 4, 

1912 featured Marie Stewart in armor as Joan of Arc. The Boston suffrage parade of May 2, 1914 included at 

least three marchers costumed as medieval women, representing Joan of Arc, Isabella of Spain, and a non-

specific “medieval lady.” Both Joan of Arc and Isabella of Spain rode astride in Boston. The May 1, 1915, 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/3598176?mag=why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/679369?mag=why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes
https://www.jstor.org/stable/10.1086/679369?mag=why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes
https://daily.jstor.org/why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes/?utm_term=Why%20Did%20the%20Suffragists%20Wear%20Medieval%20Costumes&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03052020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes/?utm_term=Why%20Did%20the%20Suffragists%20Wear%20Medieval%20Costumes&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03052020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://www.palgrave.com/us/book/9783319697055
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Philadelphia suffrage parade also featured “a Joan of Arc” at its head, portrayed by a 16-year-old, wearing a 

short cape and a vaguely medieval-looking helmet, riding on a white horse. 

These women benefited from the chronological distance provided by popular notions about the Middle Ages: 

a woman in a medieval “costume,” even one wearing armor, did not provoke the same reaction as would a 

woman in a “costume” that looked like a 1913 military uniform, complete with a gun and steel helmet. Such a 

uniform belonged to the realm of the masculine. The medieval ensemble implied a welcoming sense of 

playfulness and theatricality. While not overtly feminine (Joan was a warrior cross-dresser, after all), the 

medievalist presentation was not perceived as aggressive by its audiences, or at least not more aggressive than 

the suffrage movement in general. These costumes broadcast supposed metaphorical similarities between “the 

Cause” and the celebrated goals of Joan of Arc and other medieval champions, while maintaining a veneer of 

acceptable femininity. 

Official program for the Woman suffrage procession, Washington, D.C. March 3, 1913 via Wikimedia 

Commons 

Simultaneously, suffrage publications and workshops provided detailed academic rationale for these costumes 

as emblematic of a past time when women supposedly had more political rights than they did in the early-

twentieth-century United States. In doing so, they participated in what the English professor Maria 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Official_program_-_Woman_suffrage_procession,_Washington,_D.C._March_3,_1913_-_Dale._LCCN94507639.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Official_program_-_Woman_suffrage_procession,_Washington,_D.C._March_3,_1913_-_Dale._LCCN94507639.jpg
https://www.jstor.org/stable/27793564?mag=why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes
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DiCenzo describes as the “invention of tradition” in her overview of the historiography of the British suffrage 

movement. Suffragists in the United States, like those advocating for “The Cause” in England, argued for 

historical precedent for their political goals, seeing their current lack of suffrage as a contraction of earlier 

access. The headline “Women Voted in Middle Ages,” in the May 24, 1913 issue of the Woman’s Journal 

and Suffrage News, introduced its readers to the idea that women had civil rights in the western European 

Middle Ages. The unsigned piece claims: 

… as far as there is a tradition, it is in favor of woman suffrage… wherever the right to vote did exist, in the 

great medieval corporations, for example, in cantonal, communal or municipal affairs, and especially in 

female as well as male religious communities, women as such were not excluded from voting. 

Sub-headings like “Women Voted Long Ago,” “Women Had Civil Rights,” “Many Women Had Power,” and 

“Women Voted in Religious Communities” expand on this argument. Aristocratic women in western Europe 

did indeed have some of these powers of self-determination described in the article (some nuns elected their 

abbesses, subject to final approval from a bishop, for instance). While current historians would disagree with 

the vision of the article’s subheads, which present the European Middle Ages as a bastion of gender equity, it 

is true that many individual medieval women wielded power in a variety of ways unexpected in the twenty-

first-century popular imagination. 

It’s interesting to note that the article was published by the National American Woman Suffrage Association 

(NAWSA), the more moderate of the pro-suffrage organizations. The NAWSA, initially led by a group of 

women that included Susan B. Anthony, relied on tactics that were somewhat politically conventional and 

definitely legal: pageants, meetings, petitions, and lobbying. After passage of the Nineteenth Amendment, the 

moderate NAWSA became the League of Women Voters. 

In contrast to the NAWSA, the more radical Congressional Union for Woman Suffrage (CU) used more 

militant tactics to achieve the same end, the passage of the Nineteenth Amendment. CU members staged daily 

pickets in the front of the White House. They were frequently arrested or imprisoned for trespassing and 

disturbing the peace. Despite the CU’s tactical differences from the NAWSA, both employed medievalist 

rationales for their political goals. 

As I wrote in Public Medievalists, the CU newspaper, The Suffragist, advertised and then reported on the 

CU’s “Suffrage School,” which offered two week-long sessions in Washington, D.C., in the middle of 

December 1913. For the aspiring suffrage activists, Goucher College history professor Annie Heloise Abel 

gave lectures entitled “Voting Women of the Middle Ages” (first week) and “The Political and Property 

Rights of Women in the Middle Ages” (second week); these lectures accompanied workshops on public 

speaking and constitutional law. Part of the CU’s goal was to ensure that its members had information about 

the presumed historical basis for their political objectives. Given her specific expertise, it is extremely likely 

that Abel is the author of the unsigned article in the Woman’s Journal. In the still relatively new nation of the 

United States, suffrage activists like Abel drew on selective versions of distant, medieval history that served 

their political and social goals. 

However, medievalist costumes and symbols were available only to the white women active in the campaign. 

The symbolic virtue and purity of Joan of Arc informed a racialized femininity implicitly coded for whiteness. 

Despite their differences, both NAWSA and CU organizers feared alienating white Southern supporters with 

any overt inclusion of black women, especially in the very public pageant displays. The English 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/27793564?mag=why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes
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professor Kate White refers to these “contradictory impulses” of the pageant phenomenon in the early 

twentieth century, wherein the pageants were able to “both maintain and challenge existing power structures.” 

White is most interested in the civic education pageants that welcomed immigrants into U.S. culture, while 

simultaneously re-inscribing that culture as a form of benevolent white patriarchy. She discusses as well, 

however, the suffrage pageants that promoted the progressive goal of universal suffrage along with sexist 

assumptions about conventional feminine beauty—and racist assumptions about white superiority. 

 

Ida B. Wells-Barnett via Wikimedia Commons 

The racism that saturated the pre-WWI United States led the white 1913 pageant organizers to try to keep 

noted activist Ida B. Wells-Barnett and other black suffragists at the back of the parade, in a racially 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/44077484?mag=why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-costumes
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Mary_Garrity_-_Ida_B._Wells-Barnett_-_Google_Art_Project_-_restoration_crop.jpg
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segregated section. Despite these efforts, Nellie Quander and the Howard University suffrage delegation 

marched with groups from other colleges. Wells-Barnett herself joined the Illinois delegation. 

Wells-Barnett was known throughout the African-American community as the “Black Joan of Arc” for her 

lifelong work against lynching, racism, and segregation. While the white women who dressed as Joan of Arc 

were praised by the press for their attractive medievalist costumes and political dedication, Wells-Barnett 

earned the title without the costume, and despite resistance from white women activists. 

On the centennial of their victory, the medievalist suffragists provide for us a historical example of the 

ongoing importance of fashion and apparel to women activists across time. When representatives in Congress 

are wearing #SuffragetteWhite for the State of the Union address, or actors are wearing #MeToo black to 

the Golden Globes to honor victims of sexual assault and harassment, they are using traditionally feminine 

tools of appearance, clothing, and costume to assert their political points. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/why-did-the-suffragists-wear-medieval-

costumes/?utm_term=Why%20Did%20the%20Suffragists%20Wear%20Medieval%20Costumes&utm_camp

aign=jstordaily_03052020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 
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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 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
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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? 

Brian Greene 

 

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? 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
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.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/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

137 

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: 

 

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/2016/05/12/einstein-passion-for-comprehension/
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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. 

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. 

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 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 

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/
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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. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/12/kazumasa-nagai/
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One of Japanese designer Kumagasa Nagai’s vintage posters of animals and scientific phenomena 

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 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. 

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. 

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. 

[…] 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/12/kazumasa-nagai/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/22/singularity-marie-howe-stephen-hawking/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
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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. 

 

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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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. 

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 

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/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1524731676/braipick-20
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Of thought’s eternal flight — they have no being. 

Nought is but that it feels itself to be. 

 

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/2020/02/21/brian-greene-until-the-end-of-

time/?mc_cid=df42e2da46&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

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/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
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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A crop circle in Switzerland. Jabberocky/Wikimedia Commons 
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Science gets a lot of respect these days. Unfortunately, it’s also getting a lot of competition from 

misinformation. Seven in 10 Americans think the benefits from science outweigh the harms, and nine in 10 

think science and technology will create more opportunities for future generations. Scientists have made 

dramatic progress in understanding the universe and the mechanisms of biology, and advances in computation 

benefit all fields of science. 

On the other hand, Americans are surrounded by a rising tide of misinformation and fake science. Take 

climate change. Scientists are in almost complete agreement that people are the primary cause of global 

warming. Yet polls show that a third of the public disagrees with this conclusion. 

In my 30 years of studying and promoting scientific literacy, I’ve found that college educated adults have 

large holes in their basic science knowledge and they’re disconcertingly susceptible to superstition and beliefs 

that aren’t based on any evidence. One way to counter this is to make it easier for people to detect 

pseudoscience online. To this end, my lab at the University of Arizona has developed an artificial 

intelligence-based pseudoscience detector that we plan to freely release as a web browser extension and smart 

phone app. 

http://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-arizona-959
https://theconversation.com/us/partners
https://nsf.gov/statistics/2018/nsb20181/report/sections/science-and-technology-public-attitudes-and-understanding/highlights
https://doi.org/10.1088/1748-9326/8/2/024024
https://doi.org/10.1088/1748-9326/8/2/024024
https://doi.org/10.1007/s10584-019-02406-9
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=OrRLRQ4AAAAJ&hl=en&oi=ao
https://ejse.southwestern.edu/article/view/17315
https://ejse.southwestern.edu/article/view/17315
https://theconversation.com/institutions/university-of-arizona-959


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 521  mayo 2020 

 

146 

Americans’ predilection for fake science 

Americans are prone to superstition and paranormal beliefs. An annual survey done by sociologists at 

Chapman University finds that more than half believe in spirits and the existence of ancient civilizations like 

Atlantis, and more than a third think that aliens have visited the Earth in the past or are visiting now. Over 

75% hold multiple paranormal beliefs. The survey shows that these numbers have increased in recent years. 

Widespread belief in astrology is a pet peeve of my colleagues in astronomy. It’s long had a foothold in the 

popular culture through horoscopes in newspapers and magazines but currently it’s booming. Belief is strong 

even among the most educated. My surveys of college undergraduates show that three-quarters of them think 

that astrology is very or “sort of” scientific and only half of science majors recognize it as not at all scientific. 

Allan Mazur, a sociologist at Syracuse University, has delved into the nature of irrational belief systems, their 

cultural roots, and their political impact. Conspiracy theories are, by definition, resistant to evidence or data 

that might prove them false. Some are at least amusing. Adherents of the flat Earth theory turn back the clock 

on two millennia of scientific progress. Interest in this bizarre idea has surged in the past five years, spurred 

by social media influencers and the echo chamber nature of web sites like Reddit. As with climate change 

denial, many come to this belief through YouTube videos. 

However, the consequences of fake science are no laughing matter. In matters of health and climate 

change, misinformation can be a matter of life and death. Over a 90-day period spanning December, January 

and February, people liked, shared and commented on posts from sites containing false or misleading 

information about COVID-19 142 times more than they did information from the Centers for Disease Control 

and the World Health Organization. 

Combating fake science is an urgent priority. In a world that’s increasingly dependent on science and 

technology, civic society can only function when the electorate is well informed. 

Educators must roll up their sleeves and do a better job of teaching critical thinking to young people. 

However, the problem goes beyond the classroom. The internet is the first source of science information for 

80% of people ages 18 to 24. 

One study found that a majority of a random sample of 200 YouTube videos on climate change denied that 

humans were responsible or claimed that it was a conspiracy. The videos peddling conspiracy theories got the 

most views. Another study found that a quarter of all tweets on climate were generated by bots and they 

preferentially amplified messages from climate change deniers. 

Technology to the rescue? 

The recent success of machine learning and AI in detecting fake news points the way to detecting fake science 

online. The key is neural net technology. Neural nets are loosely modeled on the human brain. They consist of 

many interconnected computer processors that identify meaningful patterns in data like words and images. 

Neural nets already permeate everyday life, particularly in natural language processing systems like 

Amazon’s Alexa and Google’s language translation capability. 

https://blogs.chapman.edu/wilkinson/2018/10/16/paranormal-america-2018/
https://www.theatlantic.com/health/archive/2018/01/the-new-age-of-astrology/550034/
http://dx.doi.org/10.3847/AER2010040
http://dx.doi.org/10.3847/AER2010040
https://www.taylorfrancis.com/books/9780203788967
https://www.theverge.com/2017/10/9/16424622/reddit-conspiracy-theories-memes-irony-flat-earth
https://www.bbc.com/news/technology-47279253
https://doi.org/10.1098/rsos.190161
https://www.zdnet.com/article/coronavirus-misinformation-is-increasing-newsguard-finds/
https://www.zdnet.com/article/coronavirus-misinformation-is-increasing-newsguard-finds/
https://www.nsf.gov/statistics/2018/nsb20181/report
https://doi.org/10.3389/fcomm.2019.00036
https://doi.org/10.3389/fcomm.2019.00036
https://www.theguardian.com/technology/2020/feb/21/climate-tweets-twitter-bots-analysis
https://arxiv.org/abs/1705.00648
https://www.explainthatstuff.com/introduction-to-neural-networks.html
https://arxiv.org/abs/1708.02709
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At the University of Arizona, we have trained neural nets on handpicked popular articles about climate 

change and biological evolution, and the neural nets are 90% successful in distinguishing wheat from chaff. 

With a quick scan of a site, our neural net can tell if its content is scientifically sound or climate-denial junk. 

After more refinement and testing we hope to have neural nets that can work across all domains of science. 

Neural net technology under development at the University of Arizona will flag science websites with a color 

code indicating their reliability (left). A smartphone app version will gamify the process of declaring science 

articles real or fake (right). Chris Impey, CC BY-ND 

The goal is a web browser extension that would detect when the user is looking at science content and deduce 

whether or not it’s real or fake. If it’s misinformation, the tool will suggest a reliable web site on that topic. 

My colleagues and I also plan to gamify the interface with a smart phone app that will let people compete 

with their friends and relatives to detect fake science. Data from the best of these participants will be used to 

help train the neural net. 

Sniffing out fake science should be easier than sniffing out fake news in general, because subjective opinion 

plays a minimal role in legitimate science, which is characterized by evidence, logic and verification. Experts 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
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can readily distinguish legitimate science from conspiracy theories and arguments motivated by ideology, 

which means machine learning systems can be trained to, as well. 

“Everyone is entitled to his own opinion, but not his own facts.” These words of Daniel Patrick Moynihan, 

advisor to four presidents, could be the mantra for those trying to keep science from being drowned by 

misinformation. 

[You’re smart and curious about the world. So are The Conversation’s authors and editors. You can read us 

daily by subscribing to our newsletter.] 

 

https://theconversation.com/how-technology-can-combat-the-rising-tide-of-fake-science-
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%20-

%201556414872+Version+A+CID_f17ff9fc821e3fbe6d1dc5615c3c2ed6&utm_source=campaign_monitor_u

s&utm_term=How%20technology%20can%20combat%20the%20rising%20tide%20of%20fake%20science 
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My Hermitage 

 

 

Alexander Posey  

Between me and the noise of strife  

    Are walls of mountains set with pine;   

The dusty, care-strewn paths of life   

    Lead not to this retreat of mine.   

  

I hear the morning wind awake   

   Beyond the purple height,   

And, in the growing light,   

   The lap of lilies on the lake.   

  

I live with Echo and with Song,   

   And Beauty leads me forth to see   

Her temple’s colonnades, and long  

    Together do we love to be.   

  

The mountains wall me in, complete,   

   And leave me but a bit blue  

Above.    All year, the days are sweet—  

    How sweet! And all the long nights thro’   

  

I hear the river flowing by   

   Along its sandy bars;   

Behold, far in the midnight sky,   

    An infinite of stars!   

  

‘Tis sweet, when all is still,   

   When darkness gathers round,   

To hear, from hill to hill,   

   The far, the wandering sound.   

  

The cedar and the pine  

   Have pitched their tents with me.   

What freedom vast is mine!   

    What room! What mystery!   

  

Upon the dreamy southern breeze,   

    That steals in like a laden bee   

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=2adc6be9db&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=d58d7678f2&e=29a6ecd6d1
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And sighs for rest among the trees,   

   Are far-blown bits of melody.   

  

What afterglows the twilight hold,   

    The darkening skies along!   

And O, what rose-like dawns unfold,   

    That smite the hills to song!   

  

High in the solitude of air,   

   The gray hawk circles on and on,   

Till, like a spirit soaring there,   

    His image pales and he is gone!  

 


