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Bloom (II) 

 

 

Dan Chiasson  

 

                                    David Teng Olsen, Mural, 2017 

  

At sunset, this October, 

            I picked some Nippon daisies,  

the last flower to flower, 

            a verb named for its noun. 

  

The weather was all indoors. 

            A Page solo plus Michelangelo  

enameled in cerulean, tangles 

            of what looked like instant ramen, 

  

a heavy barge in the surf offshore, 

            a spindly zeppelin down, the scene  

split by an architectural birch 

            crisscrossed by laser blasts. 

  

Dave added the sky one day, 

            then blew our heads apart 

by denying it had ever been a sky. 

            A spider creature was our sons. 

  

Their hair entangled meant 

            they would now never be apart, 

not their whole lives wandering 

            in a world itself worryingly 

  

wandering who knows where. 

            Look, there’s a friendly bloom;  

Look, a vivisectionist, a severed wrist.  

            These thoughts our house had had about us. 

https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=86aff15c39&e=29a6ecd6d1
https://poets.us20.list-manage.com/track/click?u=e329a0cb6f08842f08a05d822&id=950465f18f&e=29a6ecd6d1
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Copyright © 2020 by Dan Chiasson. Originally published in Poem-a-Day on March 20, 2020 by the 

Academy of American Poets. 

 

“This is a description of ‘Bloom,’ an Ovidian mural painted on the stairway wall of our house by the artist 

David Teng Olsen—roughly the frontal lobe of our house. I think of it as a depiction of our house's thoughts 

about us. The human figures in it, including depictions of our children, are strangely creatural.” 

—Dan Chiasson   

 

Dan Chiasson is the author of The Math Campers (Knopf, 2020). He teaches at Wellesley College and lives in 

Massachusetts. 
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Westend61/Westend61/Getty Images 

Quarantine doesn't suck for everyone, apparently 

By Tracey Anne Duncan 

The COVID-19 stay-at-home orders imposed all over the U.S. have provided a jarring new take on life, 

and they’re affecting each of us in unique ways. Most of us are anxiously awaiting a return to regularly 

scheduled programming. Curiously enough, there’s a subset of people who’ve found that they’re more 

relaxed than usual. They’re sleeping better. They like the way their lives are now. They’re happy. It’s 

like a mega chorus of people singing, “it’s the end of the world as we know it,” and this group is 

answering back, “and I feel fine.” Yes, some people are happier in quarantine. 

“Previous to [lockdown], I had been running myself into the ground every day for about five years, so it 

feels incredible to have the space to take it slow,” says Melissa Clark, a 35-year-old clothing designer in 

New Orleans. She explains that this time of year is usually so busy for her that she doesn’t even notice 

the city’s picturesque transition into spring. This year, she’s revelled in its splendor — safely, of course. 

She’s spent a lot of quarantine time walking back and forth between her studio and her home, which 

are a block apart. “Now I see my neighbors every day and that’s great,” Clark says. 

It’s not that Clark’s life is perfect. She’s lost income and has no idea when it might return. But she 

credits her peaceful adaptation to shelter-in-place orders to the implementation of structure that 

https://www.mic.com/profile/tracey-anne-duncan-18145054
https://blogs.psychcentral.com/childhood-neglect/2020/04/7-reasons-some-people-actually-feel-better-and-happier-during-the-pandemic/?fbclid=IwAR3YXZzlghSZfYjmC9GdrUK5GmOb9bPGs6xRWLXiNs0LvDrdMTcyr0e3Jqg


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

6 

includes getting outside. “I was definitely freaking out the first couple of weeks, but after settling into a 

routine I feel much better,” Clark says. 

Keeping a schedule can help people feel a sense of safety, even amidst wild, dark times like these. “Life 

can be made quite predictable and our sense of control is enhanced,” says Curtis Reisinger, an NYC-

based psychologist and assistant professor at Donald and Barbara Zucker School of Medicine at 

Hofstra University. “Seclusion and isolation can increase some people’s sense of security. Their time is 

their own and they own it all.” 

Promote health. Save lives. Serve the vulnerable. Visit who.int 

For some people, the added agency can be freeing, Reisinger says. These individuals feel happy when 

they have control over their own time and experience, and a lot of individuals have a lot more control 

than usual over how they spend their time. 

 

10'000 Hours/DigitalVision/Getty Images 

https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/trackclk/N1297696.3675797TEADS.COM/B24079047.272003249;dc_trk_aid=466771834;dc_trk_cid=131592044;dc_lat=;dc_rdid=;tag_for_child_directed_treatment=;tfua=
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The meaning assigned to seemingly mundane activities makes a big difference in how people feel about 

their lives. “The choice to pick up groceries versus going inside the store, for example, protects workers 

from exposure and also supports their jobs and the businesses you shop from right now,” says Stefani 

Goerlich, a Detroit-based psychotherapist. “Focusing on the beneficial impact of these choices helps 

build resiliency.” So, for those who are intentionally navigating quarantine, there's a new sense of 

purpose. 

For the first time in many of our lives, we have the opportunity to decide our values without the pressure of 

being watched. 

Letting go of concerns that don’t feel meaningful is another way of finding peace in uncertain times. 

“So many of our society’s preconceived notions and expectations are clearly meaningless in the face of 

the abyss,” Nick Conte, a 30-year-old grad student in Salt Lake City, tells Mic. His deadpan humor 

belies real wisdom. The first few weeks of stay-at-home were hard, but he says that the absurdity of 

trying to hold on to arbitrary values, like grades, hit him in a revelatory way, and forced him to take 

stock of his life. 

He spent one Sunday afternoon making a list of his own values, and they are helping him structure how 

he spends his time right now. The anxieties Conte struggled with pre-pandemic, he tells me, were 

mostly based on trying to adhere to external expectations. Now he’s creating his own. 

For the first time in many of our lives, we have the opportunity to decide our values without the 

pressure of being watched. “I’ve heard folks referring to this time as The Great Pause, a once in a 

lifetime opportunity to see what it looks like, and how it feels, to opt out of the rat race,” says Goerlich. 

“We have society’s permission to say no. That experience is something wholly unfamiliar to most of us, 

and many of us are finding it surprisingly enjoyable.” 

We have society’s permission to say no. That experience is something wholly unfamiliar to most of us, and 

many of us are finding it surprisingly enjoyable. 

One of the things Conte has learned he values most, in fact, is mindfulness. “People who are skilled in 

prayer, meditation, or mindfulness may be quite comfortable in solitude,” Reisinger says. Instead of 

trying to escape from the discomfort of the moment, people who practice mindfulness are able to accept 

discomforts as passing moments, Reisinger explains. 

Promote health. Save lives. Serve the vulnerable. Visit who.int 

Learning to witness our thoughts and feelings with objectivity keeps us aware that current feelings 

won’t last and gives us time to question the judgements we usually make about our thoughts and where 

they come from. “You can just watch your own thoughts as an observer. You can learn that even 

though we are social beings, this is not a mandate of modern society," Reisinger says. "We can live and 

be alone with no consequence. ... It's a skill, not a disability." 

https://www.mic.com/p/quarantine-doesnt-suck-for-everyone-apparently-

22827568?utm_campaign=mic&utm_source=sendgrid&utm_medium=email  

https://ad.doubleclick.net/ddm/trackclk/N1297696.3675797TEADS.COM/B24079047.272003249;dc_trk_aid=466771834;dc_trk_cid=131592044;dc_lat=;dc_rdid=;tag_for_child_directed_treatment=;tfua=
https://www.mic.com/p/quarantine-doesnt-suck-for-everyone-apparently-22827568?utm_campaign=mic&utm_source=sendgrid&utm_medium=email
https://www.mic.com/p/quarantine-doesnt-suck-for-everyone-apparently-22827568?utm_campaign=mic&utm_source=sendgrid&utm_medium=email
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Gene modification drives 500% life extension in worms 

Rosa García-Verdugo  

 
C. elegans, a super worm for science! Credit: Zeiss Microscopy 

Believe it to not, little worms (C.elegans) are an useful tool for researchers studying aging. Specially, the 

genetics of aging. A recently released article in Cell Reports 1 shows that gene modification in two specific 

cellular pathways drives 500% life extension in worms. 

Why worms? 

Worms are the ideal research subject for aging and genetics because they are genetic clones with a short life -

from our point of view- and a known number of genes amenable to genetic modifications. The researchers in 

this study altered the gene expression of a couple of genes in two cellular pathways known to govern aging. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/18/gene-modification-drives-500-life-extension-in-worms/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6615-1
https://starvingneuron.com/ienglish/what-worms-can-teach-us-from-aging-an-interview-with-olivia-casanueva/
https://www.flickr.com/photos/zeissmicro/28703152561
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The first is the IIS or insulin signalling pathway which responds to environmental cues. Altering it leads to a 

100% increase in life span in worms. The second, the TOR pathway is an ancient signalling pathway related 

to nutrient availability. Knocking it out produces a 30% life span extension. ISS and TOR are stress-response 

signalling pathways in the mitochondria. Mitochondria constitute the cell’s energy machinery, and it has long 

been believed that problems in mitochondria function could accelerate aging. 

What happens when both are mutated? 

In this case, the sum does produce a synergistic result for it doesn’t jut increase the worm’s lifespan in 130% 

but this gene modification drives 500% life extension in worms!! Even though the exact mechanism through 

which this incredible life extension comes about is unknown, the research’s authors think it might be that 

these changes in the function of the IIS and TOR pathways lead to a maintenance phenotype instead of a 

growing one, which requires less energy and therefore allows for longer survival. 

Could gene modification also drive a 500% life extension in humans? 

Even though both the IIS and the TOR pathway are conserved in humans, it is highly unlikely that we would 

achieve such a high lifespan extension by tweaking genes in these molecular pathways. After all, we are a bit 

more complex than a little worm. 

But what it might help is to a better and healthier aging, which should actually be our main goal, seeing as the 

personal and monetary cost of aging is growing every year. 

References 

1. JianfengLan, Jarod A.Rollins, XiaoZang, Di Wu et al (2019) Translational Regulation of Non-

autonomous Mitochondrial Stress Response Promotes Longevity Cell 

Reports doi: 10.1016/j.celrep.2019.06.078 ↩ 

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/2020/03/18/gene-modification-drives-500-life-extension-in-

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

Mapping+Ignorance%29 

https://doi.org/10.1016/j.celrep.2019.06.078
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/18/gene-modification-drives-500-life-extension-in-worms/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#origin-note-6615-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
http://starvingneuron.com/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=starvingneuron&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/18/gene-modification-drives-500-life-extension-in-worms/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/18/gene-modification-drives-500-life-extension-in-worms/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/18/gene-modification-drives-500-life-extension-in-worms/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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Figuring Forward in an Uncertain Universe 

Consolations from the cosmic scheme. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

We make things and seed them into the world, never fully knowing — often never knowing at all — whom 

they will reach and how they will blossom in other hearts, how their meaning will unfold in contexts we never 

imagined. (W.S. Merwin captured this poignantly in the final lines of his gorgeous poem “Berryman.”) 

Today I offer something a little apart from the usual, or sidelong rather, amid these unusual times: A couple of 

days ago, I received a moving note from a woman who had read Figuring and found herself revisiting the 

final page — it was helping her, she said, live through the terror and confusion of these uncertain times. I 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/18/merwin-berryman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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figured I’d share that page — which comes after 544 others, tracing centuries of human loves and losses, 

trials and triumphs, that gave us some of the crowning achievements of our civilization — in case it helps 

anyone else. 

 

Meanwhile, someplace in the world, somebody is making love and another a poem. Elsewhere in the 

universe, a star manyfold the mass of our third-rate sun is living out its final moments in a wild spin before 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
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collapsing into a black hole, its exhale bending spacetime itself into a well of nothingness that can swallow 

every atom that ever touched us and every datum we ever produced, every poem and statue and symphony 

we’ve ever known — an entropic spectacle insentient to questions of blame and mercy, devoid of why. 

In four billion years, our own star will follow its fate, collapsing into a white dwarf. We exist only by chance, 

after all. The Voyager will still be sailing into the interstellar shorelessness on the wings of the “heavenly 

breezes” Kepler had once imagined, carrying Beethoven on a golden disc crafted by a symphonic civilization 

that long ago made love and war and mathematics on a distant blue dot. 

But until that day comes, nothing once created ever fully leaves us. Seeds are planted and come abloom 

generations, centuries, civilizations later, migrating across coteries and countries and continents. Meanwhile, 

people live and people die — in peace as war rages on, in poverty and disrepute as latent fame awaits, with 

much that never meets its more, in shipwrecked love. 

I will die. 

You will die. 

The atoms that huddled for a cosmic blink around the shadow of a self will return to the seas that made us. 

What will survive of us are shoreless seeds and stardust. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/18/figuring-shoreless-seeds-and-

stardust/?mc_cid=812ce5a54a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/12/21/reflection/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/26/katharina-kepler-witchcraft-dream/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/26/katharina-kepler-witchcraft-dream/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/18/figuring-shoreless-seeds-and-stardust/?mc_cid=812ce5a54a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/18/figuring-shoreless-seeds-and-stardust/?mc_cid=812ce5a54a&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Solitary Animal 
by Marilyn Chin 

Issue no. 226 (Fall 2018) 

The solitary animal walks alone. She has no uterus. She has no bone. 

She slithers around dark bars and libraries. She carves 

a beautiful girl on the cave wall. She dances with Aurora Borealis, 

but goes home alone. 

We are 7.5 billion. Thrust onto Earth together, we are not alone. 

We shout at the stars, perhaps a Martian is listening, she/he/they 

with ten thousand antennae, transversal labia quivering, searching for love. 

Your half-drawn monolid eyes are most tantalizing, may I take you home? 

Slime you with a green kiss? Breathe magma into your bones? Claw rainbows 

onto your lips? Redecorate your home? 

Our vertebrae are vibrating, signally: we are not alone. Sacrificed by a greedy 

admiralty, we shall live forlornly, and be devoured, headfirst, by reptilian clones. 

Inch back into your fern pods, why don’t ya! Baby, I call you, but you are not home. Somewhere in the 

cosmos, our lies are reverberating. Fake news is sad news. Shrapnel calcifying 

into bone. Each day we begin on Earth as a dying person, each breath is one less 

than yesterday, we shall die alone. 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=277bffd61d&e=d538c8f2e0  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=277bffd61d&e=d538c8f2e0
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Astrophysicist and Author Janna Levin Reads “Berryman” by W.S. Merwin: Some of the Finest and 

Most Soul-Salving Advice on How to Stay Sane as an Artist 

Tonic for living with that sacred, terrifying uncertainty with which all creative work enters the world. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

To be an artist is to live suspended above the abyss between recognition and artistic value, never quite 

knowing whether your art will land on either bank, or straddle both, or be swallowed by the fathomless pit of 

obscurity. We never know how our work stirs another mind or touches another heart, how it tenons into the 

mortise of the world. We never know who will discover it in a year or a generation or a century and be salved 

by it, saved by it. “The worthiest poets have remained uncrowned till death has bleached their foreheads to the 

bone,” Elizabeth Barrett Browning wrote, not fully knowing — or perhaps not knowing at all — that she 

was revolutionizing the art of her time. 

This is the perennial problem of the artist, for the crown bestowed or denied by the fickle tastes of a 

contemporary public has little bearing on how the work itself will stand the test of time as a vessel for truth 

and beauty, whether it will move generations or petrify into oblivion. Walt Whitman nearly perished in 

obscurity when his visionary Leaves of Grass was first met with scorn and indifference. Emily Dickinson, 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/06/elizabeth-barrett-browning-prometheus-bound-elfriede-abbe/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/03/whitman-emerson-criticism/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/03/whitman-emerson-criticism/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1556592612/braipick-20
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virtually unpublished in her lifetime, never lived to see her work transform a century of thought and feeling. 

Germaine de Staël captured this elemental pitfall of creative work in her astute observation that “true glory 

cannot be obtained by a relative celebrity.” 

In our own culture, obsessed with celebrity and panicked for instant approval, what begins as creative work 

too often ends up as flotsam on the stream of ego-gratification — the countless counterfeit crowns that come 

in the form of retweets and likes and best-seller lists, unmoored from any real measure of artistic value and 

longevity. How, then, is an artist to live with that sacred, terrifying uncertainty with which all creative work 

enters the world, and go on making art? 

That is what W.S. Merwin (September 30, 1927–March 15, 2019) explores in a stunning poem celebrating 

his mentor, the poet John Berryman, published in Merwin’s 2005 book Migration: New & Selected 

Poems (public library). At its heart is the single greatest, most difficult, most beautiful truth about creative 

work, enfolding a soul-salving piece of advice on how to stay sane as an artist. 

John Berryman (Photograph: The Paris Review) 

Berryman had co-founded Princeton’s creative writing program and was teaching there when Merwin 

enrolled as a freshman in 1944. The thirty-year-old professor immediately recognized an uncommon genius in 

the seventeen-year-old aspiring poet, who would go on to win the Pulitzer Prize and the National Book Award 

— “the real thing,” Berryman’s then-wife would later recall his sentiment. Merwin himself would remember 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/08/germaine-de-stael-passions-happiness-glory/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/08/germaine-de-stael-passions-happiness-glory/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1556592612/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1556592612/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/migration-new-selected-poems/oclc/154704664&referer=brief_results
https://www.theparisreview.org/interviews/4052/john-berryman-the-art-of-poetry-no-16-john-berryman
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his mentor as “absolutely ruthless” — a quality he cherished. That constructive, edifying ruthlessness, for 

which Merwin was forever indebted, comes alive with unsentimental tenderness in this poem commemorating 

his formative teacher, read here by astrophysicist, literary artist, and poetry steward Janna Levin: 

BERRYMAN 

by W.S. Merwin 

I will tell you what he told me 

in the years just after the war 

as we then called 

the second world war 

don’t lose your arrogance yet he said 

you can do that when you’re older 

lose it too soon and you may 

merely replace it with vanity 

just one time he suggested 

changing the usual order 

of the same words in a line of verse 

why point out a thing twice 

he suggested I pray to the Muse 

get down on my knees and pray 

right there in the corner and he 

said he meant it literally 

it was in the days before the beard 

and the drink but he was deep 

in tides of his own through which he sailed 

chin sideways and head tilted like a tacking sloop 

he was far older than the dates allowed for 

much older than I was he was in his thirties 

he snapped down his nose with an accent 

I think he had affected in England 

as for publishing he advised me 

to paper my wall with rejection slips 

his lips and the bones of his long fingers trembled 

with the vehemence of his views about poetry 

he said the great presence 

that permitted everything and transmuted it 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/20/janna-levin-a-madman-dreams-of-turing-machines/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
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in poetry was passion 

passion was genius and he praised movement and invention 

I had hardly begun to read 

I asked how can you ever be sure 

that what you write is really 

any good at all and he said you can’t 

you can’t you can never be sure 

you die without knowing 

whether anything you wrote was any good 

if you have to be sure don’t write 

Nearly three decades after he mentored Merwin, Berryman would encapsulate his advice to young writers: 

I would recommend the cultivation of extreme indifference to both praise and blame because praise will lead 

you to vanity, and blame will lead you to self-pity, and both are bad for writers. 

Complement with artist Ann Hamilton’s lovely notion of “making not knowing” and this collection of 

timeless advice from some of humanity’s greatest writers, then revisit Levin’s gorgeous readings of Ursula K. 

Le Guin’s hymn to time, Maya Angelou’s cosmic clarion call to humanity, Adrienne Rich’s tribute to the 

world’s first woman astronomer, and W.H. Auden’s elegy for unrequited love. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/18/merwin-berryman/ 

  

https://www.theparisreview.org/interviews/4052/john-berryman-the-art-of-poetry-no-16-john-berryman
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/12/making-not-knowing-ann-hamilton/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/05/03/advice-on-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/05/03/advice-on-writing/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/23/ursula-k-le-guin-hymn-to-time-janna-levin/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/27/janna-levin-reads-planetarium-by-adrienne-rich/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/04/27/janna-levin-reads-planetarium-by-adrienne-rich/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/03/18/merwin-berryman/
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May Day 

by F. Scott Fitzgerald 

 

Set on May 1, 1919, the day in which violent demonstrations took place for the rights of lower classes, 

privileged young Yale alumni reunite for a dance in New York City. Gordon, down on his luck after returning 

from World War I, tells his sad story to his classmate, Phil. "What's the matter?" 

"Every God damn thing in the world," he said miserably, "I've absolutely gone to pieces, Phil. I'm all in." 

 

Fitzgerald and his wife Zelda, 1921 

https://americanliterature.com/author/f-scott-fitzgerald
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There had been a war fought and won and the great city of the conquering people was crossed with triumphal 

arches and vivid with thrown flowers of white, red, and rose. All through the long spring days the returning 

soldiers marched up the chief highway behind the strump of drums and the joyous, resonant wind of the 

brasses, while merchants and clerks left their bickerings and figurings and, crowding to the windows, turned 

their white-bunched faces gravely upon the passing battalions. 

Never had there been such splendor in the great city, for the victorious war had brought plenty in its train, and 

the merchants had flocked thither from the South and West with their households to taste of all the luscious 

feasts and witness the lavish entertainments prepared—and to buy for their women furs against the next 

winter and bags of golden mesh and varicolored slippers of silk and silver and rose satin and cloth of gold. 

 

So gaily and noisily were the peace and prosperity impending hymned by the scribes and poets of the 

conquering people that more and more spenders had gathered from the provinces to drink the wine of 

excitement, and faster and faster did the merchants dispose of their trinkets and slippers until they sent up a 

mighty cry for more trinkets and more slippers in order that they might give in barter what was demanded of 

them. Some even of them flung up their hands helplessly, shouting: 

"Alas! I have no more slippers! and alas! I have no more trinkets! May heaven help me for I know not what I 

shall do!" 
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But no one listened to their great outcry, for the throngs were far too busy—day by day, the foot-soldiers trod 

jauntily the highway and all exulted because the young men returning were pure and brave, sound of tooth 

and pink of cheek, and the young women of the land were virgins and comely both of face and of figure. 

So during all this time there were many adventures that happened in the great city, and, of these, several—or 

perhaps one—are here set down. 

I 

At nine o'clock on the morning of the first of May, 1919, a young man spoke to the room clerk at the Biltmore 

Hotel, asking if Mr. Philip Dean were registered there, and if so, could he be connected with Mr. Dean's 

rooms. The inquirer was dressed in a well-cut, shabby suit. He was small, slender, and darkly handsome; his 

eyes were framed above with unusually long eyelashes and below with the blue semicircle of ill health, this 

latter effect heightened by an unnatural glow which colored his face like a low, incessant fever. 

Mr. Dean was staying there. The young man was directed to a telephone at the side. 

After a second his connection was made; a sleepy voice hello'd from somewhere above. 

"Mr. Dean?"—this very eagerly—"it's Gordon, Phil. It's Gordon Sterrett. I'm down-stairs. I heard you were in 

New York and I had a hunch you'd be here." 

The sleepy voice became gradually enthusiastic. Well, how was Gordy, old boy! Well, he certainly was 

surprised and tickled! Would Gordy come right up, for Pete's sake! 

A few minutes later Philip Dean, dressed in blue silk pajamas, opened his door and the two young men 

greeted each other with a half-embarrassed exuberance. They were both about twenty-four, Yale graduates of 

the year before the war; but there the resemblance stopped abruptly. Dean was blond, ruddy, and rugged 

under his thin pajamas. Everything about him radiated fitness and bodily comfort. He smiled frequently, 

showing large and prominent teeth. 

"I was going to look you up," he cried enthusiastically. "I'm taking a couple of weeks off. If you'll sit down a 

sec I'll be right with you. Going to take a shower." 

As he vanished into the bathroom his visitor's dark eyes roved nervously around the room, resting for a 

moment on a great English travelling bag in the corner and on a family of thick silk shirts littered on the 

chairs amid impressive neckties and soft woollen socks. 

Gordon rose and, picking up one of the shirts, gave it a minute examination. It was of very heavy silk, yellow, 

with a pale blue stripe—and there were nearly a dozen of them. He stared involuntarily at his own shirt-

cuffs—they were ragged and linty at the edges and soiled to a faint gray. Dropping the silk shirt, he held his 

coat-sleeves down and worked the frayed shirt-cuffs up till they were out of sight. Then he went to the mirror 

and looked at himself with listless, unhappy interest. His tie, of former glory, was faded and thumb-creased—

it served no longer to hide the jagged buttonholes of his collar. He thought, quite without amusement, that 
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only three years before he had received a scattering vote in the senior elections at college for being the best-

dressed man in his class. 

Dean emerged from the bathroom polishing his body. 

"Saw an old friend of yours last night," he remarked. "Passed her in the lobby and couldn't think of her name 

to save my neck. That girl you brought up to New Haven senior year." 

Gordon started. 

"Edith Bradin? That whom you mean?" 

"'At's the one. Damn good looking. She's still sort of a pretty doll—you know what I mean: as if you touched 

her she'd smear." 

He surveyed his shining self complacently in the mirror, smiled faintly, exposing a section of teeth. 

"She must be twenty-three anyway," he continued. 

"Twenty-two last month," said Gordon absently. 

"What? Oh, last month. Well, I imagine she's down for the Gamma Psi dance. Did you know we're having a 

Yale Gamma Psi dance to-night at Delmonico's? You better come up, Gordy. Half of New Haven'll probably 

be there. I can get you an invitation." 

Draping himself reluctantly in fresh underwear, Dean lit a cigarette and sat down by the open window, 

inspecting his calves and knees under the morning sunshine which poured into the room. 

"Sit down, Gordy," he suggested, "and tell me all about what you've been doing and what you're doing now 

and everything." 

Gordon collapsed unexpectedly upon the bed; lay there inert and spiritless. His mouth, which habitually 

dropped a little open when his face was in repose, became suddenly helpless and pathetic. 

"What's the matter?" asked Dean quickly. 

"Oh, God!" 

"What's the matter?" 

"Every God damn thing in the world," he said miserably, "I've absolutely gone to pieces, Phil. I'm all in." 

"Huh?" 
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"I'm all in." His voice was shaking. 

Dean scrutinized him more closely with appraising blue eyes. 

"You certainly look all shot." 

"I am. I've made a hell of a mess of everything." He paused. "I'd better start at the beginning—or will it bore 

you?" 

"Not at all; go on." There was, however, a hesitant note in Dean's voice. This trip East had been planned for a 

holiday—to find Gordon Sterrett in trouble exasperated him a little. 

"Go on," he repeated, and then added half under his breath, "Get it over with." 

"Well," began Gordon unsteadily, "I got back from France in February, went home to Harrisburg for a month, 

and then came down to New York to get a job. I got one—with an export company. They fired me yesterday." 

"Fired you?" 

"I'm coming to that, Phil. I want to tell you frankly. You're about the only man I can turn to in a matter like 

this. You won't mind if I just tell you frankly, will you, Phil?" 

Dean stiffened a bit more. The pats he was bestowing on his knees grew perfunctory. He felt vaguely that he 

was being unfairly saddled with responsibility; he was not even sure he wanted to be told. Though never 

surprised at finding Gordon Sterrett in mild difficulty, there was something in this present misery that repelled 

him and hardened him, even though it excited his curiosity. 

"Go on." 

"It's a girl." 

"Hm." Dean resolved that nothing was going to spoil his trip. If Gordon was going to be depressing, then he'd 

have to see less of Gordon. "Her name is Jewel Hudson," went on the distressed voice from the bed. "She 

used to be 'pure,' I guess, up to about a year ago. Lived here in New York—poor family. Her people are dead 

now and she lives with an old aunt. You see it was just about the time I met her that everybody began to come 

back from France in droves—and all I did was to welcome the newly arrived and go on parties with 'em. 

That's the way it started, Phil, just from being glad to see everybody and having them glad to see me." 

"You ought to've had more sense." 

"I know," Gordon paused, and then continued listlessly. "I'm on my own now, you know, and Phil, I can't 

stand being poor. Then came this darn girl. She sort of fell in love with me for a while and, though I never 

intended to get so involved, I'd always seem to run into her somewhere. You can imagine the sort of work I 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

23 

was doing for those exporting people—of course, I always intended to draw; do illustrating for magazines; 

there's a pile of money in it." 

"Why didn't you? You've got to buckle down if you want to make good," suggested Dean with cold 

formalism. 

"I tried, a little, but my stuff's crude. I've got talent, Phil; I can draw—but I just don't know how. I ought to go 

to art school and I can't afford it. Well, things came to a crisis about a week ago. Just as I was down to about 

my last dollar this girl began bothering me. She wants some money; claims she can make trouble for me if she 

doesn't get it." 

"Can she?" 

"I'm afraid she can. That's one reason I lost my job—she kept calling up the office all the time, and that was 

sort of the last straw down there. She's got a letter all written to send to my family. Oh, she's got me, all right. 

I've got to have some money for her." 

There was an awkward pause. Gordon lay very still, his hands clenched by his side. 

"I'm all in," he continued, his voice trembling. "I'm half crazy, Phil. If I hadn't known you were coming East, I 

think I'd have killed myself. I want you to lend me three hundred dollars." 

Dean's hands, which had been patting his bare ankles, were suddenly quiet—and the curious uncertainty 

playing between the two became taut and strained. 

After a second Gordon continued: 

"I've bled the family until I'm ashamed to ask for another nickel." 

Still Dean made no answer. 

"Jewel says she's got to have two hundred dollars." 

"Tell her where she can go." 

"Yes, that sounds easy, but she's got a couple of drunken letters I wrote her. Unfortunately she's not at all the 

flabby sort of person you'd expect." 

Dean made an expression of distaste. 

"I can't stand that sort of woman. You ought to have kept away." 

"I know," admitted Gordon wearily. 
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"You've got to look at things as they are. If you haven't got money you've got to work and stay away from 

women." 

"That's easy for you to say," began Gordon, his eyes narrowing. "You've got all the money in the world." "I 

most certainly have not. My family keep darn close tab on what I spend. Just because I have a little leeway I 

have to be extra careful not to abuse it." 

He raised the blind and let in a further flood of sunshine. 

"I'm no prig, Lord knows," he went on deliberately. "I like pleasure—and I like a lot of it on a vacation like 

this, but you're—you're in awful shape. I never heard you talk just this way before. You seem to be sort of 

bankrupt—morally as well as financially." 

"Don't they usually go together?" 

Dean shook his head impatiently. 

"There's a regular aura about you that I don't understand. It's a sort of evil." 

"It's an air of worry and poverty and sleepless nights," said Gordon, rather defiantly. 

"I don't know." 

"Oh, I admit I'm depressing. I depress myself. But, my God, Phil, a week's rest and a new suit and some ready 

money and I'd be like—like I was. Phil, I can draw like a streak, and you know it. But half the time I haven't 

had the money to buy decent drawing materials—and I can't draw when I'm tired and discouraged and all in. 

With a little ready money I can take a few weeks off and get started." 

"How do I know you wouldn't use it on some other woman?" 

"Why rub it in?" said Gordon, quietly. 

"I'm not rubbing it in. I hate to see you this way." 

"Will you lend me the money, Phil?" 

"I can't decide right off. That's a lot of money and it'll be darn inconvenient for me." 

"It'll be hell for me if you can't—I know I'm whining, and it's all my own fault but—that doesn't change it." 

"When could you pay it back?" 

This was encouraging. Gordon considered. It was probably wisest to be frank. 
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"Of course, I could promise to send it back next month, but—I'd better say three months. Just as soon as I 

start to sell drawings." 

"How do I know you'll sell any drawings?" 

A new hardness in Dean's voice sent a faint chill of doubt over Gordon. Was it possible that he wouldn't get 

the money? "I supposed you had a little confidence in me." 

"I did have—but when I see you like this I begin to wonder." 

"Do you suppose if I wasn't at the end of my rope I'd come to you like this? Do you think I'm enjoying it?" He 

broke off and bit his lip, feeling that he had better subdue the rising anger in his voice. After all, he was the 

suppliant. 

"You seem to manage it pretty easily," said Dean angrily. "You put me in the position where, if I don't lend it 

to you, I'm a sucker—oh, yes, you do. And let me tell you it's no easy thing for me to get hold of three 

hundred dollars. My income isn't so big but that a slice like that won't play the deuce with it." 

He left his chair and began to dress, choosing his clothes carefully. Gordon stretched out his arms and 

clenched the edges of the bed, fighting back a desire to cry out. His head was splitting and whirring, his 

mouth was dry and bitter and he could feel the fever in his blood resolving itself into innumerable regular 

counts like a slow dripping from a roof. 

Dean tied his tie precisely, brushed his eyebrows, and removed a piece of tobacco from his teeth with 

solemnity. Next he filled his cigarette case, tossed the empty box thoughtfully into the waste basket, and 

settled the case in his vest pocket. 

"Had breakfast?" he demanded. 

"No; I don't eat it any more." 

"Well, we'll go out and have some. We'll decide about that money later. I'm sick of the subject. I came East to 

have a good time. 

"Let's go over to the Yale Club," he continued moodily, and then added with an implied reproof: "You've 

given up your job. You've got nothing else to do." 

"I'd have a lot to do if I had a little money," said Gordon pointedly. 

"Oh, for Heaven's sake drop the subject for a while! No point in glooming on my whole trip. Here, here's 

some money." 

He took a five-dollar bill from his wallet and tossed it over to Gordon, who folded it carefully and put it in his 

pocket. There was an added spot of color in his cheeks, an added glow that was not fever. For an instant 
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before they turned to go out their eyes met and in that instant each found something that made him lower his 

own glance quickly. For in that instant they quite suddenly and definitely hated each other. 

II 

Fifth Avenue and Forty-fourth Street swarmed with the noon crowd. The wealthy, happy sun glittered in 

transient gold through the thick windows of the smart shops, lighting upon mesh bags and purses and strings 

of pearls in gray velvet cases; upon gaudy feather fans of many colors; upon the laces and silks of expensive 

dresses; upon the bad paintings and the fine period furniture in the elaborate show rooms of interior 

decorators. 

Working-girls, in pairs and groups and swarms, loitered by these windows, choosing their future boudoirs 

from some resplendent display which included even a man's silk pajamas laid domestically across the bed. 

They stood in front of the jewelry stores and picked out their engagement rings, and their wedding rings and 

their platinum wrist watches, and then drifted on to inspect the feather fans and opera cloaks; meanwhile 

digesting the sandwiches and sundaes they had eaten for lunch. 

All through the crowd were men in uniform, sailors from the great fleet anchored in the Hudson, soldiers with 

divisional insignia from Massachusetts to California, wanting fearfully to be noticed, and finding the great 

city thoroughly fed up with soldiers unless they were nicely massed into pretty formations and uncomfortable 

under the weight of a pack and rifle. Through this medley Dean and Gordon wandered; the former interested, 

made alert by the display of humanity at its frothiest and gaudiest; the latter reminded of how often he had 

been one of the crowd, tired, casually fed, overworked, and dissipated. To Dean the struggle was significant, 

young, cheerful; to Gordon it was dismal, meaningless, endless. 

In the Yale Club they met a group of their former classmates who greeted the visiting Dean vociferously. 

Sitting in a semicircle of lounges and great chairs, they had a highball all around. 

Gordon found the conversation tiresome and interminable. They lunched together en masse, warmed with 

liquor as the afternoon began. They were all going to the Gamma Psi dance that night—it promised to be the 

best party since the war. 

"Edith Bradin's coming," said some one to Gordon. "Didn't she used to be an old flame of yours? Aren't you 

both from Harrisburg?" 

"Yes." He tried to change the subject. "I see her brother occasionally. He's sort of a socialistic nut. Runs a 

paper or something here in New York." 

"Not like his gay sister, eh?" continued his eager informant. "Well, she's coming to-night—with a junior 

named Peter Himmel." 

Gordon was to meet Jewel Hudson at eight o'clock—he had promised to have some money for her. Several 

times he glanced nervously at his wrist watch. At four, to his relief, Dean rose and announced that he was 

going over to Rivers Brothers to buy some collars and ties. But as they left the Club another of the party 

joined them, to Gordon's great dismay. Dean was in a jovial mood now, happy, expectant of the evening's 
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party, faintly hilarious. Over in Rivers' he chose a dozen neckties, selecting each one after long consultations 

with the other man. Did he think narrow ties were coming back? And wasn't it a shame that Rivers couldn't 

get any more Welsh Margotson collars? There never was a collar like the "Covington." 

Gordon was in something of a panic. He wanted the money immediately. And he was now inspired also with 

a vague idea of attending the Gamma Psi dance. He wanted to see Edith—Edith whom he hadn't met since 

one romantic night at the Harrisburg Country Club just before he went to France. The affair had died, 

drowned in the turmoil of the war and quite forgotten in the arabesque of these three months, but a picture of 

her, poignant, debonnaire, immersed in her own inconsequential chatter, recurred to him unexpectedly and 

brought a hundred memories with it. It was Edith's face that he had cherished through college with a sort of 

detached yet affectionate admiration. He had loved to draw her—around his room had been a dozen sketches 

of her—playing golf, swimming—he could draw her pert, arresting profile with his eyes shut. 

They left Rivers' at five-thirty and parsed for a moment on the sidewalk. 

"Well," said Dean genially, "I'm all set now. Think I'll go back to the hotel and get a shave, haircut, and 

massage." 

"Good enough," said the other man, "I think I'll join you." 

Gordon wondered if he was to be beaten after all. With difficulty he restrained himself from turning to the 

man and snarling out, "Go on away, damn you!" In despair he suspected that perhaps Dean had spoken to 

him, was keeping him along in order to avoid a dispute about the money. 

They went into the Biltmore—a Biltmore alive with girls—mostly from the West and South, the stellar 

débutantes of many cities gathered for the dance of a famous fraternity of a famous university. But to Gordon 

they were faces in a dream. He gathered together his forces for a last appeal, was about to come out with he 

knew not what, when Dean suddenly excused himself to the other man and taking Gordon's arm led him 

aside. 

"Gordy," he said quickly, "I've thought the whole thing over carefully and I've decided that I can't lend you 

that money. I'd like to oblige you, but I don't feel I ought to—it'd put a crimp in me for a month." 

Gordon, watching him dully, wondered why he had never before noticed how much those upper teeth 

projected. 

"I'm—mighty sorry, Gordon," continued Dean, "but that's the way it is." 

He took out his wallet and deliberately counted out seventy-five dollars in bills. 

"Here," he said, holding them out, "here's seventy-five; that makes eighty all together. That's all the actual 

cash I have with me, besides what I'll actually spend on the trip." 
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Gordon raised his clenched hand automatically, opened it as though it were a tongs he was holding, and 

clenched it again on the money. 

"I'll see you at the dance," continued Dean. "I've got to get along to the barber shop." 

"So-long," said Gordon in a strained and husky voice. 

"So-long." 

Dean, began to smile, but seemed to change his mind. He nodded briskly and disappeared. 

But Gordon stood there, his handsome face awry with distress, the roll of bills clenched tightly in his hand. 

Then, blinded by sudden tears, he stumbled clumsily down the Biltmore steps. 

III 

About nine o'clock of the same night two human beings came out of a cheap restaurant in Sixth Avenue. They 

were ugly, ill-nourished, devoid of all except the very lowest form of intelligence, and without even that 

animal exuberance that in itself brings color into life; they were lately vermin-ridden, cold, and hungry in a 

dirty town of a strange land; they were poor, friendless; tossed as driftwood from their births, they would be 

tossed as driftwood to their deaths. They were dressed in the uniform of the United States Army, and on the 

shoulder of each was the insignia of a drafted division from New Jersey, landed three days before. 

The taller of the two was named Carrol Key, a name hinting that in his veins, however thinly diluted by 

generations of degeneration, ran blood of some potentiality. But one could stare endlessly at the long, chinless 

face, the dull, watery eyes, and high cheek-bones, without finding suggestion of either ancestral worth or 

native resourcefulness. 

His companion was swart and bandy-legged, with rat-eyes and a much-broken hooked nose. His defiant air 

was obviously a pretense, a weapon of protection borrowed from that world of snarl and snap, of physical 

bluff and physical menace, in which he had always lived. His name was Gus Rose. 

Leaving the café they sauntered down Sixth Avenue, wielding toothpicks with great gusto and complete 

detachment. 

"Where to?" asked Rose, in a tone which implied that he would not be surprised if Key suggested the South 

Sea Islands. 

"What you say we see if we can getta holda some liquor?" Prohibition was not yet. The ginger in the 

suggestion was caused by the law forbidding the selling of liquor to soldiers. 

Rose agreed enthusiastically. 

"I got an idea," continued Key, after a moment's thought, "I got a brother somewhere." 
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"In New York?" 

"Yeah. He's an old fella." He meant that he was an elder brother. "He's a waiter in a hash joint." "Maybe he 

can get us some." 

"I'll say he can!" 

"B'lieve me, I'm goin' to get this darn uniform off me to-morra. Never get me in it again, neither. I'm goin' to 

get me some regular clothes." 

"Say, maybe I'm not." 

As their combined finances were something less than five dollars, this intention can be taken largely as a 

pleasant game of words, harmless and consoling. It seemed to please both of them, however, for they 

reinforced it with chuckling and mention of personages high in biblical circles, adding such further emphasis 

as "Oh, boy!" "You know!" and "I'll say so!" repeated many times over. 

The entire mental pabulum of these two men consisted of an offended nasal comment extended through the 

years upon the institution—army, business, or poorhouse—which kept them alive, and toward their 

immediate superior in that institution. Until that very morning the institution had been the "government" and 

the immediate superior had been the "Cap'n"—from these two they had glided out and were now in the 

vaguely uncomfortable state before they should adopt their next bondage. They were uncertain, resentful, and 

somewhat ill at ease. This they hid by pretending an elaborate relief at being out of the army, and by assuring 

each other that military discipline should never again rule their stubborn, liberty-loving wills. Yet, as a matter 

of fact, they would have felt more at home in a prison than in this new-found and unquestionable freedom. 

Suddenly Key increased his gait. Rose, looking up and following his glance, discovered a crowd that was 

collecting fifty yards down the street. Key chuckled and began to run in the direction of the crowd; Rose 

thereupon also chuckled and his short bandy legs twinkled beside the long, awkward strides of his companion. 

Reaching the outskirts of the crowd they immediately became an indistinguishable part of it. It was composed 

of ragged civilians somewhat the worse for liquor, and of soldiers representing many divisions and many 

stages of sobriety, all clustered around a gesticulating little Jew with long black whiskers, who was waving 

his arms and delivering an excited but succinct harangue. Key and Rose, having wedged themselves into the 

approximate parquet, scrutinized him with acute suspicion, as his words penetrated their common 

consciousness. 

"—What have you got outa the war?" he was crying fiercely. "Look arounja, look arounja! Are you rich? 

Have you got a lot of money offered you?—no; you're lucky if you're alive and got both your legs; you're 

lucky if you came back an' find your wife ain't gone off with some other fella that had the money to buy 

himself out of the war! That's when you're lucky! Who got anything out of it except J. P. Morgan an' John D. 

Rockerfeller?" 

At this point the little Jew's oration was interrupted by the hostile impact of a fist upon the point of his 

bearded chin and he toppled backward to a sprawl on the pavement. 
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"God damn Bolsheviki!" cried the big soldier-blacksmith, who had delivered the blow. There was a rumble of 

approval, the crowd closed in nearer. 

The Jew staggered to his feet, and immediately went down again before a half-dozen reaching-in fists. This 

time he stayed down, breathing heavily, blood oozing from his lip where it was cut within and without. 

There was a riot of voices, and in a minute Rose and Key found themselves flowing with the jumbled crowd 

down Sixth Avenue under the leadership of a thin civilian in a slouch hat and the brawny soldier who had 

summarily ended the oration. The crowd had marvellously swollen to formidable proportions and a stream of 

more non-committal citizens followed it along the sidewalks lending their moral support by intermittent 

huzzas. 

"Where we goin'?" yelled Key to the man nearest him 

His neighbor pointed up to the leader in the slouch hat. 

"That guy knows where there's a lot of 'em! We're goin' to show 'em!" 

"We're goin' to show 'em!" whispered Key delightedly to Rose, who repeated the phrase rapturously to a man 

on the other side. 

Down Sixth Avenue swept the procession, joined here and there by soldiers and marines, and now and then 

by civilians, who came up with the inevitable cry that they were just out of the army themselves, as if 

presenting it as a card of admission to a newly formed Sporting and Amusement Club. 

Then the procession swerved down a cross street and headed for Fifth Avenue and the word filtered here and 

there that they were bound for a Red meeting at Tolliver Hall. "Where is it?" 

The question went up the line and a moment later the answer floated hack. Tolliver Hall was down on Tenth 

Street. There was a bunch of other sojers who was goin' to break it up and was down there now! 

But Tenth Street had a faraway sound and at the word a general groan went up and a score of the procession 

dropped out. Among these were Rose and Key, who slowed down to a saunter and let the more enthusiastic 

sweep on by. 

"I'd rather get some liquor," said Key as they halted and made their way to the sidewalk amid cries of "Shell 

hole!" and "Quitters!" 

"Does your brother work around here?" asked Rose, assuming the air of one passing from the superficial to 

the eternal. 

"He oughta," replied Key. "I ain't seen him for a coupla years. I been out to Pennsylvania since. Maybe he 

don't work at night anyhow. It's right along here. He can get us some o'right if he ain't gone." 
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They found the place after a few minutes' patrol of the street—a shoddy tablecloth restaurant between Fifth 

Avenue and Broadway. Here Key went inside to inquire for his brother George, while Rose waited on the 

sidewalk. 

"He ain't here no more," said Key emerging. "He's a waiter up to Delmonico's." Rose nodded wisely, as if he'd 

expected as much. One should not be surprised at a capable man changing jobs occasionally. He knew a 

waiter once—there ensued a long conversation as they waited as to whether waiters made more in actual 

wages than in tips—it was decided that it depended on the social tone of the joint wherein the waiter labored. 

After having given each other vivid pictures of millionaires dining at Delmonico's and throwing away fifty-

dollar bills after their first quart of champagne, both men thought privately of becoming waiters. In fact, Key's 

narrow brow was secreting a resolution to ask his brother to get him a job. 

"A waiter can drink up all the champagne those fellas leave in bottles," suggested Rose with some relish, and 

then added as an afterthought, "Oh, boy!" 

By the time they reached Delmonico's it was half past ten, and they were surprised to see a stream of taxis 

driving up to the door one after the other and emitting marvelous, hatless young ladies, each one attended by a 

stiff young gentleman in evening clothes. 

"It's a party," said Rose with some awe. "Maybe we better not go in. He'll be busy." "No, he won't. He'll be 

o'right." 

After some hesitation they entered what appeared to them to be the least elaborate door and, indecision falling 

upon them immediately, stationed themselves nervously in an inconspicuous corner of the small dining-room 

in which they found themselves. They took off their caps and held them in their hands. A cloud of gloom fell 

upon them and both started when a door at one end of the room crashed open, emitting a comet-like waiter 

who streaked across the floor and vanished through another door on the other side. 

There had been three of these lightning passages before the seekers mustered the acumen to hail a waiter. He 

turned, looked at them suspiciously, and then approached with soft, catlike steps, as if prepared at any 

moment to turn and flee. 

"Say," began Key, "say, do you know my brother? He's a waiter here." 

"His name is Key," annotated Rose. 

Yes, the waiter knew Key. He was up-stairs, he thought. There was a big dance going on in the main 

ballroom. He'd tell him. 

Ten minutes later George Key appeared and greeted his brother with the utmost suspicion; his first and most 

natural thought being that he was going to be asked for money. 

George was tall and weak chinned, but there his resemblance to his brother ceased. The waiter's eyes were not 

dull, they were alert and twinkling, and his manner was suave, in-door, and faintly superior. They exchanged 
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formalities. George was married and had three children. He seemed fairly interested, but not impressed by the 

news that Carrol had been abroad in the army. This disappointed Carrol. 

"George," said the younger brother, these amenities having been disposed of, "we want to get some booze, 

and they won't sell us none. Can you get us some?" 

George considered. 

"Sure. Maybe I can. It may be half an hour, though." 

"All right," agreed Carrol, "we'll wait." 

At this Rose started to sit down in a convenient chair, but was hailed to his feet by the indignant George. 

"Hey! Watch out, you! Can't sit down here! This room's all set for a twelve o'clock banquet." 

"I ain't goin' to hurt it," said Rose resentfully. "I been through the delouser." 

"Never mind," said George sternly, "if the head waiter seen me here talkin' he'd romp all over me." 

"Oh." 

The mention of the head waiter was full explanation to the other two; they fingered their overseas caps 

nervously and waited for a suggestion. 

"I tell you," said George, after a pause, "I got a place you can wait; you just come here with me." 

They followed him out the far door, through a deserted pantry and up a pair of dark winding stairs, emerging 

finally into a small room chiefly furnished by piles of pails and stacks of scrubbing brushes, and illuminated 

by a single dim electric light. There he left them, after soliciting two dollars and agreeing to return in half an 

hour with a quart of whiskey. 

"George is makin' money, I bet," said Key gloomily as he seated himself on an inverted pail. "I bet he's 

making fifty dollars a week." 

Rose nodded his head and spat. 

"I bet he is, too." 

"What'd he say the dance was of?" 

"A lot of college fellas. Yale College." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

33 

They, both nodded solemnly at each other. 

"Wonder where that crowda sojers is now?" 

"I don't know. I know that's too damn long to walk for me." 

"Me too. You don't catch me walkin' that far." 

Ten minutes later restlessness seized them. 

"I'm goin' to see what's out here," said Rose, stepping cautiously toward the other door. 

It was a swinging door of green baize and he pushed it open a cautious inch. 

"See anything?" 

For answer Rose drew in his breath sharply. 

"Doggone! Here's some liquor I'll say!" 

"Liquor?" 

Key joined Rose at the door, and looked eagerly. 

"I'll tell the world that's liquor," he said, after a moment of concentrated gazing. 

It was a room about twice as large as the one they were in—and in it was prepared a radiant feast of spirits. 

There were long walls of alternating bottles set along two white covered tables; whiskey, gin, brandy, French 

and Italian vermouths, and orange juice, not to mention an array of syphons and two great empty punch 

bowls. The room was as yet uninhabited. 

"It's for this dance they're just starting," whispered Key; "hear the violins playin'? Say, boy, I wouldn't mind 

havin' a dance." 

They closed the door softly and exchanged a glance of mutual comprehension. There was no need of feeling 

each other out. 

"I'd like to get my hands on a coupla those bottles," said Rose emphatically. 

"Me too." 

"Do you suppose we'd get seen?" 
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Key considered. 

"Maybe we better wait till they start drinkin' 'em. They got 'em all laid out now, and they know how many of 

them there are." 

They debated this point for several minutes. Rose was all for getting his hands on a bottle now and tucking it 

under his coat before anyone came into the room. Key, however, advocated caution. He was afraid he might 

get his brother in trouble. If they waited till some of the bottles were opened it'd be all right to take one, and 

everybody'd think it was one of the college fellas. 

While they were still engaged in argument George Key hurried through the room and, barely grunting at 

them, disappeared by way of the green baize door. A minute later they heard several corks pop, and then the 

sound of cracking ice and splashing liquid. George was mixing the punch. 

The soldiers exchanged delighted grins. 

"Oh, boy!" whispered Rose. 

George reappeared. 

"Just keep low, boys," he said quickly. "Ill have your stuff for you in five minutes." 

He disappeared through the door by which he had come. 

As soon as his footsteps receded down the stairs, Rose, after a cautious look, darted into the room of delights 

and reappeared with a bottle in his hand. 

"Here's what I say," he said, as they sat radiantly digesting their first drink. "We'll wait till he comes up, and 

we'll ask him if we can't just stay here and drink what he brings us—see. We'll tell him we haven't got any 

place to drink it—see. Then we can sneak in there whenever there ain't nobody in that there room and tuck a 

bottle under our coats. We'll have enough to last us a coupla days—see?" 

"Sure," agreed Rose enthusiastically. "Oh, boy! And if we want to we can sell it to sojers any time we want 

to." 

They were silent for a moment thinking rosily of this idea. Then Key reached up and unhooked the collar of 

his O. D. coat. 

"It's hot in here, ain't it?" 

Rose agreed earnestly. 

"Hot as hell." 
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IV 

She was still quite angry when she came out of the dressing-room and crossed the intervening parlor of 

politeness that opened onto the hall—angry not so much at the actual happening which was, after all, the 

merest commonplace of her social existence, but because it had occurred on this particular night. She had no 

quarrel with herself. She had acted with that correct mixture of dignity and reticent pity which she always 

employed. She had succinctly and deftly snubbed him. 

It had happened when their taxi was leaving the Biltmore—hadn't gone half a block. He had lifted his right 

arm awkwardly—she was on his right side—and attempted to settle it snugly around the crimson fur-trimmed 

opera cloak she wore. This in itself had been a mistake. It was inevitably more graceful for a young man 

attempting to embrace a young lady of whose acquiescence he was not certain, to first put his far arm around 

her. It avoided that awkward movement of raising the near arm. 

His second faux pas was unconscious. She had spent the afternoon at the hairdresser's; the idea of any 

calamity overtaking her hair was extremely repugnant—yet as Peter made his unfortunate attempt the point of 

his elbow had just faintly brushed it. That was his second faux pas. Two were quite enough. 

He had begun to murmur. At the first murmur she had decided that he was nothing but a college boy—Edith 

was twenty-two, and anyhow, this dance, first of its kind since the war, was reminding her, with the 

accelerating rhythm of its associations, of something else—of another dance and another man, a man for 

whom her feelings had been little more than a sad-eyed, adolescent mooniness. Edith Bradin was falling in 

love with her recollection of Gordon Sterrett. 

So she came out of the dressing-room at Delmonico's and stood for a second in the doorway looking over the 

shoulders of a black dress in front of her at the groups of Yale men who flitted like dignified black moths 

around the head of the stairs. From the room she had left drifted out the heavy fragrance left by the passage to 

and fro of many scented young beauties—rich perfumes and the fragile memory-laden dust of fragrant 

powders. This odor drifting out acquired the tang of cigarette smoke in the hall, and then settled sensuously 

down the stairs and permeated the ballroom where the Gamma Psi dance was to be held. It was an odor she 

knew well, exciting, stimulating, restlessly sweet—the odor of a fashionable dance. 

She thought of her own appearance. Her bare arms and shoulders were powdered to a creamy white. She 

knew they looked very soft and would gleam like milk against the black backs that were to silhouette them to-

night. The hairdressing had been a success; her reddish mass of hair was piled and crushed and creased to an 

arrogant marvel of mobile curves. Her lips were finely made of deep carmine; the irises of her eyes were 

delicate, breakable blue, like china eyes. She was a complete, infinitely delicate, quite perfect thing of beauty, 

flowing in an even line from a complex coiffure to two small slim feet. 

She thought of what she would say to-night at this revel, faintly prestiged already by the sounds of high and 

low laughter and slippered footsteps, and movements of couples up and down the stairs. She would talk the 

language she had talked for many years—her line—made up of the current expressions, bits of journalese and 

college slang strung together into an intrinsic whole, careless, faintly provocative, delicately sentimental. She 

stalled faintly as she heard a girl sitting on the stairs near her say: "You don't know the half of it, dearie!" 
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And as she smiled her anger melted for a moment, and closing her eyes she drew in a deep breath of pleasure. 

She dropped her arms to her side until they were faintly touching the sleek sheath that covered and suggested 

her figure. She had never felt her own softness so much nor so enjoyed the whiteness of her own arms. 

"I smell sweet," she said to herself simply, and then came another thought "I'm made for love." 

She liked the sound of this and thought it again; then inevitable succession came her new-born riot of dreams 

about Gordon. The twist of her imagination which, two months before, had disclosed to her her unguessed 

desire to see him again, seemed now to have been leading up to this dance, this hour. 

For all her sleek beauty, Edith was a grave, slow-thinking girl. There was a streak in her of that same desire to 

ponder, of that adolescent idealism that had turned her brother socialist and pacifist. Henry Bradin had left 

Cornell, where he had been an instructor in economies, and had come to New York to pour the latest cures for 

incurable evils into the columns of a radical weekly newspaper. 

Edith, less fatuously, would have been content to cure Gordon Sterrett. There was a quality of weakness in 

Gordon that she wanted to take care of; there was a helplessness in him that she wanted to protect. And she 

wanted someone she had known a long while, someone who had loved her a long while. She was a little tired; 

she wanted to get married. Out of a pile of letters, half a dozen pictures and as many memories, and this 

weariness, she had decided that next time she saw Gordon their relations were going to be changed. She 

would say something that would change them. There was this evening. This was her evening. All evenings 

were her evenings. 

Then her thoughts were interrupted by a solemn undergraduate with a hurt look and an air of strained 

formality who presented himself before her and bowed unusually low. It was the man she had come with, 

Peter Himmel. He was tall and humorous, with horned-rimmed glasses and an air of attractive whimsicality. 

She suddenly rather disliked him—probably because he had not succeeded in kissing her. 

"Well," she began, "are you still furious at me?" 

"Not at all." 

She stepped forward and took his arm. 

"I'm sorry," she said softly. "I don't know why I snapped out that way. I'm in a bum humor to-night for some 

strange reason. I'm sorry." 

"S'all right," he mumbled, "don't mention it." 

He felt disagreeably embarrassed. Was she rubbing in the fact of his late failure? 

"It was a mistake," she continued, on the same consciously gentle key. "We'll both forget it." For this he hated 

her. A few minutes later they drifted out on the floor while the dozen swaying, sighing members of the 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

37 

specially hired jazz orchestra informed the crowded ballroom that "if a saxophone and me are left alone why 

then two is com-pan-ee!" 

A man with a mustache cut in. 

"Hello," he began reprovingly. "You don't remember me." 

"I can't just think of your name," she said lightly—"and I know you so well." 

"I met you up at—" His voice trailed disconsolately off as a man with very fair hair cut in. Edith murmured a 

conventional "Thanks, loads—cut in later," to the inconnu. 

The very fair man insisted on shaking hands enthusiastically. She placed him as one of the numerous Jims of 

her acquaintance—last name a mystery. She remembered even that he had a peculiar rhythm in dancing and 

found as they started that she was right. 

"Going to be here long?" he breathed confidentially. 

She leaned back and looked up at him. 

"Couple of weeks." 

"Where are you?" 

"Biltmore. Call me up some day." 

"I mean it," he assured her. "I will. We'll go to tea." 

"So do I—Do." 

A dark man cut in with intense formality. 

"You don't remember me, do you?" he said gravely. 

"I should say I do. Your name's Harlan." 

"No-ope. Barlow." 

"Well, I knew there were two syllables anyway. You're the boy that played the ukulele so well up at Howard 

Marshall's house party. 

"I played—but not—" 
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A man with prominent teeth cut in. Edith inhaled a slight cloud of whiskey. She liked men to have had 

something to drink; they were so much more cheerful, and appreciative and complimentary—much easier to 

talk to. 

"My name's Dean, Philip Dean," he said cheerfully. "You don't remember me, I know, but you used to come 

up to New Haven with a fellow I roomed with senior year, Gordon Sterrett." 

Edith looked up quickly. 

"Yes, I went up with him twice—to the Pump and Slipper and the Junior prom." 

"You've seen him, of course," said Dean carelessly. "He's here to-night. I saw him just a minute ago." 

Edith started. Yet she had felt quite sure he would be here. 

"Why, no, I haven't—" 

A fat man with red hair cut in. 

"Hello, Edith," he began. 

"Why—hello there—" 

She slipped, stumbled lightly. 

"I'm sorry, dear," she murmured mechanically. 

She had seen Gordon—Gordon very white and listless, leaning against the side of a doorway, smoking, and 

looking into the ballroom. Edith could see that his face was thin and wan—that the hand he raised to his lips 

with a cigarette, was trembling. They were dancing quite close to him now. 

"—They invite so darn many extra fellas that you—" the short man was saying. 

"Hello, Gordon," called Edith over her partner's shoulder. Her heart was pounding wildly. 

His large dark eyes were fixed on her. He took a step in her direction. Her partner turned her away—she heard 

his voice bleating—— 

"—but half the stags get lit and leave before long, so—" Then a low tone at her side. 

"May I, please?" 
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She was dancing suddenly with Gordon; one of his arms was around her; she felt it tighten spasmodically; felt 

his hand on her back with the fingers spread. Her hand holding the little lace handkerchief was crushed in his. 

"Why Gordon," she began breathlessly. 

"Hello, Edith." 

She slipped again—was tossed forward by her recovery until her face touched the black cloth of his dinner 

coat. She loved him—she knew she loved him—then for a minute there was silence while a strange feeling of 

uneasiness crept over her. Something was wrong. 

Of a sudden her heart wrenched, and turned over as she realized what it was. He was pitiful and wretched, a 

little drunk, and miserably tired. 

"Oh—" she cried involuntarily. 

His eyes looked down at her. She saw suddenly that they were blood-streaked and rolling uncontrollably. 

"Gordon," she murmured, "we'll sit down; I want to sit down." 

They were nearly in mid-floor, but she had seen two men start toward her from opposite sides of the room, so 

she halted, seized Gordon's limp hand and led him bumping through the crowd, her mouth tight shut, her face 

a little pale under her rouge, her eyes trembling with tears. 

She found a place high up on the soft-carpeted stairs, and he sat down heavily beside her. 

"Well," he began, staring at her unsteadily, "I certainly am glad to see you, Edith." 

She looked at him without answering. The effect of this on her was immeasurable. For years she had seen 

men in various stages of intoxication, from uncles all the way down to chauffeurs, and her feelings had varied 

from amusement to disgust, but here for the first time she was seized with a new feeling—an unutterable 

horror. 

"Gordon," she said accusingly and almost crying, "you look like the devil." 

He nodded, "I've had trouble, Edith." 

"Trouble?" 

"All sorts of trouble. Don't you say anything to the family, but I'm all gone to pieces. I'm a mess, Edith." 

His lower lip was sagging. He seemed scarcely to see her. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

40 

"Can't you—can't you," she hesitated, "can't you tell me about it, Gordon? You know I'm always interested in 

you." She bit her lip—she had intended to say something stronger, but found at the end that she couldn't bring 

it out. 

Gordon shook his head dully. "I can't tell you. You're a good woman. I can't tell a good woman the story." 

"Rot," she said, defiantly. "I think it's a perfect insult to call any one a good woman in that way. It's a slam. 

You've been drinking, Gordon." 

"Thanks." He inclined his head gravely. "Thanks for the information." 

"Why do you drink?" 

"Because I'm so damn miserable." 

"Do you think drinking's going to make it any better?" 

"What you doing—trying to reform me?" 

"No; I'm trying to help you, Gordon. Can't you tell me about it?" 

"I'm in an awful mess. Best thing you can do is to pretend not to know me." 

"Why, Gordon?" 

"I'm sorry I cut in on you—its unfair to you. You're pure woman—and all that sort of thing. Here, I'll get 

some one else to dance with you." 

He rose clumsily to his feet, but she reached up and pulled him down beside her on the stairs. 

"Here, Gordon. You're ridiculous. You're hurting me. You're acting like a—like a crazy man—" 

"I admit it. I'm a little crazy. Something's wrong with me, Edith. There's something left me. It doesn't matter." 

"It does, tell me." 

"Just that. I was always queer—little bit different from other boys. All right in college, but now it's all wrong. 

Things have been snapping inside me for four months like little hooks on a dress, and it's about to come off 

when a few more hooks go. I'm very gradually going loony." 

He turned his eyes full on her and began to laugh, and she shrank away from him. 

"What is the matter?" 
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"Just me," he repeated. "I'm going loony. This whole place is like a dream to me—this Delmonico's—" 

As he talked she saw he had changed utterly. He wasn't at all light and gay and careless—a great lethargy and 

discouragement had come over him. Revulsion seized her, followed by a faint, surprising boredom. His voice 

seemed to come out of a great void. 

"Edith," he said, "I used to think I was clever, talented, an artist. Now I know I'm nothing. Can't draw, Edith. 

Don't know why I'm telling you this." 

She nodded absently. 

"I can't draw, I can't do anything. I'm poor as a church mouse." He laughed, bitterly and rather too loud. "I've 

become a damn beggar, a leech on my friends. I'm a failure. I'm poor as hell." 

Her distaste was growing. She barely nodded this time, waiting for her first possible cue to rise. 

Suddenly Gordon's eyes filled with tears. 

"Edith," he said, turning to her with what was evidently a strong effort at self-control, "I can't tell you what it 

means to me to know there's one person left who's interested in me." 

He reached out and patted her hand, and involuntarily she drew it away. 

"It's mighty fine of you," he repeated. 

"Well," she said slowly, looking him in the eye, "any one's always glad to see an old friend—but I'm sorry to 

see you like this, Gordon." 

There was a pause while they looked at each other, and the momentary eagerness in his eyes wavered. She 

rose and stood looking at him, her face quite expressionless. 

"Shall we dance?" she suggested, coolly. 

—Love is fragile—she was thinking—but perhaps the pieces are saved, the things that hovered on lips, that 

might have been said. The new love words, the tendernesses learned, are treasured up for the next lover. 

V 

Peter Himmel, escort to the lovely Edith, was unaccustomed to being snubbed; having been snubbed, he was 

hurt and embarrassed, and ashamed of himself. For a matter of two months he had been on special delivery 

terms with Edith Bradin, and knowing that the one excuse and explanation of the special delivery letter is its 

value in sentimental correspondence, he had believed himself quite sure of his ground. He searched in vain for 

any reason why she should have taken this attitude in the matter of a simple kiss. 
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Therefore when he was cut in on by the man with the mustache he went out into the hall and, making up a 

sentence, said it over to himself several times. Considerably deleted, this was it: 

"Well, if any girl ever led a man on and then jolted him, she did—and she has no kick coming if I go out and 

get beautifully boiled." 

So he walked through the supper room into a small room adjoining it, which he had located earlier in the 

evening. It was a room in which there were several large bowls of punch flanked by many bottles. He took a 

seat beside the table which held the bottles. 

At the second highball, boredom, disgust, the monotony of time, the turbidity of events, sank into a vague 

background before which glittering cobwebs formed. Things became reconciled to themselves, things lay 

quietly on their shelves; the troubles of the day arranged themselves in trim formation and at his curt wish of 

dismissal, marched off and disappeared. And with the departure of worry came brilliant, permeating 

symbolism. Edith became a flighty, negligible girl, not to be worried over; rather to be laughed at. She fitted 

like a figure of his own dream into the surface world forming about him. He himself became in a measure 

symbolic, a type of the continent bacchanal, the brilliant dreamer at play. 

Then the symbolic mood faded and as he sipped his third highball his imagination yielded to the warm glow 

and he lapsed into a state similar to floating on his back in pleasant water. It was at this point that he noticed 

that a green baize door near him was open about two inches, and that through the aperture a pair of eyes were 

watching him intently. 

"Hm," murmured Peter calmly. 

The green door closed—and then opened again—a bare half inch this time. 

"Peek-a-boo," murmured Peter. 

The door remained stationary and then he became aware of a series of tense intermittent whispers. 

"One guy." 

"What's he doin'?" 

"He's sittin' lookin'." 

"He better beat it off. We gotta get another li'l' bottle." 

Peter listened while the words filtered into his consciousness. 

"Now this," he thought, "is most remarkable." 
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He was excited. He was jubilant. He felt that he had stumbled upon a mystery. Affecting an elaborate 

carelessness he arose and waited around the table—then, turning quickly, pulled open the green door, 

precipitating Private Rose into the room. 

Peter bowed. 

"How do you do?" he said. 

Private Rose set one foot slightly in front of the other, poised for fight, flight, or compromise. 

"How do you do?" repeated Peter politely. 

"I'm o'right." 

"Can I offer you a drink?" 

Private Rose looked at him searchingly, suspecting possible sarcasm. 

"O'right," he said finally. 

Peter indicated a chair. 

"Sit down." 

"I got a friend," said Rose, "I got a friend in there." He pointed to the green door. 

"By all means let's have him in." 

Peter crossed over, opened the door and welcomed in Private Key, very suspicious and uncertain and guilty. 

Chairs were found and the three took their seats around the punch bowl. Peter gave them each a highball and 

offered them a cigarette from his case. They accepted both with some diffidence. 

"Now," continued Peter easily, "may I ask why you gentlemen prefer to lounge away your leisure hours in a 

room which is chiefly furnished, as far as I can see, with scrubbing brushes. And when the human race has 

progressed to the stage where seventeen thousand chairs are manufactured on every day except Sunday—" he 

paused. Rose and Key regarded him vacantly. "Will you tell me," went on Peter, "why you choose to rest 

yourselves on articles, intended for the transportation of water from one place to another?" 

At this point Rose contributed a grunt to the conversation. 

"And lastly," finished Peter, "will you tell me why, when you are in a building beautifully hung with 

enormous candelabra, you prefer to spend these evening hours under one anemic electric light?" 
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Rose looked at Key; Key looked at Rose. They laughed; they laughed uproariously; they found it was 

impossible to look at each other without laughing. But they were not laughing with this man—they were 

laughing at him. To them a man who talked after this fashion was either raving drunk or raving crazy. 

"You are Yale men, I presume," said Peter, finishing his highball and preparing another. 

They laughed again. 

"Na-ah." 

"So? I thought perhaps you might be members of that lowly section of the university known as the Sheffield 

Scientific School." 

"Na-ah." 

"Hm. Well, that's too bad. No doubt you are Harvard men, anxious to preserve your incognito in this—this 

paradise of violet blue, as the newspapers say." 

"Na-ah," said Key scornfully, "we was just waitin' for somebody." 

"Ah," exclaimed Peter, rising and filling their glasses, "very interestin'. Had a date with a scrublady, eh?" 

They both denied this indignantly. 

"It's all right," Peter reassured them, "don't apologize. A scrublady's as good as any lady in the world." 

"Kipling says 'Any lady and Judy O'Grady under the skin.'" 

"Sure," said Key, winking broadly at Rose. 

"My case, for instance," continued Peter, finishing his glass. "I got a girl up here that's spoiled. Spoildest darn 

girl I ever saw. Refused to kiss me; no reason whatsoever. Led me on deliberately to think sure I want to kiss 

you and then plunk! Threw me over! What's the younger generation comin' to?" 

"Say tha's hard luck," said Key—"that's awful hard luck." 

"Oh, boy!" said Rose. 

"Have another?" said Peter. 

"We got in a sort of fight for a while," said Key after a pause, "but it was too far away." 
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"A fight?—tha's stuff!" said Peter, seating himself unsteadily. "Fight 'em all! I was in the army." "This was 

with a Bolshevik fella." 

"Tha's stuff!" exclaimed Peter, enthusiastic. "That's what I say! Kill the Bolshevik! Exterminate 'em!" "We're 

Americuns," said Rose, implying a sturdy, defiant patriotism. 

"Sure," said Peter. "Greatest race in the world! We're all Americans! Have another." They had another. 

VI 

At one o'clock a special orchestra, special even in a day of special orchestras, arrived at Delmonico's, and its 

members, seating themselves arrogantly around the piano, took up the burden of providing music for the 

Gamma Psi Fraternity. They were headed by a famous flute-player, distinguished throughout New York for 

his feat of standing on his head and shimmying with his shoulders while he played the latest jazz on his flute. 

During his performance the lights were extinguished except for the spotlight on the flute-player and another 

roving beam that threw flickering shadows and changing kaleidoscopic colors over the massed dancers. 

Edith had danced herself into that tired, dreamy state habitual only with débutantes, a state equivalent to the 

glow of a noble soul after several long highballs. Her mind floated vaguely on the bosom of her music; her 

partners changed with the unreality of phantoms under the colorful shifting dusk, and to her present coma it 

seemed as if days had passed since the dance began. She had talked on many fragmentary subjects with many 

men. She had been kissed once and made love to six times. Earlier in the evening different under-graduates 

had danced with her, but now, like all the more popular girls there, she had her own entourage—that is, half a 

dozen gallants had singled her out or were alternating her charms with those of some other chosen beauty; 

they cut in on her in regular, inevitable succession. 

Several times she had seen Gordon—he had been sitting a long time on the stairway with his palm to his head, 

his dull eyes fixed at an infinite spark on the floor before him, very depressed, he looked, and quite drunk—

but Edith each time had averted her glance hurriedly. All that seemed long ago; her mind was passive now, 

her senses were lulled to trance-like sleep; only her feet danced and her voice talked on in hazy sentimental 

banter. 

But Edith was not nearly so tired as to be incapable of moral indignation when Peter Himmel cut in on her, 

sublimely and happily drunk. She gasped and looked up at him. 

"Why, Peter!" 

"I'm a li'l' stewed, Edith." 

"Why, Peter, you're a peach, you are! Don't you think it's a bum way of doing—when you're with me?" 

Then she smiled unwillingly, for he was looking at her with owlish sentimentality varied with a silly 

spasmodic smile. 
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"Darlin' Edith," he began earnestly, "you know I love you, don't you?" 

"You tell it well." 

"I love you—and I merely wanted you to kiss me," he added sadly. 

His embarrassment, his shame, were both gone. She was a mos' beautiful girl in whole worl'. Mos' beautiful 

eyes, like stars above. He wanted to 'pologize—firs', for presuming try to kiss her; second, for drinking—but 

he'd been so discouraged 'cause he had thought she was mad at him—— 

The red-fat man cut in, and looking up at Edith smiled radiantly. 

"Did you bring any one?" she asked. 

No. The red-fat man was a stag. 

"Well, would you mind—would it be an awful bother for you to—to take me home to-night?" (this extreme 

diffidence was a charming affectation on Edith's part—she knew that the red-fat man would immediately 

dissolve into a paroxysm of delight). 

"Bother? Why, good Lord, I'd be darn glad to! You know I'd be darn glad to." 

"Thanks loads! You're awfully sweet." 

She glanced at her wrist-watch. It was half-past one. And, as she said "half-past one" to herself, it floated 

vaguely into her mind that her brother had told her at luncheon that he worked in the office of his newspaper 

until after one-thirty every evening. 

Edith turned suddenly to her current partner. 

"What street is Delmonico's on, anyway?" 

"Street? Oh, why Fifth Avenue, of course." 

"I mean, what cross street?" 

"Why—let's see—it's on Forty-fourth Street." 

This verified what she had thought. Henry's office must be across the street and just around the corner, and it 

occurred to her immediately that she might slip over for a moment and surprise him, float in on him, a 

shimmering marvel in her new crimson opera cloak and "cheer him up." It was exactly the sort of thing Edith 

revelled in doing—an unconventional, jaunty thing. The idea reached out and gripped at her imagination—

after an instant's hesitation she had decided. 
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"My hair is just about to tumble entirely down," she said pleasantly to her partner; "would you mind if I go 

and fix it?" 

"Not at all." 

"You're a peach." 

A few minutes later, wrapped in her crimson opera cloak, she flitted down a side-stairs, her cheeks glowing 

with excitement at her little adventure. She ran by a couple who stood at the door—a weak-chinned waiter 

and an over-rouged young lady, in hot dispute—and opening the outer door stepped into the warm May night. 

VII 

The over-rouged young lady followed her with a brief, bitter glance—then turned again to the weak-chinned 

waiter and took up her argument. 

"You better go up and tell him I'm here," she said defiantly, "or I'll go up myself." 

"No, you don't!" said George sternly. 

The girl smiled sardonically. 

"Oh, I don't, don't I? Well, let me tell you I know more college fellas and more of 'em know me, and are glad 

to take me out on a party, than you ever saw in your whole life." 

"Maybe so—" 

"Maybe so," she interrupted. "Oh, it's all right for any of 'em like that one that just ran out—God knows where 

she went—it's all right for them that are asked here to come or go as they like—but when I want to see a 

friend they have some cheap, ham-slinging, bring-me-a-doughnut waiter to stand here and keep me out." 

"See here," said the elder Key indignantly, "I can't lose my job. Maybe this fella you're talkin' about doesn't 

want to see you." "Oh, he wants to see me all right." 

"Anyways, how could I find him in all that crowd?" 

"Oh, he'll be there," she asserted confidently. "You just ask anybody for Gordon Sterrett and they'll point him 

out to you. They all know each other, those fellas." 

She produced a mesh bag, and taking out a dollar bill handed it to George. "Here," she said, "here's a bribe. 

You find him and give him my message. You tell him if he isn't here in five minutes I'm coming up." 
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George shook his head pessimistically, considered the question for a moment, wavered violently, and then 

withdrew. 

In less than the allotted time Gordon came down-stairs. He was drunker than he had been earlier in the 

evening and in a different way. The liquor seemed to have hardened on him like a crust. He was heavy and 

lurching—almost incoherent when he talked. 

"'Lo, Jewel," he said thickly. "Came right away, Jewel, I couldn't get that money. Tried my best." 

"Money nothing!" she snapped. "You haven't been near me for ten days. What's the matter?" He shook his 

head slowly. 

"Been very low, Jewel. Been sick." 

"Why didn't you tell me if you were sick. I don't care about the money that bad. I didn't start bothering you 

about it at all until you began neglecting me." 

Again he shook his head. 

"Haven't been neglecting you. Not at all." 

"Haven't! You haven't been near me for three weeks, unless you been so drunk you didn't know what you 

were doing." 

"Been sick. Jewel," he repeated, turning his eyes upon her wearily. 

"You're well enough to come and play with your society friends here all right. You told me you'd meet me for 

dinner, and you said you'd have some money for me. You didn't even bother to ring me up." 

"I couldn't get any money." 

"Haven't I just been saying that doesn't matter? I wanted to see you, Gordon, but you seem to prefer your 

somebody else." 

He denied this bitterly. 

"Then get your hat and come along," she suggested. Gordon hesitated—and she came suddenly close to him 

and slipped her arms around his neck. 

"Come on with me, Gordon," she said in a half whisper. "We'll go over to Devineries' and have a drink, and 

then we can go up to my apartment." 

"I can't, Jewel,——" 
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"You can," she said intensely. 

"I'm sick as a dog!" 

"Well, then, you oughtn't to stay here and dance." 

With a glance around him in which relief and despair were mingled, Gordon hesitated; then she suddenly 

pulled him to her and kissed him with soft, pulpy lips. 

"All right," he said heavily. "I'll get my hat." 

VIII 

When Edith came out into the clear blue of the May night she found the Avenue deserted. The windows of the 

big shops were dark; over their doors were drawn great iron masks until they were only shadowy tombs of the 

late day's splendor. Glancing down toward Forty-second Street she saw a commingled blur of lights from the 

all-night restaurants. Over on Sixth Avenue the elevated, a flare of fire, roared across the street between the 

glimmering parallels of light at the station and streaked along into the crisp dark. But at Forty-fourth Street it 

was very quiet. 

Pulling her cloak close about her Edith darted across the Avenue. She started nervously as a solitary man 

passed her and said in a hoarse whisper—"Where bound, kiddo?" She was reminded of a night in her 

childhood when she had walked around the block in her pajamas and a dog had howled at her from a mystery-

big back yard. 

In a minute she had reached her destination, a two-story, comparatively old building on Forty-fourth, in the 

upper window of which she thankfully detected a wisp of light. It was bright enough outside for her to make 

out the sign beside the window—the New York Trumpet. She stepped inside a dark hall and after a second 

saw the stairs in the corner. 

Then she was in a long, low room furnished with many desks and hung on all sides with file copies of 

newspapers. There were only two occupants. They were sitting at different ends of the room, each wearing a 

green eye-shade and writing by a solitary desk light. 

For a moment she stood uncertainly in the doorway, and then both men turned around simultaneously and she 

recognized her brother. 

"Why, Edith!" He rose quickly and approached her in surprise, removing his eye-shade. He was tall, lean, and 

dark, with black, piercing eyes under very thick glasses. They were far-away eyes that seemed always fixed 

just over the head of the person to whom he was talking. 

He put his hands on her arms and kissed her cheek. 

"What is it?" he repeated in some alarm. 
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"I was at a dance across at Delmonico's, Henry," she said excitedly, "and I couldn't resist tearing over to see 

you." 

"I'm glad you did." His alertness gave way quickly to a habitual vagueness. "You oughtn't to be out alone at 

night though, ought you?" 

The man at the other end of the room had been looking at them curiously, but at Henry's beckoning gesture he 

approached. He was loosely fat with little twinkling eyes, and, having removed his collar and tie, he gave the 

impression of a Middle-Western farmer on a Sunday afternoon. 

"This is my sister," said Henry. "She dropped in to see me." 

"How do you do?" said the fat man, smiling. "My name's Bartholomew, Miss Bradin. I know your brother has 

forgotten it long ago." Edith laughed politely. 

"Well," he continued, "not exactly gorgeous quarters we have here, are they?" 

Edith looked around the room. 

"They seem very nice," she replied. "Where do you keep the bombs?" 

"The bombs?" repeated Bartholomew, laughing. "That's pretty good—the bombs. Did you hear her, Henry? 

She wants to know where we keep the bombs. Say, that's pretty good." 

Edith swung herself onto a vacant desk and sat dangling her feet over the edge. Her brother took a seat beside 

her. 

"Well," he asked, absent-mindedly, "how do you like New York this trip?" 

"Not bad. I'll be over at the Biltmore with the Hoyts until Sunday. Can't you come to luncheon to-morrow?" 

He thought a moment. 

"I'm especially busy," he objected, "and I hate women in groups." 

"All right," she agreed, unruffled. "Let's you and me have luncheon together." 

"Very well." 

"I'll call for you at twelve." 

Bartholomew was obviously anxious to return to his desk, but apparently considered that it would be rude to 

leave without some parting pleasantry. 
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"Well"—he began awkwardly. 

They both turned to him. 

"Well, we—we had an exciting time earlier in the evening." 

The two men exchanged glances. 

"You should have come earlier," continued Bartholomew, somewhat encouraged. "We had a regular 

vaudeville." 

"Did you really?" 

"A serenade," said Henry. "A lot of soldiers gathered down there in the street and began to yell at the sign." 

"Why?" she demanded. 

"Just a crowd," said Henry, abstractedly. "All crowds have to howl. They didn't have anybody with much 

initiative in the lead, or they'd probably have forced their way in here and smashed things up." 

"Yes," said Bartholomew, turning again to Edith, "you should have been here." 

He seemed to consider this a sufficient cue for withdrawal, for he turned abruptly and went back to his desk. 

"Are the soldiers all set against the Socialists?" demanded Edith of her brother. "I mean do they attack you 

violently and all that?" 

Henry replaced his eye-shade and yawned. 

"The human race has come a long way," he said casually, "but most of us are throw-backs; the soldiers don't 

know what they want, or what they hate, or what they like. They're used to acting in large bodies, and they 

seem to have to make demonstrations. So it happens to be against us. There've been riots all over the city to-

night. It's May Day, you see." 

"Was the disturbance here pretty serious?" 

"Not a bit," he said scornfully. "About twenty-five of them stopped in the street about nine o'clock, and began 

to bellow at the moon." 

"Oh"—She changed the subject. "You're glad to see me, Henry?" 

"Why, sure." 
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"You don't seem to be." 

"I am." 

"I suppose you think I'm a—a waster. Sort of the World's Worst Butterfly." Henry laughed. 

"Not at all. Have a good time while you're young. Why? Do I seem like the priggish and earnest youth?" 

"No—" she paused,"—but somehow I began thinking how absolutely different the party I'm on is from—from 

all your purposes. It seems sort of—of incongruous, doesn't it?—me being at a party like that, and you over 

here working for a thing that'll make that sort of party impossible ever any more, if your ideas work." 

"I don't think of it that way. You're young, and you're acting just as you were brought up to act. Go ahead—

have a good time?" 

Her feet, which had been idly swinging, stopped and her voice dropped a note. 

"I wish you'd—you'd come back to Harrisburg and have a good time. Do you feel sure that you're on the right 

track——" 

"You're wearing beautiful stockings," he interrupted. "What on earth are they?" 

"They're embroidered," she replied, glancing down; "Aren't they cunning?" She raised her skirts and 

uncovered slim, silk-sheathed calves. "Or do you disapprove of silk stockings?" 

He seemed slightly exasperated, bent his dark eyes on her piercingly. 

"Are you trying to make me out as criticizing you in any way, Edith?" 

"Not at all——" 

She paused. Bartholomew had uttered a grunt. She turned and saw that he had left his desk and was standing 

at the window. 

"What is it?" demanded Henry. 

"People," said Bartholomew, and then after an instant: "Whole jam of them. They're coming from Sixth 

Avenue." 

"People?" 

The fat man pressed his nose to the pane. 
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"Soldiers, by God!" he said emphatically. "I had an idea they'd come back." 

Edith jumped to her feet, and running over joined Bartholomew at the window. 

"There's a lot of them!" she cried excitedly. "Come here, Henry!" 

Henry readjusted his shade, but kept his seat. 

"Hadn't we better turn out the lights?" suggested Bartholomew. 

"No. They'll go away in a minute." 

"They're not," said Edith, peering from the window. "They're not even thinking of going away. There's more 

of them coming. Look—there's a whole crowd turning the corner of Sixth Avenue." 

By the yellow glow and blue shadows of the street lamp she could see that the sidewalk was crowded with 

men. They were mostly in uniform, some sober, some enthusiastically drunk, and over the whole swept an 

incoherent clamor and shouting. 

Henry rose, and going to the window exposed himself as a long silhouette against the office lights. 

Immediately the shouting became a steady yell, and a rattling fusillade of small missiles, corners of tobacco 

plugs, cigarette-boxes, and even pennies beat against the window. The sounds of the racket now began 

floating up the stairs as the folding doors revolved. 

"They're coming up!" cried Bartholomew. 

Edith turned anxiously to Henry. 

"They're coming up, Henry." 

From down-stairs in the lower hall their cries were now quite audible. 

"—God Damn Socialists!" 

"Pro-Germans! Boche-lovers!" 

"Second floor, front! Come on!" 

"We'll get the sons—" 

The next five minutes passed in a dream. Edith was conscious that the clamor burst suddenly upon the three 

of them like a cloud of rain, that there was a thunder of many feet on the stairs, that Henry had seized her arm 
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and drawn her back toward the rear of the office. Then the door opened and an overflow of men were forced 

into the room—not the leaders, but simply those who happened to be in front. 

"Hello, Bo!" 

"Up late, ain't you!" 

"You an' your girl. Damn you!" 

She noticed that two very drunken soldiers had been forced to the front, where they wobbled fatuously—one 

of them was short and dark, the other was tall and weak of chin. 

Henry stepped forward and raised his hand. 

"Friends!" he said. 

The clamor faded into a momentary stillness, punctuated with mutterings. 

"Friends!" he repeated, his far-away eyes fixed over the heads of the crowd, "you're injuring no one but 

yourselves by breaking in here to-night. Do we look like rich men? Do we look like Germans? I ask you in all 

fairness—" 

"Pipe down!" 

"I'll say you do!" 

"Say, who's your lady friend, buddy?" 

A man in civilian clothes, who had been pawing over a table, suddenly held up a newspaper. 

"Here it is!" he shouted, "They wanted the Germans to win the war!" 

A new overflow from the stairs was shouldered in and of a sudden the room was full of men all closing 

around the pale little group at the back. Edith saw that the tall soldier with the weak chin was still in front. 

The short dark one had disappeared. 

She edged slightly backward, stood close to the open window, through which came a clear breath of cool 

night air. 

Then the room was a riot. She realized that the soldiers were surging forward, glimpsed the fat man swinging 

a chair over his head—instantly the lights went out and she felt the push of warm bodies under rough cloth, 

and her ears were full of shouting and trampling and hard breathing. 
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A figure flashed by her out of nowhere, tottered, was edged sideways, and of a sudden disappeared helplessly 

out through the open window with a frightened, fragmentary cry that died staccato on the bosom of the 

clamor. By the faint light streaming from the building backing on the area Edith had a quick impression that it 

had been the tall soldier with tie weak chin. 

Anger rose astonishingly in her. She swung her arms wildly, edged blindly toward the thickest of the 

scuffling. She heard grunts, curses, the muffled impact of fists. 

"Henry!" she called frantically, "Henry!" 

Then, it was minutes later, she felt suddenly that there were other figures in the room. She heard a voice, 

deep, bullying, authoritative; she saw yellow rays of light sweeping here and there in the fracas. The cries 

became more scattered. The scuffling increased and then stopped. 

Suddenly the lights were on and the room was full of policemen, clubbing left and right. The deep voice 

boomed out: 

"Here now! Here now! Here now!" 

And then: 

"Quiet down and get out! Here now!" 

The room seemed to empty like a wash-bowl. A policeman fast-grappled in the corner released his hold on his 

soldier antagonist and started him with a shove toward the door. The deep voice continued. Edith perceived 

now that it came from a bull-necked police captain standing near the door. 

"Here now! This is no way! One of your own sojers got shoved out of the back window an' killed hisself!" 

"Henry!" called Edith, "Henry!" 

She beat wildly with her fists on the back of the man in front of her; she brushed between two others; fought, 

shrieked, and beat her way to a very pale figure sitting on the floor close to a desk. 

"Henry," she cried passionately, "what's the matter? What's the matter? Did they hurt you?" 

His eyes were shut. He groaned and then looking up said disgustedly— 

"They broke my leg. My God, the fools!" 

"Here now!" called the police captain. "Here now! Here now!" 

IX 
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"Childs', Fifty-ninth Street," at eight o'clock of any morning differs from its sisters by less than the width of 

their marble tables or the degree of polish on the frying-pans. You will see there a crowd of poor people with 

sleep in the corners of their eyes, trying to look straight before them at their food so as not to see the other 

poor people. But Childs', Fifty-ninth, four hours earlier is quite unlike any Childs' restaurant from Portland, 

Oregon, to Portland, Maine. Within its pale but sanitary walls one finds a noisy medley of chorus girls, 

college boys, debutantes, rakes, filles de joie—a not unrepresentative mixture of the gayest of Broadway, and 

even of Fifth Avenue. 

In the early morning of May the second it was unusually full. Over the marble-topped tables were bent the 

excited faces of flappers whose fathers owned individual villages. They were eating buckwheat cakes and 

scrambled eggs with relish and gusto, an accomplishment that it would have been utterly impossible for them 

to repeat in the same place four hours later. 

Almost the entire crowd were from the Gamma Psi dance at Delmonico's except for several chorus girls from 

a midnight revue who sat at a side table and wished they'd taken off a little more make-up after the show. 

Here and there a drab, mouse-like figure, desperately out of place, watched the butterflies with a weary, 

puzzled curiosity. But the drab figure was the exception. This was the morning after May Day, and 

celebration was still in the air. 

Gus Rose, sober but a little dazed, must be classed as one of the drab figures. How he had got himself from 

Forty-fourth Street to Fifty-ninth Street after the riot was only a hazy half-memory. He had seen the body of 

Carrol Key put in an ambulance and driven off, and then he had started up town with two or three soldiers. 

Somewhere between Forty-fourth Street and Fifty-ninth Street the other soldiers had met some women and 

disappeared. Rose had wandered to Columbus Circle and chosen the gleaming lights of Childs' to minister to 

his craving for coffee and doughnuts. He walked in and sat down. 

All around him floated airy, inconsequential chatter and high-pitched laughter. At first he failed to 

understand, but after a puzzled five minutes he realized that this was the aftermath of some gay party. Here 

and there a restless, hilarious young man wandered fraternally and familiarly between the tables, shaking 

hands indiscriminately and pausing occasionally for a facetious chat, while excited waiters, bearing cakes and 

eggs aloft, swore at him silently, and bumped him out of the way. To Rose, seated at the most inconspicuous 

and least crowded table, the whole scene was a colorful circus of beauty and riotous pleasure. 

He became gradually aware, after a few moments, that the couple seated diagonally across from him with 

their backs to the crowd, were not the least interesting pair in the room. The man was drunk. He wore a dinner 

coat with a dishevelled tie and shirt swollen by spillings of water and wine. His eyes, dim and blood-shot, 

roved unnaturally from side to side. His breath came short between his lips. 

"He's been on a spree!" thought Rose. 

The woman was almost if not quite sober. She was pretty, with dark eyes and feverish high color, and she 

kept her active eyes fixed on her companion with the alertness of a hawk. From time to time she would lean 

and whisper intently to him, and he would answer by inclining his head heavily or by a particularly ghoulish 

and repellent wink. 
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Rose scrutinized them dumbly for some minutes until the woman gave him a quick, resentful look; then he 

shifted his gaze to two of the most conspicuously hilarious of the promenaders who were on a protracted 

circuit of the tables. To his surprise he recognized in one of them the young man by whom he had been so 

ludicrously entertained at Delmonico's. This started him thinking of Key with a vague sentimentality, not 

unmixed with awe. Key was dead. He had fallen thirty-five feet and split his skull like a cracked cocoa-nut. 

"He was a darn good guy," thought Rose mournfully. "He was a darn good guy, o'right. That was awful hard 

luck about him." 

The two promenaders approached and started down between Rose's table and the next, addressing friends and 

strangers alike with jovial familiarity. Suddenly Rose saw the fair-haired one with the prominent teeth stop, 

look unsteadily at the man and girl opposite, and then begin to move his head disapprovingly from side to 

side. 

The man with the blood-shot eyes looked up. 

"Gordy," said the promenader with the prominent teeth, "Gordy." 

"Hello," said the man with the stained shirt thickly. 

Prominent teeth shook his finger pessimistically at the pair, giving the woman a glance of aloof 

condemnation. 

"What'd I tell you Gordy?" 

Gordon stirred in his seat. 

"Go to hell!" he said. 

Dean continued to stand there shaking his finger. The woman began to get angry. 

"You go way!" she cried fiercely. "You're drunk, that's what you are!" 

"So's he," suggested Dean, staying the motion of his finger and pointing it at Gordon. 

Peter Himmel ambled up, owlish now and oratorically inclined. 

"Here now," he began as if called upon to deal with some petty dispute between children. "Wha's all trouble?" 

"You take your friend away," said Jewel tartly. "He's bothering us." 

"What's at?" 
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"You heard me!" she said shrilly. "I said to take your drunken friend away." 

Her rising voice rang out above the clatter of the restaurant and a waiter came hurrying up. 

"You gotta be more quiet!" 

"That fella's drunk," she cried. "He's insulting us." 

"Ah-ha, Gordy," persisted the accused. "What'd I tell you." He turned to the waiter. "Gordy an' I friends. Been 

tryin' help him, haven't I, Gordy?" 

Gordy looked up. 

"Help me? Hell, no!" 

Jewel rose suddenly, and seizing Gordon's arm assisted him to his feet. 

"Come on, Gordy!" she said, leaning toward him and speaking in a half whisper. "Let's us get out of here. 

This fella's got a mean drunk on." 

Gordon allowed himself to be urged to his feet and started toward the door. Jewel turned for a second and 

addressed the provoker of their flight. 

"I know all about you!" she said fiercely. "Nice friend, you are, I'll say. He told me about you." 

Then she seized Gordon's arm, and together they made their way through the curious crowd, paid their check, 

and went out. 

"You'll have to sit down," said the waiter to Peter after they had gone. 

"What's 'at? Sit down?" 

"Yes—or get out." 

Peter turned to Dean. 

"Come on," he suggested. "Let's beat up this waiter." 

"All right." 

They advanced toward him, their faces grown stern. The waiter retreated. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

59 

Peter suddenly reached over to a plate on the table beside him and picking up a handful of hash tossed it into 

the air. It descended as a languid parabola in snowflake effect on the heads of those near by. 

"Hey! Ease up!" 

"Put him out!" 

"Sit down, Peter!" 

"Cut out that stuff!" 

Peter laughed and bowed. 

"Thank you for your kind applause, ladies and gents. If some one will lend me some more hash and a tall hat 

we will go on with the act." 

The bouncer bustled up. 

"You've gotta get out!" he said to Peter. 

"Hell, no!" 

"He's my friend!" put in Dean indignantly. 

A crowd of waiters were gathering. "Put him out!" 

"Better go, Peter." 

There was a short, struggle and the two were edged and pushed toward the door. 

"I got a hat and a coat here!" cried Peter. 

"Well, go get 'em and be spry about it!" 

The bouncer released his hold on Peter, who, adopting a ludicrous air of extreme cunning, rushed immediately 

around to the other table, where he burst into derisive laughter and thumbed his nose at the exasperated 

waiters. 

"Think I just better wait a l'il longer," he announced. 

The chase began. Four waiters were sent around one way and four another. Dean caught hold of two of them 

by the coat, and another struggle took place before the pursuit of Peter could be resumed; he was finally 
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pinioned after overturning a sugar-bowl and several cups of coffee. A fresh argument ensued at the cashier's 

desk, where Peter attempted to buy another dish of hash to take with him and throw at policemen. 

But the commotion upon his exit proper was dwarfed by another phenomenon which drew admiring glances 

and a prolonged involuntary "Oh-h-h!" from every person in the restaurant. 

The great plate-glass front had turned to a deep blue, the color of a Maxfield Parrish moonlight—a blue that 

seemed to press close upon the pane as if to crowd its way into the restaurant. Dawn had come up in 

Columbus Circle, magical, breathless dawn, silhouetting the great statue of the immortal Christopher, and 

mingling in a curious and uncanny manner with the fading yellow electric light inside. 

X 

Mr. In and Mr. Out are not listed by the census-taker. You will search for them in vain through the social 

register or the births, marriages, and deaths, or the grocer's credit list. Oblivion has swallowed them and the 

testimony that they ever existed at all is vague and shadowy, and inadmissible in a court of law. Yet I have it 

upon the best authority that for a brief space Mr. In and Mr. Out lived, breathed, answered to their names and 

radiated vivid personalities of their own. 

During the brief span of their lives they walked in their native garments down the great highway of a great 

nation; were laughed at, sworn at, chased, and fled from. Then they passed and were heard of no more. 

They were already taking form dimly, when a taxi cab with the top open breezed down Broadway in the 

faintest glimmer of May dawn. In this car sat the souls of Mr. In and Mr. Out discussing with amazement the 

blue light that had so precipitately colored the sky behind the statue of Christopher Columbus, discussing with 

bewilderment the old, gray faces of the early risers which skimmed palely along the street like blown bits of 

paper on a gray lake. They were agreed on all things, from the absurdity of the bouncer in Childs' to the 

absurdity of the business of life. They were dizzy with the extreme maudlin happiness that the morning had 

awakened in their glowing souls. Indeed, so fresh and vigorous was their pleasure in living that they felt it 

should be expressed by loud cries. 

"Ye-ow-ow!" hooted Peter, making a megaphone with his hands—and Dean joined in with a call that, though 

equally significant and symbolic, derived its resonance from its very inarticulateness. 

"Yo-ho! Yea! Yoho! Yo-buba!" 

Fifty-third Street was a bus with a dark, bobbed-hair beauty atop; Fifty-second was a street cleaner who 

dodged, escaped, and sent up a yell of, "Look where you're aimin'!" in a pained and grieved voice. At Fiftieth 

Street a group of men on a very white sidewalk in front of a very white building turned to stare after them, 

and shouted: 

"Some party, boys!" 
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At Forty-ninth Street Peter turned to Dean. "Beautiful morning," he said gravely, squinting up his owlish 

eyes. 

"Probably is." 

"Go get some breakfast, hey?" 

Dean agreed—with additions. 

"Breakfast and liquor." 

"Breakfast and liquor," repeated Peter, and they looked at each other, nodding. "That's logical." 

Then they both burst into loud laughter. 

"Breakfast and liquor! Oh, gosh!" 

"No such thing," announced Peter. 

"Don't serve it? Ne'mind. We force 'em serve it Bring pressure bear." 

"Bring logic bear." 

The taxi cut suddenly off Broadway, sailed along a cross street, and stopped in front of a heavy tomb-like 

building in Fifth Avenue. 

"What's idea?" 

The taxi-driver informed them that this was Delmonico's. 

This was somewhat puzzling. They were forced to devote several minutes to intense concentration, for if such 

an order had been given there must have been a reason for it. 

"Somep'm 'bouta coat," suggested the taxi-man. 

That was it. Peter's overcoat and hat. He had left them at Delmonico's. Having decided this, they disembarked 

from the taxi and strolled toward the entrance arm in arm. 

"Hey!" said the taxi-driver. 

"Huh?" 
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"You better pay me." 

They shook their heads in shocked negation. 

"Later, not now—we give orders, you wait." 

The taxi-driver objected; he wanted his money now. With the scornful condescension of men exercising 

tremendous self-control they paid him. 

Inside Peter groped in vain through a dim, deserted check-room in search of his coat and derby. 

"Gone, I guess. Somebody stole it." 

"Some Sheff student." 

"All probability." 

"Never mind," said Dean, nobly. "I'll leave mine here too—then we'll both be dressed the same." 

He removed his overcoat and hat and was hanging them up when his roving glance was caught and held 

magnetically by two large squares of cardboard tacked to the two coat-room doors. The one on the left-hand 

door bore the word "In" in big black letters, and the one on the right-hand door flaunted the equally emphatic 

word "Out." 

"Look!" he exclaimed happily— 

Peter's eyes followed his pointing finger. 

"What?" 

"Look at the signs. Let's take 'em." 

"Good idea." 

"Probably pair very rare an' valuable signs. Probably come in handy." 

Peter removed the left-hand sign from the door and endeavored to conceal it about his person. The sign being 

of considerable proportions, this was a matter of some difficulty. An idea flung itself at him, and with an air 

of dignified mystery he turned his back. After an instant he wheeled dramatically around, and stretching out 

his arms displayed himself to the admiring Dean. He had inserted the sign in his vest, completely covering his 

shirt front. In effect, the word "In" had been painted upon his shirt in large black letters. 

"Yoho!" cheered Dean. "Mister In." 
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He inserted his own sign in like manner. 

"Mister Out!" he announced triumphantly. "Mr. In meet Mr. Out." 

They advanced and shook hands. Again laughter overcame them and they rocked in a shaken spasm of mirth. 

"Yoho!" 

"We probably get a flock of breakfast." 

"We'll go—go to the Commodore." 

Arm in arm they sallied out the door, and turning east in Forty-fourth Street set out for the Commodore. As 

they came out a short dark soldier, very pale and tired, who had been wandering listlessly along the sidewalk, 

turned to look at them. 

He started over as though to address them, but as they immediately bent on him glances of withering 

unrecognition, he waited until they had started unsteadily down the street, and then followed at about forty 

paces, chuckling to himself and saying, "Oh, boy!" over and over under his breath, in delighted, anticipatory 

tones. 

Mr. In and Mr. Out were meanwhile exchanging pleasantries concerning their future plans. 

"We want liquor; we want breakfast. Neither without the other. One and indivisible." 

"We want both 'em!" 

"Both 'em!" 

It was quite light now, and passers-by began to bend curious eyes on the pair. Obviously they were engaged in 

a discussion, which afforded each of them intense amusement, for occasionally a fit of laughter would seize 

upon them so violently that, still with their arms interlocked, they would bend nearly double. 

Reaching the Commodore, they exchanged a few spicy epigrams with the sleepy-eyed doorman, navigated the 

revolving door with some difficulty, and then made their way through a thinly populated but startled lobby to 

the dining-room, where a puzzled waiter showed them an obscure table in a corner. They studied the bill of 

fare helplessly, telling over the items to each other in puzzled mumbles. 

"Don't see any liquor here," said Peter reproachfully. 

The waiter became audible but unintelligible. 
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"Repeat," continued Peter, with patient tolerance, "that there seems to be unexplained and quite distasteful 

lack of liquor upon bill of fare." 

"Here!" said Dean confidently, "let me handle him." He turned to the waiter—"Bring us—bring us—" he 

scanned the bill of fare anxiously. "Bring us a quart of champagne and a—a—probably ham sandwich." 

The waiter looked doubtful. 

"Bring it!" roared Mr. In and Mr. Out in chorus. 

The waiter coughed and disappeared. There was a short wait during which they were subjected without their 

knowledge to a careful scrutiny by the head-waiter. Then the champagne arrived, and at the sight of it Mr. In 

and Mr. Out became jubilant. 

"Imagine their objecting to us having, champagne for breakfast—jus' imagine." 

They both concentrated upon the vision of such an awesome possibility, but the feat was too much for them. It 

was impossible for their joint imaginations to conjure up a world where any one might object any one else 

having champagne for breakfast. The waiter drew the cork with an enormous pop and their glasses 

immediately foamed with pale yellow froth. 

"Here's health, Mr. In." 

"Here's same to you, Mr. Out." 

The waiter withdrew; the minutes passed; the champagne became low in the bottle. 

"It's—it's mortifying," said Dean suddenly. 

"Wha's mortifying?" 

"The idea their objecting us having champagne breakfast." 

"Mortifying?" Peter considered. "Yes, tha's word—mortifying." 

Again they collapsed into laughter, howled, swayed, rocked back and forth in their chairs, repeating the word 

"mortifying" over and over to each other—each repetition seeming to make it only more brilliantly absurd. 

After a few more gorgeous minutes they decided on another quart. Their anxious waiter consulted his 

immediate superior, and this discreet person gave implicit instructions that no more champagne should be 

served. Their check was brought. 
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Five minutes later, arm in arm, they left the Commodore and made their way through a curious, staring crowd 

along Forty-second Street, and up Vanderbilt Avenue to the Biltmore. There, with sudden cunning, they rose 

to the occasion and traversed the lobby, walking fast and standing unnaturally erect. 

Once in the dining-room they repeated their performance. They were torn between intermittent convulsive 

laughter and sudden spasmodic discussions of politics, college, and the sunny state of their dispositions. Their 

watches told them that it was now nine o'clock, and a dim idea was born in them that they were on a 

memorable party, something that they would remember always. They lingered over the second bottle. Either 

of them had only to mention the word "mortifying" to send them both into riotous gasps. The dining-room 

was whirring and shifting now; a curious lightness permeated and rarefied the heavy air. 

They paid their check and walked out into the lobby. 

It was at this moment that the exterior doors revolved for the thousandth time that morning, and admitted into 

the lobby a very pale young beauty with dark circles under her eyes, attired in a much-rumpled evening dress. 

She was accompanied by a plain stout man, obviously not an appropriate escort. 

At the top of the stairs this couple encountered Mr. In and Mr. Out. 

"Edith," began Mr. In, stepping toward her hilariously and making a sweeping bow, "darling, good morning." 

The stout man glanced questioningly at Edith, as if merely asking her permission to throw this man 

summarily out of the way. 

"'Scuse familiarity," added Peter, as an afterthought. "Edith, good-morning." 

He seized Dean's elbow and impelled him into the foreground. 

"Meet Mr. In, Edith, my bes' frien'. Inseparable. Mr. In and Mr. Out." 

Mr. Out advanced and bowed; in fact, he advanced so far and bowed so low that he tipped slightly forward 

and only kept his balance by placing a hand lightly on Edith's shoulder. 

"I'm Mr. Out, Edith," he mumbled pleasantly. "S'misterin Misterout." 

"'Smisterinanout," said Peter proudly. 

But Edith stared straight by them, her eyes fixed on some infinite speck in the gallery above her. She nodded 

slightly to the stout man, who advanced bull-like and with a sturdy brisk gesture pushed Mr. In and Mr. Out to 

either side. Through this alley he and Edith walked. 

But ten paces farther on Edith stopped again—stopped and pointed to a short, dark soldier who was eying the 

crowd in general, and the tableau of Mr. In and Mr. Out in particular, with a sort of puzzled, spell-bound awe. 
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"There," cried Edith. "See there!" 

Her voice rose, became somewhat shrill. Her pointing finger shook slightly. 

"There's the soldier who broke my brother's leg." 

There were a dozen exclamations; a man in a cutaway coat left his place near the desk and advanced alertly; 

the stout person made a sort of lightning-like spring toward the short, dark soldier, and then the lobby closed 

around the little group and blotted them from the sight of Mr. In and Mr. Out. 

But to Mr. In and Mr. Out this event was merely a particolored iridescent segment of a whirring, spinning 

world. 

They heard loud voices; they saw the stout man spring; the picture suddenly blurred. 

Then they were in an elevator bound skyward. 

"What floor, please?" said the elevator man. 

"Any floor," said Mr. In. 

"Top floor," said Mr. Out. 

"This is the top floor," said the elevator man. 

"Have another floor put on," said Mr. Out. 

"Higher," said Mr. In. 

"Heaven," said Mr. Out. 

XI 

In a bedroom of a small hotel just off Sixth Avenue Gordon Sterrett awoke with a pain in the back of his head 

and a sick throbbing in all his veins. He looked at the dusky gray shadows in the corners of the room and at a 

raw place on a large leather chair in the corner where it had long been in use. He saw clothes, dishevelled, 

rumpled clothes on the floor and he smelt stale cigarette smoke and stale liquor. The windows were tight shut. 

Outside the bright sunlight had thrown a dust-filled beam across the sill—a beam broken by the head of the 

wide wooden bed in which he had slept. He lay very quiet—comatose, drugged, his eyes wide, his mind 

clicking wildly like an unoiled machine. 
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It must have been thirty seconds after he perceived the sunbeam with the dust on it and the rip on the large 

leather chair that he had the sense of life close beside him, and it was another thirty seconds after that before 

that he realized that he was irrevocably married to Jewel Hudson. 

He went out half an hour later and bought a revolver at a sporting goods store. Then he took a took a taxi to 

the room where he had been living on East Twenty-seventh Street, and, leaning across the table that held his 

drawing materials, fired a cartridge into his head just behind the temple. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/f-scott-fitzgerald/short-story/may-day 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/f-scott-fitzgerald/short-story/may-day
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You are the success of this song 

José Ramón Alonso  

Bernd Everding / Pixabay 

Why do some songs succeed and others fail? Some researchers believe that a key factor is their involvement 

with our personal universe: if they foster feelings of social connection, they get the approval of the public; if 

not, they are ignored and forgotten. If that were true, songs that fit that personal pattern should fall more into 

the public’s favor and be downloaded more frequently. That is something that has been studied recently. 

Many of the most successful songs are about “you”, their protagonist is “you”. In Discover Magazine, 

Neuroskeptic recalled Whitney Houston and her “I Will Always Love You,” the Beatles and their “I Wanna 

Hold Your Hand” and Elton John and his “Your Song”. It could have been the same in Spanish and you don’t 

have to look far. My admired Rosalía and her “Yo por ti, tú por mí”, Rodrigo Amarante’s “Tuyo” which is on 

the soundtrack of the series Narcos, Manu Chao’s “Me gustas tú”, Amaral’s “Sin ti no soy nada” or the master 

Sabina and his “Así estoy yo sin ti”. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jralonso/
https://pixabay.com/es/users/BEP-22912/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=84874
https://pixabay.com/es/?utm_source=link-attribution&utm_medium=referral&utm_campaign=image&utm_content=84874
https://www.discovermagazine.com/mind/people-like-songs-about-you
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Science explains those hits. A study 1 published in the journal Psychological Science and conducted by Grant 

Packard and Jonah Berger, from Yale and Pennsylvania universities respectively, has shown that there is a 

correspondence between the popularity of a song and the number of times “you” and related words (i.e., your, 

yours, and yourself) are said in the lyrics. 

The study analyzed the lyrics of more than 4,200 English-language songs released between 2014 and 2016 

that had made it to the Billboard Top 50 and another 2,921 that had not been hits and acted as controls. These 

rankings collect the downloads of more than 90% of the songs based on paid servers (e.g., Apple iTunes, 

Google Play and Spotify) and this system allowed to collect the data of these downloads, corresponding to 

1736 songs from 1187 artists. The controls looked for songs that were as similar as possible to the hits (same 

artist and album) but had not succeeded. They managed to match 1735 songs from 1879 that were in those top 

50 hits. Second, they counted how many second-person pronouns appeared in the lyrics of those successful 

and non-successful songs, and third, they ran a linear regression analysis to examine the relationship between 

the number of second-person pronouns and the song’s results. 

The pair of researchers found that the songs that stood out on the list tended to contain a greater density of 

“you” or related words. This was still true after analyzing variables such as the music genre (Christian music, 

country, dance, rock, pop, rap and rhythm and blues), the artist (whether successful artists use more of the 

second person’s pronoun), whether the songs were programmed more on the radio, whether they focused on 

certain themes, such as love or dance, and whether these themes were responsible for the success rather than 

the words with “you” or whether it was due to another linguistic characteristic or word widely used in the 

songs. Finally, they controlled for other factors such as how many genres the song was referenced in, which 

quarter it appeared in the rankings, and how many times it appeared in the lists of favorite songs. After 

including all these controls, the effect of second-person pronouns was still in effect: more «you» means more 

success. 

The main function of these words is to indicate the focus of attention, that the speaker is addressing a person 

or his/her things. Neither the first person nor the third person meet this condition. The authors of this research 

considered that although the speaker and the listener of a conversation pay little conscious attention to these 

second-person pronouns, these words are responsible for the success of a cultural product such as a song. 

They argue that there can be two mechanisms: addressing the audience directly as the subject “You’re killing 

me gently” or, secondly, the words with “you” can contain rules or imperatives that are expressed generically 

“do what you have to do” or addressed to yourself “you have to lose weight”. 

Moreover, the correlation between popularity and “you”content was only more powerful when “you” was the 

object of a sentence (“It’s for you,” by The Beatles) than when it was the subject (“You are my sunshine” by 

Johnny Cash). The authors of the article consider these lyrics to be particularly successful because they help 

listeners project that lyric onto the people in their own lives (2). When Miguel Bosé sings “Te amaré” people 

don’t think that Miguel Bosé loves you, but they translate those words into their own experience, you are the 

one who loves the person you are thinking about. “You” is an enormously flexible pronoun and can refer to 

any person, particularly one close to us or one who occupies our heart. Actually, our brain, of course. 

The pronoun of the second person, in Neuroskeptic’s opinion, instead of putting the listener in the skin of the 

singer or making him see the author’s own perspective (for example, what the members of Mocedades would 

think when they sang “Eres tú”, seems to encourage the audience to imagine that story in relation to someone 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/16/you-are-the-success-of-this-song/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6612-1
https://www.discovermagazine.com/mind/people-like-songs-about-you
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in their own lives, to become themselves and that other person the protagonists of the song. That makes the 

lyrics of that song more relevant and makes people like it more. 

In that sense, the second person pronouns favor what has been called the narrative transport, but more than 

being transported to someone else’s narrative, people get a new way of looking at their own life. The lyrics of 

a song encourage people to revive some aspect of their own lives through the world created by the author of 

that song’s lyrics. 

In the continuation of that study, the two researchers have accumulated complementary evidence of the power 

of lyrics centered on the “you. In particular, they conducted two experimental studies where they showed that 

modifying a song’s lyrics and adding more “you”, “you” or “yours” made people like it more. On the other 

hand, if the modification was to replace the “you” with “he” or “she” (third person singular), the rating of that 

song would drop. These two experiments suggest that the relationship was real, that there is a cause-and-

effect association and that it was not a coincidence. 

Neuroskeptic proposed to check if the conclusions of the study were still valid in other languages and perhaps 

it would also be interesting to see if they are fulfilled when there is a second person with formal and informal 

variants (“usted” and “tu”, for example). It would be a way to be able to check the theory that we like songs 

because we transfer them to our own life and to our own interpersonal relationships. If that song tells you 

about someone you address as “usted”, the logical thing is that it doesn’t make you think about your 

girlfriend, even though you know, as the bullfighter Rafael “El Gallo” supposedly said when he was 

introduced to the philosopher Ortega y Gassett and told that his job was to think, there are people “pa tó” (for 

anything). 
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VIA GRAYWOLF PRESS 

Paul Lisicky’s Provincetown: One the Most LGBT-Friendly Place in the US 

Reflections on a New England Mecca 

By Paul Lisicky 

 

If you’re lucky in your life, a place, or two, will be offered to you. That place won’t be where you were born 

or grew up. It will be at some distance, and it will never be yours—you’ll always be a visitor or guest. The 

trees will smell like rain. They might stay green all year, or their leaves might start browning in July as cool 

weather comes soon to these parts. Animals will be nearby, some of them in those trees, or right out in the 

open yard. The air will taste of ocean, negative ions churned up by the surf, or be so hazy your eyes will tear 

up and burn on sunny days—and you’ll be fine with that. 

This place will give you things denied you in your place of growing up. Company when you’re in need of it, 

solitude when you’re exhausted by careful, polite conversation without jokes. It will make you feel smarter 

than you are. It will make you younger, sturdier, more flexible in your joints and muscles. People treat each 

other better here, all of them, at all levels, and maybe there aren’t even any levels, all the old ways we use to 

divide and rank one another. 

The lives of animals are important, too, not for human use but for themselves, in themselves, complex 

societies that care about their communities and want to stay alive as much as we do.  

https://www.graywolfpress.org/books/later
https://lithub.com/author/paul-lisicky/
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You love this place like a person you can’t stop making love to—you dream about this person when they’re 

right in front of you. You move through its streets and paths aroused and alert. You can’t get that mischievous 

smile off your face. You want to put your hands on it, that place, that whole place. You have a secret, and 

isn’t it lucky that everyone else on the street shares that secret with you?  

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

* 

In pictures from that time it looks like my body and brain aren’t speaking to each other. Certain parts ignore 

the other parts. And the ribs, lats, obliques, the shallow channel above the tailbone—they don’t believe they 

matter. I expect clothes to do all the work of identity, as does practically everybody. In the era of AIDS, 

clothes are enormous. They function as armor, or drag. They bestow power, but also swallow up whoever 

pulls them over their heads. Maybe the greatest taboo involves drawing attention to the body, as so many are 

losing theirs, waking up to find their wrists thinner, chests marked with spots and scale. 

Each person looks on-the-way-to-important but not self-important: they’re too confident and wry and full of 

possible humor. 

And yet my longing to stand out—through a pattern or a color—is so strong I can’t help but get it wrong. 

Pent-up desire makes me a little nuts. It makes me porous, warps my perception. Weird words come out when 

I don’t expect them to. Desire flushes me with shame, the kind of shame I want to rub out of my skin until it 

relaxes.  

The real me is not here but in the future.  

And yet I’ve done everything possible to prolong childhood and delay adulthood—or to make sure that that 

future doesn’t happen. I’ve gone from grad school to grad school, slept with three guys before I was 28. And 

that’s all about HIV? The fear of? Too simple.  

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

“I didn’t hold you enough when you were a baby,” said my mother the evening before I left. We sat at the 

kitchen table, shucking corn into a brown shopping bag. Immediately she looked like she wanted to take it 

back, even though her face also said she was giving me a gift, an act of tenderness she tried to pass on but 

couldn’t. For a second I felt it pour through me (everything is explained), but then the room felt warm, too 

warm. She’d given me power over her by letting out a deeper secret: She was afraid of me. Even when I was a 

ten-pound baby, my mother was afraid of me.  

* 

Years back, I memorized all the Fellows’ names, but the names mean less to me now than the group photo in 

the old brochure. It’s a scrappy bunch. Peacoats and scruff and chapped hands and muddy boots. They stand 

outside a shambly cedar-shake building officially known as the Fine Arts Work Center in Provincetown, some 
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on steps, some on the landing. Each person looks on-the-way-to-important but not self-important: they’re too 

confident and wry and full of possible humor. 

They don’t look burdened by their pasts, maybe because they’re making work out of those burdens. They’re 

bound by something ineffable, the gut sense that they’re transforming their lives, involved in a task that 

matters. And they have company while they’re doing it.  

They’re a version of a family, too, though I doubt they even knew this about themselves until the 

photographer lifted the camera.  

Legs press against legs, arms toss over shoulders. And now I will be in the picture.  

* 

The car climbs the hill, and at the top, wild space opens up ahead. And there it is, rising out of the water like a 

question, an illusion across marsh and platinum lake. The Pilgrim Monument, a 25-five-story replica of a 

tower in Siena. The curved coast of the harbor, shining. The spray of boxy white cottages along the 

beachfront. Fishing boats, sailboats, boats of all types pinned to the surface like thumbtacks. 

Up Route 6 I’ve been driving in deepest New England, charming and astringent. Or through a version of my 

childhood woods, thick with pitch pines. And from here it’s a tree-shorn city, stranger because I haven’t 

driven toward a city in hours, not since Fall River. Who would ever tell that it’s all of three blocks wide, three 

miles long? A long, reclining anaconda of a place.  

And maybe that’s why every attempt to lay it out comes up short. Every representation stretches out into 

failure. The temptation is to paint it gold and deep green, because that’s what it stirs up in me: safety, 

connection, expression. But Provincetown is neither warm nor cold, and it’s never in-between. A simultaneity 

of masks, a place constantly shifting like the light and the dunes. What should I expect of a town built on 

dunes?  

Something singes my eyebrows. Or is it just death grabbing at me, the voice of my mother pulling me down, 

down? 

I make the left turn onto Conwell Street. I pull into the parking lot between two buildings, one long and 

relaxed, the other stubby. A barn with a blue circular plaque on the shingles. No one’s around but for a young 

woman with hunched shoulders carrying pots and pans from her car to a doorway. I loiter in the car for a 

minute, head down, moistening my dry lips. Why is my pulse racing? Maybe she’ll go away.  

When she leaves, I walk into the office. Friendly, tight handshakes—Michael? Robert? I tell myself I cannot 

forget their names and then I instantly forget their names. The person in charge passes a key into a tiny manila 

envelope and offers me a handout of instructions.  

I want them to think they’ve made the right choice by inviting me here. Maybe if I’m sweet enough, funny 

enough, they won’t know that I’m a fraud, that it takes me hours to put the simplest paragraph together, that I 
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distract myself from my work as soon as the writing goes well, and I’m too flustered to sit down at my desk 

for more than 20 minutes at a time.  

 

I pop open the hatchback. Suitcase, duffel bag, boxes of manuscripts, floppy disks, envelopes of positive 

rejections, which I think of as my hall of shame. I trudge up the stairs, their thin carpeted treads. Running up 

and down, up and down. Somehow I manage to empty the hatchback in five minutes flat. I sit cross-legged on 

the floor of my long, narrow space, the second floor of a Cape Cod. One window to the north, the other to the 

south. Dormer in the living room. 

Strip of kitchen fixtures to one side. Narrow bedroom, single twin bed up against the wall. Enough room to 

fully stand up only within three feet of either side of the ceiling peak. A boxcar, a monk’s space. A little 

disappointing, to be frank, with just a hint of Florida on the air. By Florida I mean mildew. Flat soaps and 

squat motel glasses trapped inside a waxed sleeve. Not the Florida of the present: my parents’ house.  

I lie on the bare mattress, fully dressed, look up at the ceiling. Something singes my eyebrows. Or is it just 

death grabbing at me, the voice of my mother pulling me down, down? Why has my father run away? I want 

something that isn’t directly in front of me, which translates itself to desire. Desire is a condition I can 

manage.  
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Though the night is quiet (crickets, sitcom laughter from a wide-open window), I can’t sit still. There is a 

town out there, a circus, and I have been dead too long.  

__________________________________ 

 

Excerpt from Later. Copyright © 2020 by Paul Lisicky. Used with the permission of Graywolf Press, 

Minneapolis, Minnesota, www.graywolfpress.org. 

AIDSGraywolf PressLater: My Life at the Edge of the WorldLGBTQ historyNew EnglandPaul 

LisickyProvincetown 

 

 

 

Paul Lisicky 

Paul Lisicky is the author of five books, including Later, Famous Builder and Lawnboy. He has received 

fellowships from the Guggenheim Foundation and the NEA, among other organizations. He teaches in the 

MFA program at Rutgers University and lives in Brooklyn. 
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Study suggests that sushi has gotten way wormier 

By Ben Coxworth 

 

An Anisakis worm in a piece of raw salmon 

Togabi/C.C. 1.0 

If you've ever thought that you got food poisoning from eating sushi, you might have actually gotten worms 

from the stuff. A new study indicates that such fish worms are now more common than ever – although 

chefs usually pick them out. 

Conducted by scientists at the University of Washington, the meta-study actually involved combining data 

from previous studies conducted between 1978 and 2015. Those studies looked at the abundance of a parasitic 

worm known as Anisakis, in raw or undercooked fish flesh. It was found that over the 37-year period, there 

was a 283-fold increase in worm numbers. 

https://newatlas.com/author/ben-coxworth/
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Although Anisakis is commonly called the herring worm, it occurs in a wide variety of ocean fish. When 

ingested by humans, live worms typically only last for a few days. Within that time, however, they can make 

their way into the intestinal wall, causing symptoms such as nausea, vomiting and diarrhea. The condition is 

called anisakiasis or anisakidosis, and it usually goes away once the worm dies. 

Fortunately, the researchers state that seafood processors and sushi chefs are pretty good at spotting and 

removing the worms from fish fillets. That said, concerned diners might wish to cut their sushi up to do a 

worm-check of their own, before eating it. 

Unfortunately, though, things aren't so easy for marine mammals like whales, seals and dolphins. When 

ingested by such animals, the worms live on for some time in their intestinal tract, reproducing and being 

passed into the ocean within their feces. 

Ironically, the increased Anisakis numbers may be due to the legislated protection of marine mammals, 

providing the worms with more opportunities to reproduce. That said, other contributing factors could include 

climate change, and increased waterborne nutrients from sources such as fertilizer in agricultural runoff. 

A paper on the study, which was led by Asst. Prof. Chelsea Wood, was published this week in the 

journal Global Change Biology. 

Source: University of Washington via EurekAlert 
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Managing Editor for North America. An experienced freelance writer, he previously obtained an English BA 

from the University of Saskatchewan, then spent over 20 years working in various markets as a television 

reporter, producer and news videographer. Ben is particularly interested in scientific innovation, human-

powered transportation, and the marine environment. 
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The reason Zoom calls drain your energy 

 

By Manyu Jiang22nd April 2020 

Video chat is helping us stay employed and connected. But what makes it so tiring - and how can we reduce 

‘Zoom fatigue’? 

Y 

Your screen freezes. There’s a weird echo. A dozen heads stare at you. There are the work huddles, the one-

on-one meetings and then, once you’re done for the day, the hangouts with friends and family. 

Since the Covid-19 pandemic hit, we’re on video calls more than ever before – and many are finding it 

exhausting. 

But what, exactly, is tiring us out? BBC Worklife spoke to Gianpiero Petriglieri, an associate professor at 

Insead, who explores sustainable learning and development in the workplace, and Marissa Shuffler, an 

associate professor at Clemson University, who studies workplace wellbeing and teamwork effectiveness, to 

hear their views. 

Is video chat harder? What’s different compared to face-to-face communication? 
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Being on a video call requires more focus than a face-to-face chat, says Petriglieri. Video chats mean we need 

to work harder to process non-verbal cues like facial expressions, the tone and pitch of the voice, and body 

language; paying more attention to these consumes a lot of energy. “Our minds are together when our bodies 

feel we're not. That dissonance, which causes people to have conflicting feelings, is exhausting. You cannot 

relax into the conversation naturally,” he says. 

Delays on phone or conferencing systems of 1.2 seconds made people perceive the responder as less friendly 

or focused 

Silence is another challenge, he adds. “Silence creates a natural rhythm in a real-life conversation. However, 

when it happens in a video call, you became anxious about the technology.” It also makes people 

uncomfortable. One 2014 study by German academics showed that delays on phone or conferencing systems 

shaped our views of people negatively: even delays of 1.2 seconds made people perceive the responder as less 

friendly or focused. 

 

A 2014 study found that delays on phone or conferencing systems shaped our views of people negatively 

(Credit: Getty Images) 

 

An added factor, says Shuffler, is that if we are physically on camera, we are very aware of being watched. 

“When you're on a video conference, you know everybody's looking at you; you are on stage, so there comes 

the social pressure and feeling like you need to perform. Being performative is nerve-wracking and more 

https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/abs/pii/S1071581914000287


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

82 

stressful.” It’s also very hard for people not to look at their own face if they can see it on screen, or not to be 

conscious of how they behave in front of the camera. 

How are the current circumstances contributing? 

Yet if video chats come with extra stressors, our Zoom fatigue can’t be attributed solely to that. Our current 

circumstances – whether lockdown, quarantine, working from home or otherwise – are also feeding in. 

Petriglieri believes that fact we feel forced into these calls may be a contributory factor. “The video call is our 

reminder of the people we have lost temporarily. It is the distress that every time you see someone online, 

such as your colleagues, that reminds you we should really be in the workplace together,” he says. “What I'm 

finding is, we’re all exhausted; It doesn't matter whether they are introverts or extroverts. We are experiencing 

the same disruption of the familiar context during the pandemic.” 

Then there’s the fact that aspects of our lives that used to be separate – work, friends, family – are all now 

happening in the same space. The self-complexity theory posits that individuals have multiple aspects – 

context-dependent social roles, relationships, activities and goals – and we find the variety healthy, says 

Petriglieri. When these aspects are reduced, we become more vulnerable to negative feelings. 

Imagine if you go to a bar, and in the same bar you talk with your professors, meet your parents or date 

someone, isn’t it weird? That’s what we’re doing now – Gianpiero Petriglieri 

“Most of our social roles happen in different places, but now the context has collapsed,” says Petriglieri. 

“Imagine if you go to a bar, and in the same bar you talk with your professors, meet your parents or date 

someone, isn’t it weird? That's what we're doing now… We are confined in our own space, in the context of a 

very anxiety-provoking crisis, and our only space for interaction is a computer window.” 

Shuffler says a lack of downtime after we’ve fulfilled work and family commitments may be another factor in 

our tiredness, while some of us may be putting higher expectations on ourselves due to worries over the 

economy, furloughs and job losses. “There's also that heightened sense of ‘I need to be performing at my top 

level in a situation’… Some of us are kind of over-performing to secure our jobs.” 

But when I’m Zooming my friends, for example, shouldn’t that relax me? 

Lots of us are doing big group chats for the first time, whether it’s cooking and eating a virtual Easter dinner, 

attending a university catch-up or holding a birthday party for a friend. If the call is meant to be fun, why 

might it feel tiring? 

Part of it, says Shuffler, is whether you’re joining in because you want to or because you feel you ought to – 

like a virtual happy hour with colleagues from work. If you see it as an obligation, that means more time that 

you’re ‘on’ as opposed to getting a break. A proper chat with friends will feel more social and there will be 

less ‘Zoom fatigue’ from conversations where you’ve had a chance to be yourself. 

https://psycnet.apa.org/record/1986-03748-001
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It doesn't matter whether you call it a virtual happy hour, it's a meeting, because mostly we are used to using 

these tools for work – Gianpiero Petriglieri 

Big group calls can feel particularly performative, Petriglieri warns. People like watching television because 

you can allow your mind to wander – but a large video call “is like you're watching television and television 

is watching you”. Large group chats can also feel depersonalising, he adds, because your power as an 

individual is diminished. And despite the branding, it may not feel like leisure time. “It doesn't matter whether 

you call it a virtual happy hour, it's a meeting, because mostly we are used to using these tools for work.” 

So how can we alleviate Zoom fatigue?  

Both experts suggest limiting video calls to those that are necessary. Turning on the camera should be 

optional and in general there should be more understanding that cameras do not always have to be on 

throughout each meeting. Having your screen off to the side, instead of straight ahead, could also help your 

concentration, particularly in group meetings, says Petriglieri. It makes you feel like you’re in an adjoining 

room, so may be less tiring. 

In some cases it’s worth considering if video chats are really the most efficient option. When it comes to 

work, Shuffler suggests shared files with clear notes can be a better option that avoids information overload. 

She also suggests taking time during meetings to catch up before diving into business. “Spend some time to 

actually check into people's wellbeing,” she urges. “It’s a way to reconnect us with the world, and to maintain 

trust and reduce fatigue and concern.” 

Building transition periods in between video meetings can also help refresh us – try stretching, having a drink 

or doing a bit of exercise, our experts say. Boundaries and transitions are important; we need to create buffers 

which allow us to put one identity aside and then go to another as we move between work and private 

personas. 

And maybe, says Petriglieri, if you want to reach out, go old-school. “Write a letter to someone instead of 

meeting them on Zoom. Tell them you really care about them.” 

 

https://www.bbc.com/worklife/article/20200421-why-zoom-video-chats-are-so-exhausting 
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A People’s History of the Poetry Workshop 

Mark Nowak on the Workshops of the Watts Rebellion 

VIA COFFEE HOUSE PRESS 

By Mark Nowak 

 

On April 7, 1966, the Times Literary Supplement first published E. P. Thompson’s groundbreaking essay, 

“History from Below,” in which he describes an emerging historical tradition that seeks “to rescue the poor 

stockinger, the Luddite cropper, the ‘obsolete’ hand-loom weaver, the ‘utopian’ artisan, and even the deluded 

follower of Joanna Southcott, from the enormous condescension of posterity.” Howard Zinn’s A People’s 

History of the United States, published fourteen years after Thompson’s essay, is one of today’s most 

influential volumes employing the methodology of history from below. In the book’s opening chapter, Zinn 

argues for a new conception of history that is both creative and emancipatory: “If history is to be creative, to 

anticipate a possible future without denying the past, it should, I believe, emphasize new possibilities by 

disclosing those hidden episodes of the past when, even if in brief flashes, people showed their ability to 

resist, to join together, occasionally to win. 

I am supposing, or perhaps only hoping, that our future may be found in the past’s fugitive moments of 

compassion rather than in its solid centuries of warfare.” In the years following the publication and wide-

reaching reception of Zinn’s book, the practice of history from below-people’s history-would be taken up by 

an array of historians and social critics. The New Press, for example, launched a People’s History series in 

2003. In his introduction that accompanies each volume in the series, Zinn stresses that “turning history on its 

https://coffeehousepress.org/products/social-poetics
https://lithub.com/author/marknowak/
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head opens up whole new worlds of possibility.” He maintains that when historians shift the lens “from the 

upper rungs to the lower” in a people’s history approach, they shift the basic narrative as well: “The history of 

men and women of all classes, colors, and cultures reveals an astonishing degree of struggle and independent 

political action. Everyday people played complicated historical roles, and they developed highly sophisticated 

and often very different political ideas from the people who ruled them. Sometimes their accomplishments 

left tangible traces; other times, the traces are invisible but no less real. They left their mark on our 

institutions, our folkways and language, on our political habits and vocabulary. We are only now beginning to 

excavate this multifaceted history.” 

Recent years have witnessed the publication of enormously important volumes of history from below, 

including Vijay Prashad’s The Darker Nations: A People’s History of the Third World, Roxanne Dunbar-

Ortiz’s An Indigenous Peoples’ History of the United States, and many other significant titles. 

People’s histories are made from the stories of struggle and resistance that working people tell before work 

over coffee, after work at the bar, on the bus home from work, in the back stockrooms of retail chain stores; 

they are made from the memes and gifs of complaints about bosses and supervisors at work and in our 

government that we share on our smartphones and social media; they are the back-channel Facebook 

messages, the ims and secret notes we pass to others as we begin to organize our fast food restaurants, our 

Amazon warehouses, our adjunct classrooms, and the countless other workplaces of our precarious, 

economically unviable lives. Because of the sheer magnitude of these stories, there will always be many more 

people’s histories of struggle and resistance than can ever be written. Yet we remain remarkably far behind on 

writing and publishing and sharing even the most important ones. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

But why write a “people’s history” of the poetry workshop? At precisely the time of the publication of 

Thompson’s “History from Below,” poets began teaching poetry workshops in schools and community spaces 

across the United States, and the National Endowment for the Arts (NEA) and other state agencies and private 

foundations began funding them. We have before us a fifty-year history of poets and other writers entering 

schools, prisons, community centers, factories, trade union halls, juvenile detention centers, eldercare 

facilities, hospitals, and other public spaces. 

“I simply posted a notice on the Westminster bulletin board-‘Creative Writing Class-All interested sign 

below.’” 

Yet we have few if any detailed histories of these interactions. We have before us a fifty-year history of 

publications, often small and ephemeral, representing the voices and viewpoints of schoolchildren, prisoners, 

factory workers, detained juveniles, migrants, the elderly, the infirm, and others. Yet we have few if any real 

histories of these countless publications and the mark they have left on our institutions, our political habits, 

and our poetics. 

While a people’s history of poetry workshops might begin at various historical moments, I start here with a 

series of events in the mid-1960s and very early 1970s that propelled the creative writing workshop into the 

public sphere in the United States. Perhaps the most widespread exposure the public had to the creative 

writing workshop occurred on August 16, 1966. On this day, television viewers across the country tuned in to 
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NBC for an hour-long prime-time docudrama titled The Angry Voices of Watts. Exactly one year earlier, from 

August 11 to August 17, 1965, the Los Angeles neighborhood of Watts had erupted in rebellion. As Gerald 

Horne summarizes in Fire This Time: The Watts Uprising and the 1960s, at least 34 people died in the 

rebellion, 1,000 people were injured, and 4,000 more were arrested. Officials estimated more than 100,000 

adults were either “active as rioters” or “close spectators.” And on the streets to oppose them, as Horne writes, 

were “16,000 National Guard, Los Angeles Police Department, highway patrol, and other law enforcement 

officers; fewer personnel were used by the United States that same year to subdue the Dominican Republic.” 

From his home in Beverly Hills, novelist and screenwriter Budd Schulberg watched the riots on television. 

After the uprising had been repressed by the local, state, and federal troops, Schulberg drove down to Watts to 

view the aftermath of the protests. He would later write, “I had not seen such devastation since, as a member 

of an OSS [Office of Strategic Services] team in World War II, I had driven into German cities to collect 

incriminatory documents.” Schulberg responded to what he saw by organizing a creative writing class at the 

Westminster Neighborhood Association, a Watts-based social service agency funded by the Presbyterian 

Church. His workshops began with little fanfare: “I simply posted a notice on the Westminster bulletin board-

‘Creative Writing Class-All interested sign below.’ Simple as that. It would be pleasant to add that a dozen 

aspiring young writers signed immediately and we were off and writing. The truth was, nobody signed up. 

Nobody came. Week after week I sat there like an idiot shepherd without a flock, shuffling my notes and idly 

reading the community papers in the small, cluttered room that was actually a kind of pantry for the 

Westminster kitchen.” 

Eventually, however, residents from the community-including Charles Johnson, Leumas Sirrah, Birdell 

Chew, and James Thomas Jackson-arrived, and they began to write. Soon afterward, Schulberg’s media 

connections provided venues for these new workshop participants to be published. A year after the uprising, 

in the summer of 1966, Los Angeles Magazine published poems by Sirrah, Johnnie Scott, and Jimmie 

Sherman. The Los Angeles Times featured a lengthy article, “Rebellion of Watts-End or Beginning?” in which 

Schulberg describes the history of the Watts workshop from his own perspective. Toward the end of the 

article, Schulberg writes, “Watts itself is awakening from a Rip-Van-Winkle torpor of half a century. It’s a 

sleeping giant bestirring itself. From the bottom up, from the grass roots, from what’s called the nitty-gritty, 

something is happening. Anger is happening.” 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Schulberg employs the exact vocabulary that Thompson, Zinn, and historian Eric Hobsbawm have used-

“from the bottom up, from the grass roots”-to describe the proliferating creativity of post-rebellion Watts. Yet 

Schulberg’s use of these phrases fails to engage the much larger, more encompassing anti-racist, anti-

capitalist critiques that Thompson, Zinn, and others offer. Zinn, for example, uses the concept of a people’s 

history to describe the anticolonial, anti-imperial, and emancipatory histories of enslaved, Native American, 

female, and working-class protagonists. By contrast, Schulberg’s notion of “from the bottom up” reinforces a 

historical and still-pervasive stereotype of black writers in a space of hostility rather than a site of legitimate 

and eloquent opposition to relentless racism, police brutality, and incarceration. Schulberg, in fact, becomes 

perversely fond of the word anger in his writings from this time, and the term serves as his racial epithet for 

the creative expression of the writers in his workshops in Watts. 

The docudrama The Angry Voices of Watts, written by Schulberg and produced and directed by his brother 

Stuart, features staged readings and reenacted scenarios by the older members of the group, often in a creative 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

87 

writing workshop–style setting (i.e., a circle of writers). Member Jimmie Sherman recites a poem called “The 

Workin’ Machine” about a worker who loses his job to automation, and Harry Dolan recreates his experience 

of a daylong job search through the streets of Los Angeles while relying on inefficient and expensive public 

transportation. Their writings are among three working-class literary works singled out for praise in Eliot 

Fremont-Smith’s article “TV: N.B.C. Documents ‘The Angry Voices of Watts,’” published in the New York 

Times the day after the documentary first aired. Yet several younger, radical poets in the workshop never 

appear in the docudrama. In The Black Arts Movement: Literary Nationalism in the 1960s and 1970s, James 

Smethurst addresses this growing disconnect in the group: “[Quincy] Troupe, Ojenke, and Eric Priestley [the 

younger poets in the workshop] were originally scheduled to be the featured readers in The Angry Voices of 

Watts documentary but did not participate due to their differences with the Schulberg brothers over money 

and the selection of pieces to be read.” This would be one of many disagreements between the younger 

writers and Budd Schulberg. 

A year after the NBC documentary aired, From the Ashes: Voices of Watts, the first anthology of workshop 

writers, was published. The anthology includes selections from eighteen participants in the workshop as well 

as two pieces by Schulberg (an introduction and a postscript), who edited the volume. Smethurst 

describes From the Ashes as “arguably the first Black Arts literary anthology published in the United States . . 

. though perhaps it might be more accurate to think of it as a text that had one foot in Popular Front-style 

radicalism and one in the emerging Black Arts and Black Power movements.” While From the Ashes is 

undoubtedly a milestone anthology in any discussion of the people’s history of the poetry workshop, its 

publication also signals a significant aesthetic and political impasse at the very inception of this new cultural 

moment. As with the docudrama, the anthology, now fifty years past its initial publication, is also notable for 

who it does not include. As Smethurst writes, “the filming of the documentary, the creation of the Douglass 

House [their cooperative arts and living space], the flurry of publications and readings, and the production 

of From the Ashes brought differences within the group to a head. 

The split that finally occurred reprised similar symbolic divorces between liberal or radical white patronage 

and black self-determination and between old cultural politics and the new nationalism across the United 

States.” Smethurst contends that the older writers-some quite militant themselves-were aesthetically aligned 

with “the sort of hard-boiled social realism” of an earlier generation. This group was primarily composed of 

fiction writers like Schulberg. However, before Schulberg had ever arrived to begin offering creative writing 

classes with members of the Watts community, poet Jayne Cortez, whose work was grounded more in 

surrealism and interdisciplinarity than social realism, had been leading writing and acting workshops at Studio 

Watts. In the end, Cortez and her more radical, contemporary aesthetic were a much stronger influence on the 

younger poets and their writings. In addition, as Smethurst emphasizes, “Many of the group’s younger 

members (and some of the older writers) felt a considerable uneasiness about Schulberg’s position as a sort of 

mentor/patron from Beverly Hills. The young writers generally respected Schulberg as a successful older 

artist who was committed to the development of black writers. However, some saw him not only as a patron 

but also as somewhat patronizing and rooted in an older cultural and political milieu that did not fully address 

their needs or sensibilities as young black artists after the Watts uprising.” 

In part, this is what makes Schulberg’s half-page “Editor’s Postscript” in From the Ashes so beguiling. “Every 

anthology inevitably involves both heartbreak and injustice,” he begins. Throughout the postscript, one senses 

that Schulberg wants “to atone for both.” He claims that “for one reason or another” certain writers “could not 

be included in the final table of contents.” Nevertheless, he fails to comment on any reasons for these 
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exclusions; the excluded are simply excluded. In the end, Schulberg’s unexamined guilt becomes the 

overarching theme of the final words of this important anthology. 

In Schulberg’s introduction to a special issue of the Antioch Review that included an eighty-page feature on 

“The Watts Writers Workshop” and appeared around the same time as the anthology (fall 1967), his prose 

takes on a tone of bravado. “The Watts Writers Workshop is in danger of becoming a legend,” Schulberg 

opens his introduction. He goes on to boast about “its two shows on national television” that had won Emmy 

nominations and “coast to coast critical praise.” He also details a litany of major publication venues for 

participants’ writings, including Time, the New York Sunday Times, Playboy, and the BBC. The “heartbreak 

and injustice” of the anthology’s postscript evaporate here, though one still senses a pending change in the 

dynamics of the celebrated Watts Writers Workshop. 

Unlike From the Ashes, in which Quincy Troupe does not appear, Schulberg includes Troupe in the Antioch 

Review. Troupe’s four-page poem “A Day in L.A.” begins by cataloging a Friday afternoon in the streets of 

Los Angeles as the narrator listens “to the drone of the city labor” and watches “little boys steal soda bottles / 

from garbage pails for money.” By the end of the first page, however, Troupe admits he’s “sick of this 

teeming city. / Let’s take a plane and tour the world.” At the top of the second page, Troupe transports readers 

to Africa, where “the lions are on welfare. / They deliver their food to them on a truck.” He then turns his 

attention more directly to the racial capitalism of South Africa under apartheid (in lines that echo Langston 

Hughes’s influential poem “Johannesburg Mines” from the late 1920s): 

In Johannesburg, the city of gold 

whites are locked in their gilded cages 

while rivers of Black men flow down into the earth into bee-hived labyrinths beneath the city 

to dig huge holes in rivers of gold; gold flows at the Cape of Good Hope. 

The connection between white wealth and black poverty, white empowerment and black disempowerment, 

white capital and black labor was as evident and destructive in South Africa’s largest city as it was in the 

Watts neighborhood of Los Angeles. Through his transnational critique, Troupe reminds white liberals that 

racism and classism are not only isolated local issues but also historically imbricated global issues. 

Brewing below the surface of Budd Schulberg’s post-rebellion workshop in Watts was, in fact, another kind 

of uprising. 

As he returns to the geography of Los Angeles at the bottom of the second page, Troupe is struck by a day 

when “the smog stayed away.” Without pause, he blames the smog and the environmental destruction on 

“This Capitalism,” providing a clear link between capitalism and environmental devastation, a connection that 

unfortunately continues into this current era. Even as a young poet, Troupe knows that in post–McCarthy era 

Southern California, a young black poet who makes these connections will suffer, as Hughes suggested 

earlier, deep personal and political repercussions: 

SHHHHH-h-h-h! Don’t shout it too loud: they’ll be saying you’re a communist. 

Because you don’t dig their nefarious ways you’re a communist these days. 
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Troupe’s poem next explores the symbolism of the color blue-a theme that echoes today’s contention between 

#BlackLivesMatter protests against police violence and the right wing’s “Blue Lives Matter” riposte. Troupe 

describes “the L.A. goon squad [LAPD] rapping innocent black people / about the head” and then 

summarizes, in one of the poem’s most poignant and powerful lines, that “man’s inhumanity to man is blue.” 

In deftly crafted verse, Troupe’s “A Day in L.A.” chronicles the social, economic, and political climate across 

local and international landscapes as they intersect with everyday life in Watts. 

Schulberg seems to sense the growing tension between the political aesthetics of Troupe’s poem (and others 

that were apparently rejected by the Antioch Review staff) and an aesthetic that might be more acceptable to a 

liberal white readership. After the opening bravado of his introduction to this collection of Watts writings, 

Schulberg admits, “Indeed, and quite naturally, there are differences of opinion between editors of Antioch 

Review and myself. They have declared or confessed themselves to lean toward the conservative, not 

politically but creatively. I believe a wider and more liberal selection would have been more truly 

representative of the work coming out of Douglass House, and would have had more impact overall.”  

 

The key phrase Schulberg uses here, it seems to me, is “more liberal.” He fails to use the word radical or any 

adjectives more representative of the political climate after the uprising in Watts. After this comment, 

Schulberg returns to the tone of his postscript in From the Ashes, apologizing for writings left on Antioch’s 

cutting room floor. Later, Schulberg yet again revisits his fetishization of black anger, referring to Troupe as 
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“one of our Angry Young Men, Watts Style.” Schulberg summarizes his feelings about the Antioch issue by 

writing, “As with the essays and short stories, I personally felt the poetry selections were deft and artistically 

scrupulous but on the conservative side.” He further claims that he would have liked to have seen a few of 

Sirrah’s more experimental poems and the love poems of Emmery Evans Jr., but “you can’t win ’em all.” The 

issue manifests the growing tensions in the workshop, tensions represented by Schulberg’s characterization of 

Troupe as “angry,” his flipping between bravado and apology, and his final acceptance of the Antioch staff’s 

conservative choices. Ultimately, for Schulberg, the publication itself seemed more important than honoring 

the increasingly radical politics of the community. This special Watts issue clearly illustrates that brewing 

below the surface of Schulberg’s post-rebellion workshop in Watts was, in fact, another kind of uprising. 

__________________________________ 

 

From Social Poetics by Mark Nowak. Used with the permission of Coffee House Press. Copyright © 2020 by 

Mark Nowak. 

Mark Nowak 

Mark Nowak is the author of Social Poetics, Coal Mountain Elementary, Shut Up Shut Down, and Revenants, 

all from Coffee House Press. He is the recipient of the Freedom Plow Award for Poetry & Activism and 

fellowships from the Lannan and Guggenheim foundations. Nowak has led poetry workshops for workers and 

trade unions in the US, South Africa, the UK, Panama, the Netherlands, and elsewhere. He is currently a 

professor of English at Manhattanville College and the founding director of the Worker Writers School. 
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In the Spring 

by Guy de Maupassant 

 

"I say that the French Government ought to put large public notices on the walls, with these words: 'Return of 

spring. French citizens, beware of love!'" 

 

Claude Monet, Spring by the Seine, 1875 

With the first day of spring, when the awakening earth puts on its garment of green, and the warm, fragrant air 

fans our faces and fills our lungs and appears even to penetrate to our hearts, we experience a vague, 

https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant
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undefined longing for freedom, for happiness, a desire to run, to wander aimlessly, to breathe in the spring. 

The previous winter having been unusually severe, this spring feeling was like a form of intoxication in May, 

as if there were an overabundant supply of sap. 

One morning on waking I saw from my window the blue sky glowing in the sun above the neighboring 

houses. The canaries hanging in the windows were singing loudly, and so were the servants on every floor; a 

cheerful noise rose up from the streets, and I went out, my spirits as bright as the day, to go--I did not exactly 

know where. Everybody I met seemed to be smiling; an air of happiness appeared to pervade everything in 

the warm light of returning spring. One might almost have said that a breeze of love was blowing through the 

city, and the sight of the young women whom I saw in the streets in their morning toilets, in the depths of 

whose eyes there lurked a hidden tenderness, and who walked with languid grace, filled my heart with 

agitation. 

Without knowing how or why, I found myself on the banks of the Seine. Steamboats were starting for 

Suresnes, and suddenly I was seized by an unconquerable desire to take a walk through the woods. The deck 

of the Mouche was covered with passengers, for the sun in early spring draws one out of the house, in spite of 

themselves, and everybody moves about, goes and comes and talks to his neighbor. 

I had a girl neighbor; a little work-girl, no doubt, who possessed the true Parisian charm: a little head, with 

light curly hair, which looked like a shimmer of light as it danced in the wind, came down to her ears, and 

descended to the nape of her neck, where it became such fine, light- colored clown that one could scarcely see 

it, but felt an irresistible desire to shower kisses on it. 

Under my persistent gaze, she turned her head toward me, and then immediately looked down, while a slight 

crease at the side of her mouth, that was ready to break out into a smile, also showed a fine, silky, pale down 

which the sun was gilding a little. 

The calm river grew wider; the atmosphere was warm and perfectly still, but a murmur of life seemed to fill 

all space. 

My neighbor raised her eyes again, and this time, as I was still looking at her, she smiled decidedly. She was 

charming, and in her passing glance I saw a thousand things, which I had hitherto been ignorant of, for I 

perceived unknown depths, all the charm of tenderness, all the poetry which we dream of, all the happiness 

which we are continually in search of. I felt an insane longing to open my arms and to carry her off 

somewhere, so as to whisper the sweet music of words of love into her ears. 

I was just about to address her when somebody touched me on the shoulder, and as I turned round in some 

surprise, I saw an ordinary-looking man, who was neither young nor old, and who gazed at me sadly. 

"I should like to speak to you," he said. 

I made a grimace, which he no doubt saw, for he added: 

"It is a matter of importance." 
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I got up, therefore, and followed him to the other end of the boat and then he said: 

"Monsieur, when winter comes, with its cold, wet and snowy weather, your doctor says to you constantly: 

'Keep your feet warm, guard against chills, colds, bronchitis, rheumatism and pleurisy.' 

"Then you are very careful, you wear flannel, a heavy greatcoat and thick shoes, but all this does not prevent 

you from passing two months in bed. But when spring returns, with its leaves and flowers, its warm, soft 

breezes and its smell of the fields, all of which causes you vague disquiet and causeless emotion, nobody says 

to you: 

"'Monsieur, beware of love! It is lying in ambush everywhere; it is watching for you at every corner; all its 

snares are laid, all its weapons are sharpened, all its guiles are prepared! Beware of love! Beware of love! It is 

more dangerous than brandy, bronchitis or pleurisy! It never forgives and makes everybody commit 

irreparable follies.' 

"Yes, monsieur, I say that the French Government ought to put large public notices on the walls, with these 

words: 'Return of spring. French citizens, beware of love!' just as they put: 'Beware of paint: 

"However, as the government will not do this, I must supply its place, and I say to you: 'Beware of love!' for it 

is just going to seize you, and it is my duty to inform you of it, just as in Russia they inform any one that his 

nose is frozen." 

I was much astonished at this individual, and assuming a dignified manner, I said: 

"Really, monsieur, you appear to me to be interfering in a matter which is no concern of yours." 

He made an abrupt movement and replied: 

"Ah! monsieur, monsieur! If I see that a man is in danger of being drowned at a dangerous spot, ought I to let 

him perish? So just listen to my story and you will see why I ventured to speak to you like this. 

"It was about this time last year that it occurred. But, first of all, I must tell you that I am a clerk in the 

Admiralty, where our chiefs, the commissioners, take their gold lace as quill-driving officials seriously, and 

treat us like forecastle men on board a ship. Well, from my office I could see a small bit of blue sky and the 

swallows, and I felt inclined to dance among my portfolios. 

"My yearning for freedom grew so intense that, in spite of my repugnance, I went to see my chief, a short, 

bad-tempered man, who was always in a rage. When I told him that I was not well, he looked at me and said: 

'I do not believe it, monsieur, but be off with you! Do you think that any office can go on with clerks like 

you?' I started at once and went down the Seine. It was a day like this, and I took the Mouche, to go as far as 

Saint Cloud. Ah! what a good thing it would have been if my chief had refused me permission to leave the 

office that day! 
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"I seemed to myself to expand in the sun. I loved everything--the steamer, the river, the trees, the houses and 

my fellow-passengers. I felt inclined to kiss something, no matter what; it was love, laying its snare. 

Presently, at the Trocadero, a girl, with a small parcel in her hand, came on board and sat down opposite me. 

She was decidedly pretty, but it is surprising, monsieur, how much prettier women seem to us when the day is 

fine at the beginning of the spring. Then they have an intoxicating charm, something quite peculiar about 

them. It is just like drinking wine after cheese. 

"I looked at her and she also looked at me, but only occasionally, as that girl did at you, just now; but at last, 

by dint of looking at each other constantly, it seemed to me that we knew each other well enough to enter into 

conversation, and I spoke to her and she replied. She was decidedly pretty and nice and she intoxicated me, 

monsieur! 

"She got out at Saint-Cloud, and I followed her. She went and delivered her parcel, and when she returned the 

boat had just started. I walked by her side, and the warmth of the 'air made us both sigh. 'It would be very nice 

in the woods,' I said. 'Indeed, it would!' she replied. 'Shall we go there for a walk, mademoiselie?' 

"She gave me a quick upward look, as if to see exactly what I was like, and then, after a little hesitation, she 

accepted my proposal, and soon we were there, walking side by side. Under the foliage, which was still rather 

scanty, the tall, thick, bright green grass was inundated by the sun, and the air was full of insects that were 

also making love to one another, and birds were singing in all directions. My companion began to jump and to 

run, intoxicated by the air and the smell of the country, and I ran and jumped, following her example. How 

silly we are at times, monsieur! 

"Then she sang unrestrainedly a thousand things, opera airs and the song of Musette! The song of Musette! 

How poetical it seemed to me, then! I almost cried over it. Ah! Those silly songs make us lose our heads; and, 

believe me, never marry a woman who sings in the country, especially if she sings the song of Musette! 

"She soon grew tired, and sat down on a grassy slope, and I sat at her feet and took her hands, her little hands, 

that were so marked with the needle, and that filled me with emotion. I said to myself: 

'These are the sacred marks of toil.' Oh! monsieur, do you know what those sacred marks of toil mean? They 

mean all the gossip of the workroom, the whispered scandal, the mind soiled by all the filth that is talked; they 

mean lost chastity, foolish chatter, all the wretchedness of their everyday life, all the narrowness of ideas 

which belongs to women of the lower orders, combined to their fullest extent in the girl whose fingers bear 

the sacred marks of toil. 

"Then we looked into each other's eyes for a long while. Oh! what power a woman's eye has! How it agitates 

us, how it invades our very being, takes possession of us, and dominates us! How profound it seems, how full 

of infinite promises! People call that looking into each other's souls! Oh! monsieur, what humbug! If we could 

see into each other's souls, we should be more careful of what we did. However, I was captivated and was 

crazy about her and tried to take her into my arms, but she said: 'Paws off!'. Then I knelt down and opened my 

heart to her and poured out all the affection that was suffocating me. She seemed surprised at my change of 

manner and gave me a sidelong glance, as if to say, 'Ah! so that is the way women make a fool of you, old 

fellow! Very well, we will see.' 
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"In love, monsieur, we are always novices, and women artful dealers. 

"No doubt I could have had her, and I saw my own stupidity later, but what I wanted was not a woman's 

person, it was love, it was the ideal. I was sentimental, when I ought to have been using my time to a better 

purpose. 

"As soon as she had had enough of my declarations of affection, she got up, and we returned to Saint-Cloud, 

and I did not leave her until we got to Paris; but she had looked so sad as we were returning, that at last I 

asked her what was the matter. 'I am thinking,' she replied, 'that this has been one of those days of which we 

have but few in life.' My heart beat so that it felt as if it would break my ribs. 

"I saw her on the following Sunday, and the next Sunday, and every Sunday. I took her to Bougival, Saint-

Germain, Maisons-Lafitte, Poissy; to every suburban resort of lovers. 

"The little jade, in turn, pretended to love me, until, at last, I altogether lost my head, and three months later I 

married her. 

"What can you expect, monsieur, when a man is a clerk, living alone, without any relations, or any one to 

advise him? One says to one's self: 'How sweet life would be with a wife!' 

"And so one gets married and she calls you names from morning till night, understands nothing, knows 

nothing, chatters continually, sings the song of Musette at the, top of her voice (oh! that song of Musette, how 

tired one gets of it!); quarrels with the charcoal dealer, tells the janitor all her domestic details, confides all the 

secrets of her bedroom to the neighbor's servant, discusses her husband with the tradespeople and has her 

head so stuffed with stupid stories, with idiotic superstitions, with extraordinary ideas and monstrous 

prejudices, that I--for what I have said applies more particularly to myself--shed tears of discouragement 

every time I talk to her." 

He stopped, as he was rather out of breath and very much moved, and I looked at him, for I felt pity for this 

poor, artless devil, and I was just going to give him some sort of answer, when the boat stopped. We were at 

Saint-Cloud. 

The little woman who had so taken my fancy rose from her seat in order to land. She passed close to me, and 

gave me a sidelong glance and a furtive smile, one of those smiles that drive you wild. Then she jumped on 

the landing-stage. I sprang forward to follow her, but my neighbor laid hold of my arm. I shook myself loose, 

however, whereupon he seized the skirt of my coat and pulled me back, exclaiming: "You shall not go! you 

shall not go!" in such a loud voice that everybody turned round and laughed, and I remained standing 

motionless and furious, but without venturing to face scandal and ridicule, and the steamboat started. 

The little woman on the landing-stage looked at me as I went off with an air of disappointment, while my 

persecutor rubbed his hands and whispered to me: 

"You must acknowledge that I have done you a great service."                           

https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/in-the-spring 

https://americanliterature.com/author/guy-de-maupassant/short-story/in-the-spring
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The Universe as an Infinite Storm of Beauty: John Muir on the Transcendent Interconnectedness of 

Nature 

“When we try to pick out anything by itself, we find it hitched to everything else in the universe.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“I… a universe of atoms… an atom in the universe,” the Nobel-winning physicist Richard Feynman wrote in 

his lovely prose poem about evolution. “The fact that we are connected through space and 

time,” evolutionary biologist Lynn Margulis observed of the interconnectedness of the universe, “shows that 

life is a unitary phenomenon, no matter how we express that fact.” 

A century before Feynman and Margulis, the great Scottish-American naturalist and pioneering 

environmental philosopher John Muir (April 21, 1838–December 24, 1914) channeled this elemental fact of 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/07/19/richard-feynman-science-morality-poem/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/19/lynn-margulis-talking-on-the-water/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1883011248/braipick-20
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existence with uncommon poetic might in John Muir: Nature Writings (public library) — a timeless treasure 

I revisited in composing The Universe in Verse. 

John Muir 

Recounting the epiphany he had while hiking Yosemite’s Cathedral Peak for the first time in the summer of 

his thirtieth year — an epiphany strikingly similar to the one Virginia Woolf had at the moment she 

understood what it means to be an artist — Muir writes: 

When we try to pick out anything by itself, we find it hitched to everything else in the universe. One fancies a 

heart like our own must be beating in every crystal and cell, and we feel like stopping to speak to the plants 

and animals as friendly fellow mountaineers. Nature as a poet, an enthusiastic workingman, becomes more 

and more visible the farther and higher we go; for the mountains are fountains — beginning places, however 

related to sources beyond mortal ken. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1883011248/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/nature-writings/oclc/553870456&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/09/virginia-woolf-cotton-wool-moments-of-being/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1883011248/braipick-20
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Later that summer, as he makes his way to Tuolumne Meadow in eastern Yosemite, Muir is reanimated with 

this awareness of the exquisite, poetic interconnectedness of nature, which transcends individual mortality. In 

a sentiment evocative of Rachel Carson’s lyrical assertion that “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,” Muir 

writes: 

One is constantly reminded of the infinite lavishness and fertility of Nature — inexhaustible abundance amid 

what seems enormous waste. And yet when we look into any of her operations that lie within reach of our 

minds, we learn that no particle of her material is wasted or worn out. It is eternally flowing from use to use, 

beauty to yet higher beauty; and we soon cease to lament waste and death, and rather rejoice and exult in the 

imperishable, unspendable wealth of the universe, and faithfully watch and wait the reappearance of 

everything that melts and fades and dies about us, feeling sure that its next appearance will be better and more 

beautiful than the last. 

[…] 

More and more, in a place like this, we feel ourselves part of wild Nature, kin to everything. 

 

One of Chiura Obata’s paintings of Yosemite 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/02/28/undersea-rachel-carson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/23/chiura-obata-yosemite/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/23/chiura-obata-yosemite/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

99 

A year earlier, during his famous thousand-mile walk to the Gulf of Mexico, Muir recorded his observations 

and meditations in a notebook inscribed John Muir, Earth-Planet, Universe. In one of the entries from this 

notebook, the twenty-nine-year-old Muir counters the human hubris of anthropocentricity in a sentiment far 

ahead of his time and, in many ways, ahead of our own as we grapple with our responsibility to the natural 

world. More than a century before Carl Sagan reminded us that we, like all creatures, are “made of 

starstuff,” Muir humbles us into our proper place in the cosmic order: 

The universe would be incomplete without man; but it would also be incomplete without the smallest 

transmicroscopic creature that dwells beyond our conceitful eyes and knowledge… The fearfully good, the 

orthodox, of this laborious patchwork of modern civilization cry “Heresy” on every one whose sympathies 

reach a single hair’s breadth beyond the boundary epidermis of our own species. Not content with taking all 

of earth, they also claim the celestial country as the only ones who possess the kind of souls for which that 

imponderable empire was planned. 

Long before Maya Angelou reminded us that we are creatures “traveling through casual space, past aloof 

stars, across the way of indifferent suns,” Muir adds: 

This star, our own good earth, made many a successful journey around the heavens ere man was made, and 

whole kingdoms of creatures enjoyed existence and returned to dust ere man appeared to claim them. After 

human beings have also played their part in Creation’s plan, they too may disappear without any general 

burning or extraordinary commotion whatever. 

However disquieting and corrosive to the human ego such awareness may be, Muir argues that we can never 

be conscientious citizens of the universe unless we accept this fundamental cosmic reality. In our chronic 

civilizational denial of it, we are denying nature itself — we are denying, in consequence, our own humanity. 

A century before the inception of the modern environmental movement, he writes: 

No dogma taught by the present civilization seems to form so insuperable an obstacle in the way of a right 

understanding of the relations which culture sustains to wildness as that which regards the world as made 

especially for the uses of man. Every animal, plant, and crystal controverts it in the plainest terms. Yet it is 

taught from century to century as something ever new and precious, and in the resulting darkness the 

enormous conceit is allowed to go unchallenged. 

I have never yet happened upon a trace of evidence that seemed to show that any one animal was ever made 

for another as much as it was made for itself. Not that Nature manifests any such thing as selfish isolation. In 

the making of every animal the presence of every other animal has been recognized. Indeed, every atom in 

creation may be said to be acquainted with and married to every other, but with universal union there is a 

division sufficient in degree for the purposes of the most intense individuality; no matter, therefore, what may 

be the note which any creature forms in the song of existence, it is made first for itself, then more and more 

remotely for all the world and worlds. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/12/the-hour-of-land-terry-tempest-williams/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/12/the-hour-of-land-terry-tempest-williams/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/11/chemistry-imagined-roald-hoffmann-vivian-torrence-carl-sagan/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/11/chemistry-imagined-roald-hoffmann-vivian-torrence-carl-sagan/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
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Illustration by Oliver Jeffers from Here We Are: Notes for Living on Planet Earth 

This revelatory sense of interconnectedness comes over Muir again a decade later, as he journeys to British 

Columbia on a steamer in the spring of 1879, experiencing for the first time the otherworldly wonder and 

might of the open ocean. A century after William Blake saw the universe in a grain of sand, Muir writes: 

The scenery of the ocean, however sublime in vast expanse, seems far less beautiful to us dry-shod animals 

than that of the land seen only in comparatively small patches; but when we contemplate the whole globe as 

one great dewdrop, striped and dotted with continents and islands, flying through space with other stars all 

singing and shining together as one, the whole universe appears as an infinite storm of beauty. 

More than a century later, Muir’s complete Nature Writings remain a transcendent read. Complement this 

portion with Loren Eiseley on the relationship between nature and human nature and Terry Tempest Williams 

— a modern-day spiritual heir of Muir’s — on the wilderness as an antidote to the war within ourselves, then 

revisit Muir’s British contemporary Richard Jefferies on how nature’s beauty dissolves the boundary between 

us and the world. 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-

writings/?mc_cid=6ebe1e6d34&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/11/29/here-we-are-oliver-jeffers/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/19/esperanza-spalding-william-blake-the-fly/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1883011248/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/05/05/loren-eiseley-the-firmament-of-time/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/12/the-hour-of-land-terry-tempest-williams/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/06/richard-jefferies-beauty/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/09/06/richard-jefferies-beauty/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/?mc_cid=6ebe1e6d34&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/10/john-muir-nature-writings/?mc_cid=6ebe1e6d34&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/11/29/here-we-are-oliver-jeffers/
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Extraordinary fossil isolates the moment fish began evolving fingers 

By Loz Blain 

 

An artist's impression of Elpistostege as it may have looked nearly 400 million years ago 

Katrina Kenny 

Described as "the missing evolutionary link in the fish to tetrapod transition," a fascinating Canadian fossil 

reveals an ancient fish species with arm, hand and finger bones similar to our own, wrapped in fins. 

Found some 10 years ago in the Miguasha National Park in Canada's Southeast, the 157-cm (61.8-in) 

specimen dates back to somewhere between 393 and 359 million years ago, a period called the Late Devonian 

age in which a certain family of fish were beginning to experiment with coming out of the water. These 

adventurous little fellas eventually evolved into the entire family of tetrapods, or four-legged vertebrates, a 

family that includes dinosaurs, reptiles, birds, amphibians, whales, dolphins, seals, sea turtles and mammals – 

including humans. Quite a legacy. 

https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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Moving out of the water was one of the most profound and mysterious evolutionary leaps in history, and 

besides needing to develop a way to breathe dry oxygen, these fish found it difficult to support their weight 

and move on dry land. That is, until some of them started exhibiting rudimentary arms. 

Comparative anatomy of pectoral limb endoskeleton and humerus of stem-tetrapod fish and earlier 

 

Evolutionary fish family tree showing significance of Elpistostege in understanding the origin of tetrapods 

Dr. Brian Choo/Flinders University 

 

Flinders University 

https://newatlas.com/biology/fish-hands-fossil-elpistostege/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593#gallery:4
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The humerus, radius, ulna, carpus bones of the wrist and the phalanges organized into digits all appeared 

around this time, and fish lucky enough to receive these mutations would have found it much easier to get 

around without the buoyant assistance of the water. 

That's what we're looking at here with this new Elpistostege fossil. “This is the first time that we have 

unequivocally discovered fingers locked in a fin with fin-rays in any known fish," said John Long, Strategic 

Professor in Palaeontology at Flinders University. "The articulating digits in the fin are like the finger bones 

found in the hands of most animals. This finding pushes back the origin of digits in vertebrates to the fish 

level, and tells us that the patterning for the vertebrate hand was first developed deep in evolution, just before 

fishes left the water.” 

The Late Devonian age is particularly fascinating to evolutionary biologists, because this is where a lot of the 

systems in the human body first appeared. In the last decade, finds from this era have told scientists a lot 

about the early development of the breathing, hearing and eating systems we still use today in a much more 

refined form. 

Elpistostege fills a significant gap in our family tree, as the most evolutionarily advanced "fish" we know of 

that can still be classed as a fish and not a tetrapod. Equipped with a big set of fangs, it was the largest 

predator in its area. "Elpistostege is not necessarily our ancestor," said study co-author Richard Cloutier from 

Universite du Quebec a Rimouski. "But it is closest we can get to a true ‘transitional fossil’, an intermediate 

between fishes and tetrapods.” 

The research was published in the Journal Nature. 

Check out a short animation of what Elpistostege may have looked like in motion, in and out of the water, 

below. There are photos of the fossil itself in the gallery. 

Fish fossil shows the evolutionary origins of human hands 

Source: Flinders University 
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Loz Blain 

Loz has been one of our most versatile contributors since 2007. Joining the team as a motorcycle specialist, he 

has since covered everything from medical technology to aeronautics, music gear and historical artefacts. 

Since 2010 he's branched out into photography, video and audio production. 
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EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-
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How Film Noir Tried to Scare Women out of Working 

In the period immediately following World War II, the femme fatale embodied a host of male anxieties 

about gender roles. 

 

Jeanne Cagney as Vera Novak in Quicksand 

 Getty 

By: Kristin Hunt 

The femme fatale doesn’t get upset when men flirt with her. In fact, she barely looks at them. She just 

answers their lame lines with a witty retort, one that lets them know she’s not necessarily available, and 

that she’s definitely smarter than them. She’s always glamorous, hair immaculately curled and lips with a 

perfect matte finish. You can tell she’s different because she’s usually wearing something dramatic, an 

accessory that would look slightly ridiculous on anyone else. It might be an ankle bracelet, a turban, or a 

set of elbow-length gloves (that she throws in other men’s faces). Other men notice her, and she’ll 

constantly remind you of that fact. But none of these qualities is really what sets the femme fatale apart. 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/kristin-hunt/
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Her defining feature is ambition, which means that, if you’re a man, she’s about to ruin your life. 

Mickey Rooney and Jeanne Cagney in Quicksand via Wikimedia Commons 

 

In the period immediately following World War II, the femme fatale embodied a host of male anxieties 

about gender roles. Returning soldiers worried that the women they left on the homefront wouldn’t look or 

act the same, that they might feel differently after years of separate lives. They also worried that these 

women wouldn’t give up their jobs—jobs the U.S. government had practically begged them to take in 

wartime, but which ultimately belonged to men. 

As the film historian Michael Renov argues, American women received a clear message during World War 

II: “If you women don’t take jobs in the factories, schools, hospitals, and offices across America, your 

husbands and sons will die and we will lose the war.” This was communicated through government agency 

pamphlets like “This Soldier May Die—Unless You Man This Idle Machine” and ads that asked, “Women 

of [fill in the town], are you making these casualty lists longer?” 

“Ambitious women evoke a certain paranoia that is readily apparent in the metaphorical plots of classic 

film noir.” 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Mickey_Rooney-Jeanne_Cagney_in_Quicksand.jpg
https://www.jstor.org/stable/pdf/20686925.pdf?seq=1?mag=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working
https://daily.jstor.org/how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working/?utm_term=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working/?utm_term=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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It was quite the turnaround from previous messaging around women in the workforce. During the Great 

Depression, the government had openly discouraged women from seeking employment, most notably 

through the Economy Act of 1932. This law stipulated that a husband and wife could not both work for the 

U.S. government, and it was never a question which spouse would lose their job in the process. 

The mass exodus of men from the workforce after Pearl Harbor forced a change of heart, but it was only 

temporary. Just a month after the war ended, 600,000 women lost their jobs. That figure would jump to two 

million by November 1946. The expectation was now, in Renov’s words: “If you do not bear children, 

especially sons, dutifully and in large number, the American way of life for which so many suffered and 

died will be seriously threatened.” But not everyone could be expected to snap back to the status quo that 

easily, and the fear that certain women were selfishly hoarding jobs from suffering veterans began seeping 

into popular culture. This particular tension is explored frequently in noir, which cast career women as 

misguided at best, criminals at worst. 

The film professor Jack Boozer points to “negative images of resourceful working women” in movies such 

as The Best Years of Our Lives and All About Eve. In noir, however, these negative images are heightened. 

“Ambitious women evoke a certain paranoia that is readily apparent in the metaphorical plots of classic 

film noir, where they are made to appear beautiful but also treacherous, criminally depraved and 

castrating in their desires,” he writes. 

For instance, Cora Smith, in The Postman Always Rings Twice, works at her husband’s diner, where she 

is bored and longs to “be somebody.” This desire evolves into a murder plot that will allow her to start a 

new life with her drifter boyfriend and inherit the diner for herself—meaning she is literally seeking to kill 

a man for his job. 

The “villainous working girl” trope is also apparent in Quicksand. From her opening scene, Vera Novak is 

tied to her job. She enters the lunch counter where she works and strides up to the cash register. Dan 

Brady, a mechanic sitting there on break, stares at her. He immediately asks her out, but she brushes him 

off. “I’m afraid you’ve made a mistake,” she says coolly. “I don’t come with the merchant’s lunch.” He’s 

insistent, though, and they agree to meet after her shift ends that night. The only problem is Dan doesn’t 

have the money to impress Vera on their date—and a girl like Vera, who does not need him and has 

income of her own, will need to be impressed. 

Dan steals $20 from his job, swearing he’ll replace it before anyone notices. But this kicks off a downward 

spiral, as he commits increasingly more serious crimes to cover up his first. All this could have been 

avoided if he hadn’t met Vera, who’s worked several jobs, known many men, and swears she’ll do 

“whatever it takes” to own a $2,000 mink coat. She is constantly contrasted with Helen, Dan’s “nice” ex-

girlfriend, who just wants to get married. Unlike Vera, Helen is seemingly unemployed, as she is available 

to Dan at virtually any hour of the day. She promises she’ll wait for Dan while he’s in prison, a pledge that 

Vera would never consider. 

Some of noir’s working women are not depicted as evil, but as merely selfish or foolish. The eponymous 

heroines of Mildred Pierce and Laura, for example, are sympathetic and wildly successful at their jobs, 

though they each have a fatal flaw. Mildred is too indulgent with her bratty daughter Veda, a problem that 

is exacerbated once she leaves her husband and starts her restaurant empire. Laura, meanwhile, associates 

with the wrong men, including a mentor who expects affection in exchange for career advancement. Their 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/20688218?mag=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/quicksand-1950
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jobs make them bad mothers and bad judges of character. Ultimately, the message is clear: work could get 

you killed. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working/?utm_term=how-film-noir-tried-

to-scare-women-out-of-

working&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-

On+Software&utm_medium=email  

https://daily.jstor.org/how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working/?utm_term=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working/?utm_term=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working/?utm_term=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working/?utm_term=how-film-noir-tried-to-scare-women-out-of-working&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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The Pot of Gold 

by Mary E. Wilkins Freeman 

 

The Pot of Gold was published in Freeman's collection, The Pot of Gold and Other Stories in 1893. 

 

Andy Waddington, Arkengarthdale, North Yorkshire, 1992 

The Flower family lived in a little house in a broad grassy meadow, which sloped a few rods from their front 

door down to a gentle, silvery river. Right across the river rose a lovely dark green mountain, and when there 

was a rainbow, as there frequently was, nothing could have looked more enchanting than it did rising from the 

opposite bank of the stream with the wet, shadowy mountain for a background. All the Flower family would 

invariably run to their front windows and their door to see it. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

110 

The Flower family numbered nine: Father and Mother Flower and seven children. Father Flower was an 

unappreciated poet, Mother Flower was very much like all mothers, and the seven children were very sweet 

and interesting. Their first names all matched beautifully with their last name, and with their personal 

appearance. For instance, the oldest girl, who had soft blue eyes and flaxen curls, was called Flax Flower; the 

little boy, who came next, and had very red cheeks and loved to sleep late in the morning, was called Poppy 

Flower, and so on. This charming suitableness of their names was owing to Father Flower. He had a theory 

that a great deal of the misery and discord in the world comes from things not matching properly as they 

should; and he thought there ought to be a certain correspondence between all things that were in 

juxtaposition to each other, just as there ought to be between the last two words of a couplet of poetry. But he 

found, very often, there was no correspondence at all, just as words in poetry do not always rhyme when they 

should. However, he did his best to remedy it. He saw that every one of his children's names were suitable 

and accorded with their personal characteristics; and in his flower-garden—for he raised flowers for the 

market—only those of complementary colors were allowed to grow in adjoining beds, and, as often as 

possible, they rhymed in their names. But that was a more difficult matter to manage, and very few flowers 

were rhymed, or, if they were, none rhymed correctly. He had a bed of box next to one of phlox, and a trellis 

of woodbine grew next to one of eglantine, and a thicket of elder-blows was next to one of rose; but he was 

forced to let his violets and honeysuckles and many others go entirely unrhymed—this disturbed him 

considerably, but he reflected that it was not his fault, but that of the man who made the language and named 

the different flowers—he should have looked to it that those of complementary colors had names to rhyme 

with each other, then all would have been harmonious and as it should have been. 

 

Father Flower had chosen this way of earning his livelihood when he realized that he was doomed to be an 

unappreciated poet, because it suited so well with his name; and if the flowers had only rhymed a little better 

he would have been very well contented. As it was, he never grumbled. He also saw to it that the furniture in 

his little house and the cooking utensils rhymed as nearly as possible, though that too was oftentimes a 

difficult matter to bring about, and required a vast deal of thought and hard study. The table always stood 

under the gable end of the roof, the foot-stool always stood where it was cool, and the big rocking-chair in a 

glare of sunlight; the lamp, too, he kept down cellar where it was damp. But all these were rather far-fetched, 

and sometimes quite inconvenient. Occasionally there would be an article that he could not rhyme until he 

had spent years of thought over it, and when he did it would disturb the comfort of the family greatly. There 

was the spider. He puzzled over that exceedingly, and when he rhymed it at last, Mother Flower or one of the 

little girls had always to take the spider beside her, when she sat down, which was of course quite 

troublesome.  

 

The kettle he rhymed first with nettle, and hung a bunch of nettle over it, till all the children got dreadfully 

stung. Then he tried settle, and hung the kettle over the settle. But that was no place for it; they had to go 

without their tea, and everybody who sat on the settle bumped his head against the kettle. At last it occurred to 

Father Flower that if he should make a slight change in the language the kettle could rhyme with the skillet, 

and sit beside it on the stove, as it ought, leaving harmony out of the question, to do. Accordingly all the 

children were instructed to call the skillet a skettle, and the kettle stood by its side on the stove ever afterward. 
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The house was a very pretty one, although it was quite rude and very simple. It was built of logs and had a 

thatched roof, which projected far out over the walls. But it was all overrun with the loveliest flowering vines 

imaginable, and, inside, nothing could have been more exquisitely neat and homelike; although there was 

only one room and a little garret over it. All around the house were the flower-beds and the vine-trellises and 

the blooming shrubs, and they were always in the most beautiful order. Now, although all this was very pretty 

to see, and seemingly very simple to bring to pass, yet there was a vast deal of labor in it for some one; for 

flowers do not look so trim and thriving without tending, and houses do not look so spotlessly clean without 

constant care. All the Flower family worked hard; even the littlest children had their daily tasks set them. The 

oldest girl, especially, little Flax Flower, was kept busy from morning till night taking care of her younger 

brothers and sisters, and weeding flowers. But for all that she was a very happy little girl, as indeed were the 

whole family, as they did not mind working, and loved each other dearly.  

 

Father Flower, to be sure, felt a little sad sometimes; for, although his lot in life was a pleasant one, it was not 

exactly what he would have chosen. Once in a while he had a great longing for something different. He 
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confided a great many of his feelings to Flax Flower; she was more like him than any of the other children, 

and could understand him even better than his wife, he thought. 

One day, when there had been a heavy shower and a beautiful rainbow, he and Flax were out in the garden 

tying up some rose-bushes, which the rain had beaten down, and he said to her how he wished he could find 

the Pot of Gold at the end of the rainbow. Flax, if you will believe me, had never heard of it; so he had to tell 

her all about it, and also say a little poem he had made about it to her. 

The poem ran something in this way: 

O what is it shineth so golden-clear 

    At the rainbow's foot on the dark green hill? 

'Tis the Pot of Gold, that for many a year 

    Has shone, and is shining and dazzling still. 

And whom is it for, O Pilgrim, pray? 

For thee, Sweetheart, should'st thou go that way. 

Flax listened with her soft blue eyes very wide open. "I suppose if we should find that pot of gold it would 

make us very rich, wouldn't it, father?" said she. 

"Yes," replied her father; "we could then have a grand house, and keep a gardener, and a maid to take care of 

the children, and we should no longer have to work so hard." He sighed as he spoke, and tears stood in his 

gentle blue eyes, which were very much like Flax's. "However, we shall never find it," he added. 

"Why couldn't we run ever so fast when we saw the rainbow," inquired Flax, "and get the Pot of Gold?" 

"Don't be foolish, child!" said her father; "you could not possibly reach it before the rainbow was quite faded 

away!" 

"True," said Flax, but she fell to thinking as she tied up the dripping roses. 

The next rainbow they had she eyed very closely, standing out on the front door-step in the rain, and she saw 

that one end of it seemed to touch the ground at the foot of a pine-tree on the side of the mountain, which was 

quite conspicuous amongst its fellows, it was so tall. The other end had nothing especial to mark it. 

"I will try the end where the tall pine-tree is first," said Flax to herself, "because that will be the easiest to 

find—if the Pot of Gold isn't there I will try to find the other end." 
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A few days after that it was very hot and sultry, and at noon the thunder heads were piled high all around the 

horizon. 

"I don't doubt but we shall have showers this afternoon," said Father Flower, when he came in from the 

garden for his dinner. 

After the dinner-dishes were washed up, and the baby rocked to sleep, Flax came to her mother with a 

petition. 

"Mother," said she, "won't you give me a holiday this afternoon?" 

"Why, where do you want to go, Flax?" said her mother. 

"I want to go over on the mountain and hunt for wild flowers," replied Flax. 

"But I think it is going to rain, child, and you will get wet." 

"That won't hurt me any, mother," said Flax, laughing. 

"Well, I don't know as I care," said her mother, hesitatingly. "You have been a very good industrious girl, and 

deserve a little holiday. Only don't go so far that you cannot soon run home if a shower should come up." 

So Flax curled her flaxen hair and tied it up with a blue ribbon, and put on her blue and white checked dress. 

By the time she was ready to go the clouds over in the northwest were piled up very high and black, and it 

was quite late in the afternoon. Very likely her mother would not have let her gone if she had been at home, 

but she had taken the baby, who had waked from his nap, and gone to call on her nearest neighbor, half a mile 

away. As for her father, he was busy in the garden, and all the other children were with him, and they did not 

notice Flax when she stole out of the front door. She crossed the river on a pretty arched stone bridge nearly 

opposite the house, and went directly into the woods on the side of the mountain. 

Everything was very still and dark and solemn in the woods. They knew about the storm that was coming. 

Now and then Flax heard the leaves talking in queer little rustling voices. She inherited the ability to 

understand what they said from her father. They were talking to each other now in the words of her father's 

song. Very likely he had heard them saying it sometime, and that was how he happened to know it, 

"O what is it shineth so golden-clear At the rainbow's foot on the dark green hill?" 

Flax heard the maple leaves inquire. And the pine-leaves answered back: 

"'Tis the Pot of Gold, that for many a year Has shone, and is shining and dazzling still." 

Then the maple-leaves asked: 
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"And whom is it for, O Pilgrim, pray?" 

And the pine-leaves answered: 

"For thee, Sweetheart, should'st thou go that way." 

Flax did not exactly understand the sense of the last question and answer between maple and pine-leaves. But 

they kept on saying it over and over as she ran along. She was going straight to the tall pine-tree. She knew 

just where it was, for she had often been there. Now the rain-drops began to splash through the green boughs, 

and the thunder rolled along the sky. The leaves all tossed about in a strong wind and their soft rustles grew 

into a roar, and the branches and the whole tree caught it up and called out so loud as they writhed and twisted 

about that Flax was almost deafened, the words of the song: 

"O what is it shineth so golden-clear?" 

Flax sped along through the wind and the rain and the thunder. She was very much afraid that she should not 

reach the tall pine which was quite a way distant before the sun shone out, and the rainbow came. 

The sun was already breaking through the clouds when she came in sight of it, way up above her on a rock. 

The rain-drops on the trees began to shine like diamonds, and the words of the song rushed out from their 

midst, louder and sweeter: 

"O what is it shineth so golden-clear?" 

Flax climbed for dear life. Red and green and golden rays were already falling thick around her, and at the 

foot of the pine-tree something was shining wonderfully clear and bright. 

At last she reached it, and just at that instant the rainbow became a perfect one, and there at the foot of the 

wonderful arch of glory was the Pot of Gold. Flax could see it brighter than all the brightness of the rainbow. 

She sank down beside it and put her hand on it, then she closed her eyes and sat still, bathed in red and green 

and violet light—that, and the golden light from the Pot, made her blind and dizzy. As she sat there with her 

hand on the Pot of Gold at the foot of the rainbow, she could hear the leaves over her singing louder and 

louder, till the tones fairly rushed like a wind through her ears. But this time they only sang the last words of 

the song:  

"And whom is it for, O Pilgrim, pray? 

For thee, Sweetheart, should'st thou go that way." 

At last she ventured to open her eyes. The rainbow had faded almost entirely away, only a few tender rose and 

green shades were arching over her; but the Pot of Gold under her hand was still there, and shining brighter 

than ever. All the pine needles with which the ground around it was thickly spread, were turned to needles of 

gold, and some stray couplets of leaves which were springing up through them were all gilded. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

115 

Flax bent over it trembling and lifted the lid off the pot. She expected, of course, to find it full of gold pieces 

that would buy the grand house and the gardener and the maid that her father had spoken about. But to her 

astonishment, when she had lifted the lid off and bent over the Pot to look into it, the first thing she saw was 

the face of her mother looking out of it at her. It was smaller of course, but just the same loving, kindly face 

she had left at home. Then, as she looked longer, she saw her father smiling gently up at her, then came Poppy 

and the baby and all the rest of her dear little brothers and sisters smiling up at her out of the golden gloom 

inside the Pot. At last she actually saw the garden and her father in it tying up the roses, and the pretty little 

vine-covered house, and, finally, she could see right into the dear little room where her mother sat with the 

baby in her lap, and all the others around her.  

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

116 

Flax jumped up. "I will run home," said she, "it is late, and I do want to see them all dreadfully." 

So she left the Golden Pot shining all alone under the pine-tree, and ran home as fast as she could. 

When she reached the house it was almost twilight, but her father was still in the garden. Every rose and lily 

had to be tied up after the shower, and he was but just finishing. He had the tin milk pan hung on him like a 

shield, because it rhymed with man. It certainly was a beautiful rhyme, but it was very inconvenient. Poor 

Mother Flower was at her wits' end to know what to do without it, and it was very awkward for Father Flower 

to work with it fastened to him. 

Flax ran breathlessly into the garden, and threw her arms around her father's neck and kissed him. She 

bumped her nose against the milk pan, but she did not mind that; she was so glad to see him again. Somehow, 

she never remembered being so glad to see him as she was now since she had seen his face in the Pot of Gold. 

"Dear father," cried she, "how glad I am to see you! I found the Pot of Gold at the end of the rainbow!" 

Her father stared at her in amazement. 

"Yes, I did, truly, father," said she. "But it was not full of gold, after all. You was in it, and mother and the 

children and the house and garden and—everything." 

"You were mistaken, dear," said her father, looking at her with his gentle, sorrowful eyes. "You could not 

have found the true end of the rainbow, nor the true Pot of Gold—that is surely full of the most beautiful gold 

pieces, with an angel stamped on every one." 

"But I did, father," persisted Flax. 

"You had better go into your mother, Flax," said her father; "she will be anxious to see you. I know better 

than you about the Pot of Gold at the end of the rainbow." 

So Flax went sorrowfully into the house. There was the tea-kettle singing beside the "skettle," which had 

some nice smelling soup in it, the table was laid for supper, and there sat her mother with the baby in her lap 

and the others all around her—just as they had looked in the Pot of Gold. 

Flax had never been so glad to see them before—and if she didn't hug and kiss them all! 

"I found the Pot of Gold at the end of the rainbow, mother," cried she, "and it was not full of gold, at all; but 

you and father and the children looked out of it at me, and I saw the house and garden and everything in it." 

Her mother looked at her lovingly. "Yes, Flax dear," said she. 

"But father said I was mistaken," said Flax, "and did not find it." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

117 

"Well, dear," said her mother, "your father is a poet, and very wise; we will say no more about it. You can sit 

down here and hold the baby now, while I make the tea." 

Flax was perfectly ready to do that; and, as she sat there with her darling little baby brother crowing in her 

lap, and watched her pretty little brothers and sisters and her dear mother, she felt so happy that she did not 

care any longer whether she had found the true Pot of Gold at the end of the rainbow or not. 

But, after all, do you know, I think her father was mistaken, and that she had. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman/short-story/the-pot-of-gold 
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Hubble probes the birthplace of colossal stars in nearby galaxy 

By Anthony Wood 

 

The Hubble view of starbirth region LHA 120-N150, where enormous stellar bodies are being formed 

ESA/Hubble, NASA, I. Stephens 

The Hubble Space Telescope has captured a dazzling view of a stellar laboratory, which is being used by 

astronomers to understand how truly gargantuan stars come to form. The image features a colorful star field 

and a substructure of the famous Tarantula Nebula, which is located in a satellite galaxy of the Milky Way. 

The new image shows a relatively small collection of stars, dust and gas that occupy a region of space 

evocatively known as LHA 120-N150, which is located on the fringe of the famous tarantula nebula. 

The Tarantula Nebula spans a little under 1,000 light years, and is part of the Large Magellanic Cloud – one 

of two irregular dwarf galaxies that orbits our Milky Way, and will likely merge with it in roughly two billion 

https://newatlas.com/author/anthony-wood/
https://newatlas.com/sharpest-image-tarantula-nebula/54832/
https://newatlas.com/large-magellanic-cloud-collide-milky-way/57874/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

119 

years. The nebula is an incredibly active star-formation region, and plays host to a huge population of massive 

stellar bodies. 

Because it is fairly nearby in astrological terms, and is relatively free of the vast light-absorbing dust clouds 

that so often obscure the space surrounding stellar nurseries, the Tarantula Nebula has become a favored 

laboratory for scientists unraveling the mysteries of star formation. 

More specifically, observations of the nebula could be invaluable in the effort to understand the environments 

in which massive stars are born. According to current theoretical models, enormous stars should form together 

in vast clusters. However, observations of the Tarantula Nebula suggest that around 10 percent of its massive 

stars coalesced in an area of isolated space. 

Astronomers are not yet sure whether these anomalous stars truly formed alone, or whether they – as the 

models suggest – formed in a vast hive of similar stars, and subsequently migrated away. 

The question is a tricky one to answer, as large stars in the process of forming look almost indistinguishable 

to the clumps of dust present in the Large Magellanic Cloud. 

Scroll down to watch a video zooming in on LHA 120-N150 from the vantage point of the Hubble Space 

Telescope. 

Source: ESA/Hubble Space Telescope 

Zoom-in on LHA 120-N150 

We recommend 

1. Singapore Clears New SARS-CoV-2 Assay for Clinical Use 

Justin Petrone, 360Dx, 2020 

2. Freenome, ADC Therapeutics Sign Biomarker Development Deal 

Precision Oncology News, 2019 

3. 98 Moberas: a mobile app to monitor and motivate gynecological oncology (GYO) patients to adhere 

to eras protocol 

A Santiago et al., International Journal of Gynecologic Cancer, 2019 

1. Invivoscribe CDx Assay Gets Expanded FDA Approval Alongside Astellas AML Drug 

Precision Oncology News, 2018 

https://newatlas.com/large-magellanic-cloud-collide-milky-way/57874/
https://www.spacetelescope.org/news/heic2004/?lang
https://www.360dx.com/pcr/singapore-clears-new-sars-cov-2-assay-clinical-use?utm_campaign=covid19&utm_medium=CPC&utm_source=TrendMD#.XmJ6i6gzaMo
https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/business-news/freenome-adc-therapeutics-sign-biomarker-development-deal?utm_campaign=TMD_PON&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_source=TrendMD
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_3/A50.2?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_3/A50.2?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/regulatory-news/invivoscribe-cdx-assay-gets-expanded-fda-approval-alongside-astellas-aml-drug?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
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2. Exact Sciences Touts Advantages of Genomic Health Acquisition for Pipeline Development 

Precision Oncology News, 2019 

3. Q&A: Labceutics' Jordan Clark on Industry, FDA Gap on Rx/Dx Codevelopment Principles 

Precision Oncology News, 2017 

Anthony Wood 

Anthony is a recent law school graduate who also has a degree in Ancient History, for some reason or 

another. Residing in the UK, Anthony has had a passion about anything space orientated from a young age 

and finds it baffling that we have yet to colonize the moon. When not writing he can be found watching 

American football and growing out his magnificent beard. 

 

https://newatlas.com/space/hubble-space-telescope-stars-

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

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

92970593 

  

https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/business-news/exact-sciences-touts-advantages-genomic-health-acquisition-pipeline-development?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1#.XUCN5uhKg2w
https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/molecular-diagnostics/qa-labceutics-jordan-clark-industry-fda-gap-rxdx-codevelopment-principles?utm_campaign=TMD_PON&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_source=TrendMD
https://newatlas.com/author/anthony-wood/
https://newatlas.com/space/hubble-space-telescope-stars-nebula/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593
https://newatlas.com/space/hubble-space-telescope-stars-nebula/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593
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https://newatlas.com/space/hubble-space-telescope-stars-nebula/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=2a75a50b6a-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_03_20_09_17&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-2a75a50b6a-92970593
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VIA PENGUIN BOOKS 

Harry Dodge: Scenes From San Francisco 

"The world was wet, drippy magic." 

By Harry Dodge 

 

When the universe, our 14-billion-year-old universe, was just a baby—say, for the first tens of thousands of 

years after the Big Bang—everything was just a field of plasma, an almost homogeneous field of matter 

except for the lightest scattering of little tiny quantum density fluctuations, or slightly thicker plasma, 

called random seeds. 

Cosmic dust grains started to find each other, to stick. And though they were first moved by a type of 

Brownian motion, the globs—after they had reached a certain size—began to attract each other via 

their mutual gravity. (In this manner, legions of planetesimals formed.) Growth compounded—density 

created more gravity which produced more density—and, eventually, each random seed grew into a galaxy. 

* 

Is love a kind of gravity? (Affinity.) And is the space between people and between objects a sort of meat, or 

matter? Maurice Merleau-Ponty coined the term flesh of the world which he characterized as a sort of 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/607650/my-meteorite-by-harry-dodge/
https://lithub.com/author/harrydodge/
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incarnate principle, this charged space, a viscous tension between organisms in relation—space we 

commonly think of as empty. (I made a drawing recently in which a caveman is saying, Love is very diffuse 

meat.) 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

* 

1985 I had been in San Francisco about three months. Just got this apartment, partially subterranean (under 

the real apartment, the nicer apartment upstairs); the sun had a hard time finding its way in, and the walls were 

concrete up to about four feet. Narrow, maybe nineteen feet wide and about sixty feet long. My roommate had 

cats so there was a litter box in the single bathroom at the back of the apartment. Always two litter boxes, one, 

a castaway outside the back door with four-year-old kitty craps that were never going to get thrown away, and 

a newer litter box, inside, you had to step over to get into the john. I liked sex in this apartment, my bedroom 

was unfamiliar, just a bed, someone’s bed, and women would come in and leave, the sex was unbelievably 

hot, any touch inflamed, one time we fucked each other with our big toes, not so much because I am a foot 

fetishist, but really just the opposite, to adumbrate the superabundance, the manifest exorbitance of the lust-

current, so wet, easy to come. Or not come at all, just make it last, erotic sauna, dirty blankets, copious saliva. 

The front room, the living room in this place was so small, just big enough for a two-seater couch we pulled 

in off the street and a little stool to hold the phone. We had a phone, maybe it cost four bucks somewhere, or 

was already in the apartment when we got there, the cord was two feet long and if you didn’t lean right over 

it—hunched over in a weird uncomfortable way—you would pull the body of the phone off the shelf. I had 

weaseled into my front door this night, behind a SWAT team guy, another one pasted to the wall outside; 

Tactical People were on a megaphone trying to coax someone out of an apartment across the street. I listened 

to voice messages, and a friend from college, a nomad (I hadn’t talked to her in a year or so), she was in town; 

the message was short and unsentimental, I’m staying at Hotel Kinney, an SRO in the Tenderloin, guess I 

missed you, see you sometime. (This was before cell phones and the internet, so you had to have someone’s 

home address and/or phone number in order to find them again; these chance contacts had a kind of desperate 

antic amplitude hard to imagine for a digital native.) I was enchanted by this person, so I decided to run up 

there. The phone rang; I talked to a friend who I hadn’t spoken to in a few years, someone I considered a best 

friend, I mean definitely toptier or whatever (I naturally do long orbits), she had had a child, which I knew. 

She had nominated someone else to be the godmother, a real pill—someone not that nice. My feelings were 

hurt, why wasn’t I the godmother. I didn’t understand why people thought of me as distant, elliptical, cruel in 

the broader field of time-between-visits. Couldn’t they understand that time worked in folds to me, and didn’t 

appear as knots in stretched-out strings. She said, Things happen in the folds, Harry. Important stuff. After we 

hung up I cried. 

This night was cold and a coagulum of torus-shaped billows piled like layers in cheap white cake on the 

surface of the bay. 

The phone rang again, it was a close friend of my roommate, someone I hadn’t met, a sort of speed-addled in-

betweener, on the femme side. He was sick and wanted to talk. There is no help, he seethed, and people are 

dropping dead. No one cares about fags. He had sores on his face, he said, and even his friends seemed to be 

avoiding him. Was he imagining it, he asked me, these fuckers, do you think I am imagining this? I was 

nineteen and the thing I bit on, attempted to address, was his fear of death. We talked for a very long time 

about what it might be like to die, the moment, to slough the burden of individuality, slough the violence—the 
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illusion—of skin. We didn’t want to hang up but we eventually did, people do. Afterward my neck hurt from 

leaning over the phone. In the kitchen I found a little roach and took one long pull off it. And then I put on 

this coat of tails, tuxedo tails, like a penguin with two black triangles hanging down in the back, and jeans that 

were worn out in front so the two sides of the thighs didn’t even hang together anymore, the fronts of the legs 

were an open strip to flesh. My hair was still long blond. I slipped behind the SWAT team melee and caught a 

bus. It was after midnight; we were moving—bus lights barely punctured the low-set rolling vapor, a white 

scud. Forty-five minutes in a spaceship. Then I was at her hotel and the guy at the desk let me up, I knocked 

on the door, holding a cantaloupe as an offering (I had spent my last eighty cents on a cantaloupe en route). 

She was sleepy and didn’t even let me into the room, which was darkened, definitely didn’t invite me in for 

sex, which, truth be told, until that point had been an open question for me. I think there was someone back 

there in the bed—someone bald, small, ugly. I was soon back on the street and out of money, facing a long 

walk home through several different neighborhoods. I was like the Warriors in that movie when the subway 

malfunctions and they need to make it on foot, through varieties of territory to get to the epic convention. I 

turned on the balls of my feet and strode, defiantly, while car after car slowed down next to me, making yes 

now faces, get in faces, blowing kisses, riding alongside, invitations I ignored. Sometimes I swore, 

saying, NO. GET LOST, FUCKER. The cars were innumerable; men were swarming to me. And then 

something peculiar, a sort of etheric ambrosial fizz evanesced and then on beat diminished; no one saw it. 

This was followed instantaneously by a yellow taxi which pulled alongside, an old guy, pale, ruddy with a 

round nose, sunken eyes, big fat face, and three puffs of white hair right, left, and on top; he offered me a ride. 

Something about him was different from the other guys—I said, I can’t, I don’t have money to pay for a taxi. 

He said, No matter, it looks like you need a ride, don’t worry about the money. And I looked at him hard, in 

the eyes, and he didn’t avert my gaze, there we were looking, seeing for a while, and I thought maybe he was 

legit, so I boarded and we slid away. He busied himself with driving. A cable car slid by on Market Street, no 

talking, but I watched his face, lit, unlit, by streetlights also sliding by, strobing in fog, until we pulled onto 

19th Street where the SWAT team had now, evidently, finished their business. 

1989 My friend Jimmy and I had planned this trip for a couple of weeks. We borrowed backpacks from one of 

the spate of German Deadheads that had been quartering at his place. (Jimmy didn’t like Americans and 

always found new roommates at the international hostel.) One of these guys, a big-huge-gentle white boy with 

dreadlocks we called Yeti, hadn’t worn shoes in seven years, I’m assuming as a point of pride. I had very little 

cash and Jimmy was a fucking tightwad so we had to carry food. A multifuel camping stove lifted from a 

store in Berkeley was deemed essential, as was a thirty-five-pound bag of organic brown rice (!)—we figured 

we could always get water and then eat whenever. He said, Meet me at 3:30am cuz I want to hitchhike out the 

280 and it’s illegal to be on the freeway. 

My pack was almost too heavy to lift when I hoisted it onto my back and boarded an otherwise empty bus at 

2:30am. It was cold, loud, buzzing, bright. My guts flipped blue. The bus dropped me nine or so blocks from 

the subway, an interminable walk with a pack I could barely lift; my shoulders and feet were aching when I 

finally got on the train. I careened overground through night toward the stop at the freeway where I knew 

Jimmy would be waiting. The windows on the train were dirty, with hair oil, and the fog was in like disaster. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

The sky opposite was clarion, pastel, fuckable. I mean that in the most pleasant way possible. 
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Jimmy was there. His backpack extended almost two feet beyond his mop of black hair in loose curls. He had 

a long, errant, handsome nose, and screwball teeth that were indelibly white. He was so skinny he sometimes 

wore sweatpants under his jeans to look more normal. We blew on our hands, headed down some sticky stairs 

onto the sidewalk, and proceeded about half a mile to the freeway ramp. It was about 3:15am. The freeway 

was, as we expected, empty, stygian; the few cars there were, sped by at warp speed inches from where we 

shuffled along the shoulder, chain-smoking with our thumbs out. We walked for a long hour, realized we had 

misjudged so many things about this situation. The wind had picked up since we had descended to the 

freeway (bit into armpits, eyelids). 

Suddenly there was a yellow taxi, which came up fast and slowed with a jerk, pulled over hard to the left, and 

stopped. We ran to it, as hitchhikers do, light glowing from inside, an old guy, pale, ruddy with a round nose, 

sunken eyes, big fat face, with three puffs of white hair right, left, and on top. Get in, he jerked his fat thumb 

to the backseat, you can’t be on the freeway like this. I said, We don’t have money to pay for a taxi. He 

said, No matter, it looks like you need a ride, don’t worry about the money. We got in and the car slid away. 

Once we got to Half Moon Bay he let us out. Stay on the ramp and you’ll be fine, don’t go down on the 

freeway. But now it was dawn, and not enough cars rolled by on the ramp so we walked over the curb and 

headed down the grassy slope to the eight-lane roadway and put our thumbs out, chanting loud, incantatory 

spells devised to bring pickup trucks (lying down in the back was our favorite mode of travel). Sharing 

cigarettes, lighting each from the cherry end of the last, we could see the ocean now. The sky opposite was 

clarion, pastel, fuckable. I mean that in the most pleasant way possible. 

1994 There was another time too. We were broke, so walking back from the Wave Organ—a whistling ocean 

sculpture made with rock from a demolished cemetery—at the harbor, the northernmost point of the city. 

(Tides would inundate narrow, long tunnels crafted into the rocks. Each time a wave receded, pressure built 

and a fusillade of low drony hums issued forth: songs both mournful and abject.) This night was cold and a 

coagulum of torus-shaped billows piled like layers in cheap white cake on the surface of the bay. Three of us 

walked, racked with laughter, took turns doing impressions of people gravely injured during bondage-related 

sex acts. A cable car blasted by, clacking up an impossibly steep grade, we grabbed and held on to filigreed 

brass uprights, reading scuffed wood signs and staring at tourists who were staring at us, through the fog and 

dark, until the conductor asked for cash, and then we dropped away at the bottom of Nob Hill. The world was 

wet, drippy magic; mist was rain that never fell, just held, like a gaze, someone you loved. 

At Eddy and Golden Gate a guy pulled a gun, I saw it emerge from his coat, he whispered the words, Don’t 

even move, and we ran as fast as we could for as far as we could. The assailant gave no chase, but we were 

touchy, bullshitted up from it. We approached City Hall, which looks like a mini-Capitol, gold dome, fronted 

by a long, rectangular tent city. My lover at the time was peeing between parked cars and vapor rose up from 

the stream. The taxi showed up again here, you know him by now. He looked shabbier, old, thinner, more 

ruddy, now pocked and kind of rotting. I remember my stomach dropped, I had to keep myself from laying a 

hand onto his face. How old he had become. Pink cheese. Human. His mouth was stuck open a little bit; I 

said, We have no money for a taxi. He said only, I know that. And he did that thing where he jabbed his thumb 

into the air in the direction of the backseat. We giggled until we cried and the car slid away from Civic 

Center. He dropped us on Mission, near 24th. I never saw him again. 

__________________________________ 
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From My Meteorite: Or, Without the Random There Can Be No New Thing by Harry Dodge. Copyright © 

Harry Dodge, 2020. Published by arrangement with Penguin Books, a member of Penguin Random House 

LLC. 

CaliforniaGolden Gate BridgeHarry DodgehitchhikingMy MeteoritePenguin BooksSan FranciscoWave 

Organ 

 

Harry Dodge 

Harry Dodge, author of My Meteorite, is a writer and visual artist whose work has been exhibited at venues 

nationally and internationally. His solo and collaborative work is held in numerous institutions, such as the 

Museum of Modern Art, NY; Hammer Museum, LA; and Museum of Contemporary Art, LA. In 2017 Dodge 

was awarded a Guggenheim Foundation fellowship. He lives with his family in Los Angeles. 

 

https://lithub.com/harry-dodge-scenes-from-san-francisco/ 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/607650/my-meteorite-by-harry-dodge/
https://lithub.com/tag/california/
https://lithub.com/tag/golden-gate-bridge/
https://lithub.com/tag/harry-dodge/
https://lithub.com/tag/hitchhiking/
https://lithub.com/tag/my-meteorite/
https://lithub.com/tag/penguin-books/
https://lithub.com/tag/san-francisco/
https://lithub.com/tag/wave-organ/
https://lithub.com/tag/wave-organ/
https://lithub.com/author/harrydodge/
https://lithub.com/harry-dodge-scenes-from-san-francisco/
https://lithub.com/author/harrydodge/
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Intel's new neuron-based computer matches brain of a small mammal 

By Michael Irving 

An array of Intel Loihi neuromorphic research chips. 

Tim Herman/Intel Corporation 

VIEW 4 IMAGES 

As impressive as computers are becoming, they still pale in comparison to nature’s version – the brain. As 

such scientists have started designing computer chips that work in a similar way to the brain, using artificial 

neurons and synapses. Now Intel has unveiled its most powerful “neuromorphic” computing system to date. 

Named Pohoiki Springs, this system packs in 100 million neurons, putting it on par with the brain of a small 

mammal. 

Traditional computer chips are excellent at quickly crunching huge numbers that would make a human’s eyes 

water. But they aren’t as adept at abstract problems like spotting the difference between dogs and cats, which 

we can do seemingly without thinking. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
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Machine learning is an emerging form of artificial intelligence that’s aiming to improve this. By training a 

system on thousands or millions of examples of what it needs to know, it can learn patterns and become very 

good at that type of task. 

One of the rows of Loihi chips that make up Intel’s latest neuromorphic research system, Pohoiki Springs. 

Intel Corporation 

And that’s the type of computing system that Intel is now experimenting with. The Loihi neuromorphic 

processor packs 130,000 artificial neurons and 130 million synapses, and functions like a human brain. 

Traditional computers process information in one area then pass it on to another for storage. But the Loihi – 

like the brain – performs both functions in the same spot, saving time and energy. Plus, the chip rewires its 

connections over time, boosting that efficiency further. 

Intel says that Loihi is as much as 1,000 times faster and 10,000 times more efficient at certain tasks than 

conventional processors. Just recently, for example, it was put to work identifying and categorizing smells in 

a new form of electronic nose. 

Pohoiki Springs is the latest and most advanced system to use this processor. It’s made up of 768 Loihi chips 

in one box the size of five standard servers. That boosts the number of neurons to an astounding 100 million, 

putting it in the ballpark of the brain of a small mammal. And best of all, it runs on a pretty small amount of 

power, unlike other energy-guzzling servers. 

https://newatlas.com/intel-quantum-computer-chip-neuromorphic/52897/
https://newatlas.com/intel-quantum-computer-chip-neuromorphic/52897/
https://newatlas.com/science/intel-neuromorphic-loihi-smells/
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Pohoiki Springs is made up of 768 Loihi chips, arranged in a series of rows in a five-server box

 

Intel Corporation 

This new system will be accessible via the cloud, allowing members of the Intel Neuromorphic Research 

Community (INRC) to tap into it to tackle more complex problems. 

“Pohoiki Springs scales up our Loihi neuromorphic research chip by more than 750 times, while operating at 

a power level of under 500 watts,” says Mike Davies, INRC director. “The system enables our research 

partners to explore ways to accelerate workloads that run slowly today on conventional architectures, 

including high-performance computing (HPC) systems.” 

Intel says Pohoiki Springs could be put to work in many different areas of computing, such as identifying 

optimal paths for driving directions or deliveries, minimizing risk in stock portfolio returns, or airline 

scheduling. 
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Source: Intel 

We recommend 

1. Multiple Inhibitory Mechanisms of Lidocaine on Bradykinin Receptor Activity in Model Sensory 

Neurons 

Chika Hamaya et al., Regional Anesthesia & Pain Medicine, 2018 

2. ESRA19-0475 Chronic pain neuromodulation for the anaesthesiologist not in practice, but why not 

in the future 

C Aksu et al., Regional Anesthesia & Pain Medicine, 2019 

3. EXPLORING THE ROLE OF THE MICROBIOME IN MULTIPLE SCLEROSIS 

Lloyd Kasper et. al., US Neurol, 2019 

https://newsroom.intel.com/news/intel-scales-neuromorphic-research-system-100-million-neurons/#gs.0yx7xn
https://rapm.bmj.com/content/43/6/605?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://rapm.bmj.com/content/43/6/605?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://rapm.bmj.com/content/44/Suppl_1/A62?utm_campaign=rapm&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd&utm_content=americas&utm_term=1-B
https://rapm.bmj.com/content/44/Suppl_1/A62?utm_campaign=rapm&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd&utm_content=americas&utm_term=1-B
https://touchneurology.com/exploring-the-role-of-the-microbiome-in-multiple-sclerosis/?trendmd-shared=1&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TMM_TrendMD_1
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1. EP220 Survival of filipino women with metastatic brain disease from breast carcinoma who 
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A New England Nun 

by Mary E. Wilkins Freeman 

 

A New England Nun (1891) is about Louisa, who in a month's time, is expected to wed a man whom she's 

only seen the last year of their fifteen year courtship. A poignant story about finding happiness in the midst of 

expectations to follow convention. Freeman's work is featured in our study guides, Feminist 

Literature and Realism. 

 

 

It was late in the afternoon, and the light was waning. There was a difference in the look of the tree shadows 

out in the yard. Somewhere in the distance cows were lowing and a little bell was tinkling; now and then a 

farm-wagon tilted by, and the dust flew; some blue-shirted laborers with shovels over their shoulders plodded 

past; little swarms of flies were dancing up and down before the peoples' faces in the soft air. There seemed to 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman
https://americanliterature.com/feminist-literature-study-guide
https://americanliterature.com/feminist-literature-study-guide
https://americanliterature.com/realism-study-guide


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

132 

be a gentle stir arising over everything for the mere sake of subsidence -- a very premonition of rest and hush 

and night. 

This soft diurnal commotion was over Louisa Ellis also. She had been peacefully sewing at her sitting-room 

window all the afternoon. Now she quilted her needle carefully into her work, which she folded precisely, and 

laid in a basket with her thimble and thread and scissors. Louisa Ellis could not remember that ever in her life 

she had mislaid one of these little feminine appurtenances, which had become, from long use and constant 

association, a very part of her personality. 

Louisa tied a green apron round her waist, and got out a flat straw hat with a green ribbon. Then she went into 

the garden with a little blue crockery bowl, to pick some currants for her tea. After the currants were picked 

she sat on the back door-step and stemmed them, collecting the stems carefully in her apron, and afterwards 

throwing them into the hen-coop. She looked sharply at the grass beside the step to see if any had fallen there. 

Louisa was slow and still in her movements; it took her a long time to prepare her tea; but when ready it was 

set forth with as much grace as if she had been a veritable guest to her own self. The little square table stood 

exactly in the centre of the kitchen, and was covered with a starched linen cloth whose border pattern of 

flowers glistened. Louisa had a damask napkin on her tea-tray, where were arranged a cut-glass tumbler full 

of teaspoons, a silver cream-pitcher, a china sugar-bowl, and one pink china cup and saucer. Louisa used 

china every day -- something which none of her neighbors did. They whispered about it among themselves. 

Their daily tables were laid with common crockery, their sets of best china stayed in the parlor closet, and 

Louisa Ellis was no richer nor better bred than they. Still she would use the china. She had for her supper a 

glass dish full of sugared currants, a plate of little cakes, and one of light white biscuits. Also a leaf or two of 

lettuce, which she cut up daintily. Louisa was very fond of lettuce, which she raised to perfection in her little 

garden. She ate quite heartily, though in a delicate, pecking way; it seemed almost surprising that any 

considerable bulk of the food should vanish. 

After tea she filled a plate with nicely baked thin corn-cakes, and carried them out into the back-yard. 

"Ceasar!" she called. "Ceasar! Ceasar!" 

There was a little rush, and the clank of a chain, and a large yellow-and-white dog appeared at the door of his 

tiny hut, which was half hidden among the tall grasses and flowers. Louisa patted him and gave him the corn-

cakes. Then she returned to the house and washed the tea-things, polishing the china carefully. The twilight 

had deepened; the chorus of the frogs floated in at the open window wonderfully loud and shrill, and once in a 

while a long sharp drone from a tree-toad pierced it. Louisa took off her green gingham apron, disclosing a 

shorter one of pink and white print. She lighted her lamp, and sat down again with her sewing. 

In about half an hour Joe Dagget came. She heard his heavy step on the walk, and rose and took off her pink-

and-white apron. Under that was still another -- white linen with a little cambric edging on the bottom; that 

was Louisa's company apron. She never wore it without her calico sewing apron over it unless she had a 

guest. She had barely folded the pink and white one with methodical haste and laid it in a table-drawer when 

the door opened and Joe Dagget entered. 
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He seemed to fill up the whole room. A little yellow canary that had been asleep in his green cage at the south 

window woke up and fluttered wildly, beating his little yellow wings against the wires. He always did so 

when Joe Dagget came into the room. 

"Good-evening," said Louisa. She extended her hand with a kind of solemn cordiality. 

"Good-evening, Louisa," returned the man, in a loud voice. 

She placed a chair for him, and they sat facing each other, with the table between them. He sat bolt-upright, 

toeing out his heavy feet squarely, glancing with a good-humored uneasiness around the room. She sat gently 

erect, folding her slender hands in her white-linen lap. 

"Been a pleasant day," remarked Dagget. 

"Real pleasant," Louisa assented, softly. "Have you been haying?" she asked, after a little while. 

"Yes, I've been haying all day, down in the ten-acre lot. Pretty hot work." 

"It must be." 

"Yes, it's pretty hot work in the sun." 

"Is your mother well to-day?" 

"Yes, mother's pretty well." 

"I suppose Lily Dyer's with her now?" 

Dagget colored. "Yes, she's with her," he answered, slowly. 

He was not very young, but there was a boyish look about his large face. Louisa was not quite as old as he, 

her face was fairer and smoother, but she gave people the impression of being older. 

"I suppose she's a good deal of help to your mother," she said, further. 

"I guess she is; I don't know how mother'd get along without her," said Dagget, with a sort of embarrassed 

warmth. 

"She looks like a real capable girl. She's pretty-looking too," remarked Louisa. 

"Yes, she is pretty fair looking." 
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Presently Dagget began fingering the books on the table. There was a square red autograph album, and a 

Young Lady's Gift-Book which had belonged to Louisa's mother. He took them up one after the other and 

opened them; then laid them down again, the album on the Gift-Book. 

Louisa kept eying them with mild uneasiness. Finally she rose and changed the position of the books, putting 

the album underneath. That was the way they had been arranged in the first place. 

Dagget gave an awkward little laugh. "Now what difference did it make which book was on top?" said he. 

Louisa looked at him with a deprecating smile. "I always keep them that way," murmured she. 

"You do beat everything," said Dagget, trying to laugh again. His large face was flushed. 

He remained about an hour longer, then rose to take leave. Going out, he stumbled over a rug, and trying to 

recover himself, hit Louisa's work-basket on the table, and knocked it on the floor. 

He looked at Louisa, then at the rolling spools; he ducked himself awkwardly toward them, but she stopped 

him. "Never mind," said she; "I'll pick them up after you're gone." 

She spoke with a mild stiffness. Either she was a little disturbed, or his nervousness affected her, and made 

her seem constrained in her effort to reassure him. 

When Joe Dagget was outside he drew in the sweet evening air with a sigh, and felt much as an innocent and 

perfectly well-intentioned bear might after his exit from a china shop. 

Louisa, on her part, felt much as the kind-hearted, long-suffering owner of the china shop might have done 

after the exit of the bear. 

She tied on the pink, then the green apron, picked up all the scattered treasures and replaced them in her 

work-basket, and straightened the rug. Then she set the lamp on the floor, and began sharply examining the 

carpet. She even rubbed her fingers over it, and looked at them. 

"He's tracked in a good deal of dust," she murmured. "I thought he must have." 

Louisa got a dust-pan and brush, and swept Joe Dagget's track carefully. 

If he could have known it, it would have increased his perplexity and uneasiness, although it would not have 

disturbed his loyalty in the least. He came twice a week to see Louisa Ellis, and every time, sitting there in her 

delicately sweet room, he felt as if surrounded by a hedge of lace. He was afraid to stir lest he should put a 

clumsy foot or hand through the fairy web, and he had always the consciousness that Louisa was watching 

fearfully lest he should. 

Still the lace and Louisa commanded perforce his perfect respect and patience and loyalty. They were to be 

married in a month, after a singular courtship which had lasted for a matter of fifteen years. For fourteen out 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

135 

of the fifteen years the two had not once seen each other, and they had seldom exchanged letters. Joe had been 

all those years in Australia, where he had gone to make his fortune, and where he had stayed until he made it. 

He would have stayed fifty years if it had taken so long, and come home feeble and tottering, or never come 

home at all, to marry Louisa. 

But the fortune had been made in the fourteen years, and he had come home now to marry the woman who 

had been patiently and unquestioningly waiting for him all that time. 

Shortly after they were engaged he had announced to Louisa his determination to strike out into new fields, 

and secure a competency before they should be married. She had listened and assented with the sweet serenity 

which never failed her, not even when her lover set forth on that long and uncertain journey. Joe, buoyed up 

as he was by his sturdy determination, broke down a little at the last, but Louisa kissed him with a mild blush, 

and said good-by. 

"It won't be for long," poor Joe had said, huskily; but it was for fourteen years. 

In that length of time much had happened. Louisa's mother and brother had died, and she was all alone in the 

world. But greatest happening of all -- a subtle happening which both were too simple to understand -- 

Louisa's feet had turned into a path, smooth maybe under a calm, serene sky, but so straight and unswerving 

that it could only meet a check at her grave, and so narrow that there was no room for any one at her side. 

Louisa's first emotion when Joe Dagget came home (he had not apprised her of his coming) was 

consternation, although she would not admit it to herself, and he never dreamed of it. Fifteen years ago she 

had been in love with him -- at least she considered herself to be. Just at that time, gently acquiescing with 

and falling into the natural drift of girlhood, she had seen marriage ahead as a reasonable feature and a 

probable desirability of life. She had listened with calm docility to her mother's views upon the subject. Her 

mother was remarkable for her cool sense and sweet, even temperament. She talked wisely to her daughter 

when Joe Dagget presented himself, and Louisa accepted him with no hesitation. He was the first lover she 

had ever had. 

She had been faithful to him all these years. She had never dreamed of the possibility of marrying any one 

else. Her life, especially for the last seven years, had been full of a pleasant peace, she had never felt 

discontented nor impatient over her lover's absence; still she had always looked forward to his return and their 

marriage as the inevitable conclusion of things. However, she had fallen into a way of placing it so far in the 

future that it was almost equal to placing it over the boundaries of another life. 

When Joe came she had been expecting him, and expecting to be married for fourteen years, but she was as 

much surprised and taken aback as if she had never thought of it. 

Joe's consternation came later. He eyed Louisa with an instant confirmation of his old admiration. She had 

changed but little. She still kept her pretty manner and soft grace, and was, he considered, every whit as 

attractive as ever. As for himself, his stent was done; he had turned his face away from fortune-seeking, and 

the old winds of romance whistled as loud and sweet as ever through his ears. All the song which he had been 

wont to hear in them was Louisa; he had for a long time a loyal belief that he heard it still, but finally it 

seemed to him that although the winds sang always that one song, it had another name. But for Louisa the 
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wind had never more than murmured; now it had gone down, and everything was still. She listened for a little 

while with half-wistful attention; then she turned quietly away and went to work on her wedding clothes. 

Joe had made some extensive and quite magnificent alterations in his house. It was the old homestead; the 

newly-married couple would live there, for Joe could not desert his mother, who refused to leave her old 

home. So Louisa must leave hers. Every morning, rising and going about among her neat maidenly 

possessions, she felt as one looking her last upon the faces of dear friends. It was true that in a measure she 

could take them with her, but, robbed of their old environments, they would appear in such new guises that 

they would almost cease to be themselves. Then there were some peculiar features of her happy solitary life 

which she would probably be obliged to relinquish altogether. Sterner tasks than these graceful but half-

needless ones would probably devolve upon her. There would be a large house to care for; there would be 

company to entertain; there would be Joe's rigorous and feeble old mother to wait upon; and it would be 

contrary to all thrifty village traditions for her to keep more than one servant. Louisa had a little still, and she 

used to occupy herself pleasantly in summer weather with distilling the sweet and aromatic essences from 

roses and peppermint and spearmint. By-and-by her still must be laid away. Her store of essences was already 

considerable, and there would be no time for her to distil for the mere pleasure of it. Then Joe's mother would 

think it foolishness; she had already hinted her opinion in the matter. Louisa dearly loved to sew a linen seam, 

not always for use, but for the simple, mild pleasure which she took in it. She would have been loath to 

confess how more than once she had ripped a seam for the mere delight of sewing it together again. Sitting at 

her window during long sweet afternoons, drawing her needle gently through the dainty fabric, she was peace 

itself. But there was small chance of such foolish comfort in the future. Joe's mother, domineering, shrewd old 

matron that she was even in her old age, and very likely even Joe himself, with his honest masculine rudeness, 

would laugh and frown down all these pretty but senseless old maiden ways. 

Louisa had almost the enthusiasm of an artist over the mere order and cleanliness of her solitary home. She 

had throbs of genuine triumph at the sight of the window-panes which she had polished until they shone like 

jewels. She gloated gently over her orderly bureau-drawers, with their exquisitely folded contents redolent 

with lavender and sweet clover and very purity. Could she be sure of the endurance of even this? She had 

visions, so startling that she half repudiated them as indelicate, of coarse masculine belongings strewn about 

in endless litter; of dust and disorder arising necessarily from a coarse masculine presence in the midst of all 

this delicate harmony. 

Among her forebodings of disturbance, not the least was with regard to Ceasar. Ceasar was a veritable hermit 

of a dog. For the greater part of his life he had dwelt in his secluded hut, shut out from the society of his kind 

and all innocent canine joys. Never had Ceasar since his early youth watched at a woodchuck's hole; never 

had he known the delights of a stray bone at a neighbor's kitchen door. And it was all on account of a sin 

committed when hardly out of his puppyhood. No one knew the possible depth of remorse of which this mild-

visaged, altogether innocent-looking old dog might be capable; but whether or not he had encountered 

remorse, he had encountered a full measure of righteous retribution. Old Ceasar seldom lifted up his voice in 

a growl or a bark; he was fat and sleepy; there were yellow rings which looked like spectacles around his dim 

old eyes; but there was a neighbor who bore on his hand the imprint of several of Ceasar's sharp white 

youthful teeth, and for that he had lived at the end of a chain, all alone in a little hut, for fourteen years. The 

neighbor, who was choleric and smarting with the pain of his wound, had demanded either Ceasar's death or 

complete ostracism. So Louisa's brother, to whom the dog had belonged, had built him his little kennel and 

tied him up. It was now fourteen years since, in a flood of youthful spirits, he had inflicted that memorable 

bite, and with the exception of short excursions, always at the end of the chain, under the strict guardianship 
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of his master or Louisa, the old dog had remained a close prisoner. It is doubtful if, with his limited ambition, 

he took much pride in the fact, but it is certain that he was possessed of considerable cheap fame. He was 

regarded by all the children in the village and by many adults as a very monster of ferocity. St. George's 

dragon could hardly have surpassed in evil repute Louisa Ellis's old yellow dog. Mothers charged their 

children with solemn emphasis not to go too near to him, and the children listened and believed greedily, with 

a fascinated appetite for terror, and ran by Louisa's house stealthily, with many sidelong and backward 

glances at the terrible dog. If perchance he sounded a hoarse bark, there was a panic. Wayfarers chancing into 

Louisa's yard eyed him with respect, and inquired if the chain were stout. Ceasar at large might have seemed a 

very ordinary dog, and excited no comment whatever; chained, his reputation overshadowed him, so that he 

lost his own proper outlines and looked darkly vague and enormous. Joe Dagget, however, with his good-

humored sense and shrewdness, saw him as he was. He strode valiantly up to him and patted him on the head, 

in spite of Louisa's soft clamor of warning, and even attempted to set him loose. Louisa grew so alarmed that 

he desisted, but kept announcing his opinion in the matter quite forcibly at intervals. "There ain't a better-

natured dog in town," he would say, "and it's down-right cruel to keep him tied up there. Some day I'm going 

to take him out." 

Louisa had very little hope that he would not, one of these days, when their interests and possessions should 

be more completely fused in one. She pictured to herself Ceasar on the rampage through the quiet and 

unguarded village. She saw innocent children bleeding in his path. She was herself very fond of the old dog, 

because he had belonged to her dead brother, and he was always very gentle with her; still she had great faith 

in his ferocity. She always warned people not to go too near him. She fed him on ascetic fare of corn-mush 

and cakes, and never fired his dangerous temper with heating and sanguinary diet of flesh and bones. Louisa 

looked at the old dog munching his simple fare, and thought of her approaching marriage and trembled. Still 

no anticipation of disorder and confusion in lieu of sweet peace and harmony, no forebodings of Ceasar on the 

rampage, no wild fluttering of her little yellow canary, were sufficient to turn her a hair's-breadth. Joe Dagget 

had been fond of her and working for her all these years. It was not for her, whatever came to pass, to prove 

untrue and break his heart. She put the exquisite little stitches into her wedding-garments, and the time went 

on until it was only a week before her wedding-day. It was a Tuesday evening, and the wedding was to be a 

week from Wednesday. 

There was a full moon that night. About nine o'clock Louisa strolled down the road a little way. There were 

harvest-fields on either hand, bordered by low stone walls. Luxuriant clumps of bushes grew beside the wall, 

and trees -- wild cherry and old apple-trees -- at intervals. Presently Louisa sat down on the wall and looked 

about her with mildly sorrowful reflectiveness. Tall shrubs of blueberry and meadow-sweet, all woven 

together and tangled with blackberry vines and horsebriers, shut her in on either side. She had a little clear 

space between them. Opposite her, on the other side of the road, was a spreading tree; the moon shone 

between its boughs, and the leaves twinkled like silver. The road was bespread with a beautiful shifting 

dapple of silver and shadow; the air was full of a mysterious sweetness. "I wonder if it's wild grapes?" 

murmured Louisa. She sat there some time. She was just thinking of rising, when she heard footsteps and low 

voices, and remained quiet. It was a lonely place, and she felt a little timid. She thought she would keep still 

in the shadow and let the persons, whoever they might be, pass her. 

But just before they reached her the voices ceased, and the footsteps. She understood that their owners had 

also found seats upon the stone wall. She was wondering if she could not steal away unobserved, when the 

voice broke the stillness. It was Joe Dagget's. She sat still and listened. 
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The voice was announced by a loud sigh, which was as familiar as itself. "Well," said Dagget, "you've made 

up your mind, then, I suppose?" 

"Yes," returned another voice; "I'm going day after to-morrow." 

"That's Lily Dyer," thought Louisa to herself. The voice embodied itself in her mind. She saw a girl tall and 

full-figured, with a firm, fair face, looking fairer and firmer in the moonlight, her strong yellow hair braided 

in a close knot. A girl full of a calm rustic strength and bloom, with a masterful way which might have 

beseemed a princess. Lily Dyer was a favorite with the village folk; she had just the qualities to arouse the 

admiration. She was good and handsome and smart. Louisa had often heard her praises sounded. 

"Well," said Joe Dagget, "I ain't got a word to say." 

"I don't know what you could say," returned Lily Dyer. 

"Not a word to say," repeated Joe, drawing out the words heavily. Then there was a silence. "I ain't sorry," he 

began at last, "that that happened yesterday -- that we kind of let on how we felt to each other. I guess it's just 

as well we knew. Of course I can't do anything any different. I'm going right on an' get married next week. I 

ain't going back on a woman that's waited for me fourteen years, an' break her heart." 

"If you should jilt her to-morrow, I wouldn't have you," spoke up the girl, with sudden vehemence. 

"Well, I ain't going to give you the chance," said he; "but I don't believe you would, either." 

"You'd see I wouldn't. Honor's honor, an' right's right. An' I'd never think anything of any man that went 

against 'em for me or any other girl; you'd find that out, Joe Dagget." 

"Well, you'll find out fast enough that I ain't going against 'em for you or any other girl," returned he. Their 

voices sounded almost as if they were angry with each other. Louisa was listening eagerly. 

"I'm sorry you feel as if you must go away," said Joe, "but I don't know but it's best." 

"Of course it's best. I hope you and I have got common-sense." 

"Well, I suppose you're right." Suddenly Joe's voice got an undertone of tenderness. "Say, Lily," said he, "I'll 

get along well enough myself, but I can't bear to think -- You don't suppose you're going to fret much over 

it?" 

"I guess you'll find out I sha'n't fret much over a married man." 

"Well, I hope you won't -- I hope you won't, Lily. God knows I do. And -- I hope -- one of these days -- you'll 

-- come across somebody else --" 
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"I don't see any reason why I shouldn't." Suddenly her tone changed. She spoke in a sweet, clear voice, so 

loud that she could have been heard across the street. "No, Joe Dagget," said she, "I'll never marry any other 

man as long as I live. I've got good sense, an' I ain't going to break my heart nor make a fool of myself; but 

I'm never going to be married, you can be sure of that. I ain't that sort of a girl to feel this way twice." 

Louisa heard an exclamation and a soft commotion behind the bushes; then Lily spoke again -- the voice 

sounded as if she had risen. "This must be put a stop to," said she. "We've stayed here long enough. I'm going 

home." 

Louisa sat there in a daze, listening to their retreating steps. After a while she got up and slunk softly home 

herself. The next day she did her housework methodically; that was as much a matter of course as breathing; 

but she did not sew on her wedding-clothes. She sat at her window and meditated. In the evening Joe came. 

Louisa Ellis had never known that she had any diplomacy in her, but when she came to look for it that night 

she found it, although meek of its kind, among her little feminine weapons. Even now she could hardly 

believe that she had heard aright, and that she would not do Joe a terrible injury should she break her troth-

plight. She wanted to sound him without betraying too soon her own inclinations in the matter. She did it 

successfully, and they finally came to an understanding; but it was a difficult thing, for he was as afraid of 

betraying himself as she. 

She never mentioned Lily Dyer. She simply said that while she had no cause of complaint against him, she 

had lived so long in one way that she shrank from making a change. 

"Well, I never shrank, Louisa," said Dagget. "I'm going to be honest enough to say that I think maybe it's 

better this way; but if you'd wanted to keep on, I'd have stuck to you till my dying day. I hope you know that." 

"Yes, I do," said she. 

That night she and Joe parted more tenderly than they had done for a long time. Standing in the door, holding 

each other's hands, a last great wave of regretful memory swept over them. 

"Well, this ain't the way we've thought it was all going to end, is it, Louisa?" said Joe. 

She shook her head. There was a little quiver on her placid face. 

"You let me know if there's ever anything I can do for you," said he. "I ain't ever going to forget you, Louisa." 

Then he kissed her, and went down the path. 

Louisa, all alone by herself that night, wept a little, she hardly knew why; but the next morning, on waking, 

she felt like a queen who, after fearing lest her domain be wrested away from her, sees it firmly insured in her 

possession. 

Now the tall weeds and grasses might cluster around Ceasar's little hermit hut, the snow might fall on its roof 

year in and year out, but he never would go on a rampage through the unguarded village. Now the little 

canary might turn itself into a peaceful yellow ball night after night, and have no need to wake and flutter with 
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wild terror against its bars. Louisa could sew linen seams, and distil roses, and dust and polish and fold away 

in lavender, as long as she listed. That afternoon she sat with her needle-work at the window, and felt fairly 

steeped in peace. Lily Dyer, tall and erect and blooming, went past; but she felt no qualm. If Louisa Ellis had 

sold her birthright she did not know it, the taste of the pottage was so delicious, and had been her sole 

satisfaction for so long. Serenity and placid narrowness had become to her as the birthright itself. She gazed 

ahead through a long reach of future days strung together like pearls in a rosary, every one like the others, and 

all smooth and flawless and innocent, and her heart went up in thankfulness. Outside was the fervid summer 

afternoon; the air was filled with the sounds of the busy harvest of men and birds and bees; there were 

halloos, metallic clatterings, sweet calls, and long hummings. Louisa sat, prayerfully numbering her days, like 

an uncloistered nun. 

 

A New England Nun was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Fri, Mar 13, 2020 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman/short-story/a-new-england-nun 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman/short-story/a-new-england-nun
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The Psychology of Social Rule: Pioneering Sociologist Elsie Clews Parsons’s Prophetic Century-Old 

Study of Power, the Rise of Divisiveness, and Why We Classify Ourselves and Others 

“Classification is nine-tenths of subjection.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Years before Walter Lippmann explored stereotypes and the psychology of prejudice, rooted in the 

disquieting fact that “we do not first see, and then define, [but] define first and then see,” and decades before 

Hannah Arendt observed that “society has discovered discrimination as the great social weapon by which one 

may kill men without any bloodshed” before she drew on this insight to illuminate the relationship between 

loneliness and tyranny, the trailblazing anthropologist, sociologist, and folklorist Elsie Clews 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/04/walter-lippmann-public-opinion-stereotypes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/30/hannah-arendt-jewishness-we-refugees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/30/hannah-arendt-jewishness-we-refugees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/20/hannah-arendt-origins-of-totalitarianism-loneliness-isolation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/20/hannah-arendt-origins-of-totalitarianism-loneliness-isolation/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0469328762/braipick-20
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Parsons (November 27, 1875–December 19, 1941) took up these deep-rooted, interleaved questions in her 

prolific and prescient body of work. 

 

Elsie Clews Parsons 

A graduate of Barnard College, Parsons used her family wealth to fund the anthropology department at 

Columbia University during its wartime downturn and helped found The New School — New York’s iconic 
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haven of intellectual freedom and progressive thinking. Greatly influenced by Margaret Fuller, Parsons not 

only advocated for but modeled women’s equal intellectual participation in culture, seeing difference not as a 

point of weakness but as a fulcrum of strength. In an era when social science was still emerging from the 

primordial waters of metaphysics onto the firm ground of methodology and was often tainted with the 

pseudosciences that gave rise to eugenics, in an era when very few women were accredited field researchers 

and published scholars, Parsons researched, wrote, and published more than a dozen deeply insightful works 

challenging many of the era’s damaging givens. Making Native American tribes the focus of her research, she 

saw native societies not as “primitive” cultures that had to be leveled with “civilization,” as the normative 

view of the era dictated, but as alternative models of social organization and cultural practices, valid in their 

own right and in many ways superior to those of her own society — cultures that had a great deal to teach, 

rather than be taught, about how to live. 

Art by Beatrice Alemagna from A Velocity of Being: Letters to 

a Young Reader. 

Parsons was drawn to this inquiry into alternative cultural models by her early and growing skepticism about 

her own culture’s problematic tendencies and the trajectory on which they were setting society. She became a 

radical voice of dissent, writing critically, with tremendous psychosocial insight and foresight, about the early 

signs of what would fester into some of the most troubling, oppressive, and dangerous realities of our own 

time. Of her many then-controversial works, the one that now stands as nothing short of prophetic is her 1916 

book Social Rule: A Study of the Will to Power (public library) — an unheard admonition bellowing in the 

gun barrel of time, presaging the exploitation of the psychological vulnerabilities of the human animal that 

gave rise to the various totalitarian regimes that came to plague the globe in the century since, spurred the 

most concentrated genocide in the history of our species, and the continues to foment the maladies of racism, 

sexism, and nationalism still fraying the fabric of our shared humanity. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/margaret-fuller/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0469328762/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/social-rule-a-study-of-the-will-to-power/oclc/2200282&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
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Art by Lia Halloran for The Universe in Verse. Available as a print. 

Parsons begins with the elemental question of why we are so impelled to divide the world into categories and 

classes, and why we derive such pleasure from ranking our own above others, despite the enormous collective 

cost of these divisions: 

In any study of the relations between personality and social classification the queries arise why the social 

categories are alike so compulsive to the conservative-minded and so precious, why they are given such 

https://www.brainpickings.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://society6.com/product/every-atom-belonging-to-me-as-good-belongs-to-you-art-by-lia-halloran-for-the-universe-in-verse2373447_framed-print?sku=s6-11773478p21a12v61a13v58?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/every-atom-belonging-to-me-as-good-belongs-to-you-art-by-lia-halloran-for-the-universe-in-verse2373447_framed-print?sku=s6-11773478p21a12v61a13v58?curator=brainpicker
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unfailing loyalty, why such unquestioning devotion? To offset the miseries they allow of or further, the 

tragedies they prepare, what satisfaction do they offer? Do they serve only as measures against change, as 

safeguards to habit, — this raising barriers between those most apt to upset one another’s ways, the inevitably 

unlike, the unlike in sex, in age, in economic or cultural class? 

Well before Lippmann observed that “the systems of stereotypes may be the core of our personal tradition, the 

defenses of our position in society,” Parsons locates the answer to the paradox in precisely this self-securing 

social function of labels: 

The social categories are no doubt a safeguard against the innovations personality untrammelled would be up 

to, and this protection is by no means a trifling social function;… they are an unparalleled means of gratifying 

the will to power as it expresses itself in social relations. 

[…] 

The preeminent function of social classification appears therefore to be social rule… Classification is nine-

tenths of subjection. Indeed to rule over another successfully you have only to see to it that he keeps his place 

— his place as a male, her place as a female, his or her place as a junior, as a subject or servant or social 

“inferior” of any kind, as an outcast or exile, a ghost or a god. 

Art by Olivier Tallec from Louis I, King of the Sheep 

Classification, Parsons observes, is not just what we do with others but what we do with ourselves in our 

struggle for belonging and self-inclusion — a struggle that sometimes metastasizes into a tendency toward 

punitive exclusion directed at those we place outside the boundaries of our self-elected classifications. In a 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/04/walter-lippmann-public-opinion-stereotypes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/04/walter-lippmann-public-opinion-stereotypes/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/14/louis-i-king-of-the-sheep-olivier-tallec/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/14/louis-i-king-of-the-sheep-olivier-tallec/
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sentiment of chilling relevance to a common malfunction of twenty-first-century identity politics — a 

necessary healing of painful historical exclusions in many ways, but also one, like all compensatory 

advancements, in danger of over-compensating by veering into an unhealing direction of further divisiveness 

— Parsons adds: 

 

Art by Margaret C. Cook from a rare 1913 edition of Leaves of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

 

Self-control is a means to controlling other people. So is self-classification. The feeling of having our class 

back of us gives us self-assurance… we enhance our sense of power. Similarly, by declassifying or demoting 

others or by suspending their regular classification, so to speak, we get a pleasurable sense of our own power. 

With the eye to the history of civilizations, Parsons argues that “the bulk of our surplus energy, energy 

beyond that applied to sustaining life,” is exerted on subjugating others. Having long advocated for women’s 

equal inclusion in the intellectual, creative, and political spheres of society, she observes that even the 

classification feminist has been hijacked and contorted to work in a direction opposite to its intended purpose. 

Three years before women finally won the right to vote, and half a century after Walt Whitman insisted 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/01/john-o-donohue-walking-on-the-pastures-of-wonder/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/we-found-our-own-o-my-soul-in-the-calm-and-cool-of-the-daybreak_framed-print?sku=s6-8967204p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/we-found-our-own-o-my-soul-in-the-calm-and-cool-of-the-daybreak_framed-print?sku=s6-8967204p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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that “the sole avenue and means of a reconstructed sociology depended, primarily, on a new birth, elevation, 

expansion, invigoration of woman,” Parsons writes: 

Even the woman movement we have called feminism has not succeeded by and large in giving women any 

control over men. It has only changed the distribution of women along the two stated lines of control by men, 

removing vast numbers of women from the class supported by men to the class working for them. 

[…] 

The main objective of feminism in fact may be defeminisation, the declassification of women as women, the 

recognition of women as human beings or personalities. It is not hard to see why the classification of women 

according to sex has ever been so thorough and so rigid. As long as they are thought of in terms of sex and 

that sex the weaker or the submissive, they are subject by hypothesis to control… The more thoroughly a 

woman is classified the more easily is she controlled. 

Economic caste distinctions, Parsons argues, operate along similar lines of social function. Decades before the 

golden age of consumerism opened its post-industrial jaws into gaping income inequality and swallowed the 

century, she writes: 

Through consumption a still greater measure of difference is achieved. This achievement is particularly 

characteristic of course in the class that can best afford to elaborate its consumption, the capitalist class, but 

within the labour class too different standards of living, i. e. of consuming make for caste demarcations. 

[…] 

Conspicuous consumption, conspicuous waste is in all classes a manifestation of the will to power. 

In another passage of extraordinary prescience, penned in the midst of one World War, decades ahead the 

unfathomed next, and a century before the xenophobic border catastrophes of our own time, Parsons considers 

nationalistic tendencies and the social domination of immigrants as particularly perilous expressions of this 

destructive will to power: 

Naturalisation, as it is called in political terms, or, more comprehensively, assimilation is a complex process 

of classification which has of course more than one end… Making citizens is an outlet for the energy of many 

groups of the native born. When the outlet is denied them, when foreigners are considered too disparate for 

assimilation to become possible or when immigrants have resisted assimilation en masse by living in 

segregated communities, the native born are gravely concerned. They feel thwarted and they look for relief. 

Restriction of immigration is one of their favourite self-relief measures. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/05/walt-whitman-women/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/05/walt-whitman-women/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/07/04/borderless-lullabies/
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Art by Yara Kono from Three Balls of Wool (Can Change the World) by Henriqueta Cristina — a poignant 

children’s book about immigration, nonconformity, and the courage to remake society’s givens 

With a condemnatory eye toward a harsh immigration bill that had just been proposed, aiming to bar Hindus 

from entering the United States and to require an English literacy test from other immigrants, Parsons 

observes that such efforts to legalize discrimination are not just a momentary flinch from the terrors of a war-

torn world but emblematic of a deeper, darker human folly — an observation that the following century, with 

its Japanese internment camps and Mexican border wall, would prove grimly astute: 

This campaign against hyphenated Americans is an outcome of a particular state of panic, to be sure, but it 

must also be viewed as a consistent, if acute, part of the ordinary American attitude towards the immigrant. 

Or, to speak more justly, of the articulate Anglo-Saxon American’s attitude. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/25/three-balls-of-wool/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/04/25/three-balls-of-wool/
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Far ahead of her time, Parsons argued for the respect and inclusion not only of the various races and the two 

sexes, but also — long before homosexuality was declassified as a mental disorder, the term LGBTQ coined, 

and the trans identity proudly claimed — for the rights of gender-nonconforming persons: “men-women or 

women-men, the unsexed.” She widened the circle of empathy and creaturely dignity to non-human animals, 

inveighing against cruelty and slaughter, and correctly terming the captivity of wild animals in zoos, circuses, 

and royal courts a form of “enslavement.” 

Finally, turning to the essential humanistic lens that must govern all science — for she had seen science 

warped and politicized in fueling the racist ideologies that set her world ablaze with war, hatred, and 

exclusion — Parsons ends the book with an admonition we are yet to heed and a vision we are yet to realize 

— a vision for a world where science becomes not a tool of subjugation and extractionism but an emissary of 

the wonder of nature and human nature; a world in which diversity becomes not a point of divisiveness but a 

crowning glory of our interconnected fates: 

Unless our culture does develop along certain lines, principally along the line of a greater tolerance for the 

individual variation, a greater respect for personality, scientific applications to society may indeed prove 

unimaginable tyranny. Aside from this possible turn of culture, however, there is another social relief in sight. 

Applied science will be concentrated more and more upon nature. This diversion of energy from controlling 

the animate or the moral to controlling the inanimate or the non-moral is in fact in process; it is already one of 

the most characteristic features of modern life. Thanks to the mechanical inventions it resulted in, it has led to 

innumerable new fields of work and play — for children, for women, and for other subject classes. It is 

transforming child-bearing and the education of children. It has meant public hygiene. Some day it may mean 

social art. It has transformed belief in the mystical efficacy of staying home into concern over home 

conditions. It has meant improving neighbourhoods (rather than regulating neighbours). It has directed 

attention from the ethics of proprietorship to the ethics of use. It has meant the preservation of natural 

resources, substituting here as elsewhere the idea of collective ownership for the theory of natural rights and 

private property. It has meant a world-wide system of communication and transportation. Some day it will 

mean industrial democracy. Some day it will mean the disappearance of nationalisation as it is now 

understood and the disappearance of national wars. Through lessening interest not only in political boundaries 

but in all social boundaries it will force a condition of greater social tolerance in general, precluding the 

individual from masking an attitude of arrogance or tyranny under a social classification. In it, in the 

concentration of our energy upon bettering nature rather than upon bettering man, or, shall we say, in 

bettering human beings through bettering the conditions they live under, in such outlets for effort and 

ambition I find the opportunity par excellence for a greater measure of social freedom. 

Complement with the great humanistic philosopher and psychologist Erich Fromm, a cultural descendent of 

Parsons, on the sane society and what will save us from ourselves, then revisit James Baldwin’s 

classic “Stranger in the Village,” exploring these complex issues along the tightrope between conviction and 

nuance the way only Baldwin can. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/11/elsie-clews-parsons-social-

rule/?mc_cid=6ebe1e6d34&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/03/23/the-sane-society-erich-fromm/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/11/19/gwendolyn-brooks-james-baldwin-library-of-congress/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/11/elsie-clews-parsons-social-rule/?mc_cid=6ebe1e6d34&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/11/elsie-clews-parsons-social-rule/?mc_cid=6ebe1e6d34&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Scientists engineer soft, micro-gel particles from ultra-hard pollen 

By Nick Lavars 

 

Pollen has served as a starting point for a new type of soft, micro-gel particle 

nelsonart/Depositphotos 

Scientists in Singapore have come up with a new type of soft, pliable particle they say can be used as a 

building blocks for a new generation of green and biocompatible materials, all by using pollen as a starting 

point. These incredibly hard natural grains were turned into microgel-like substances using a process likened 

to soap-making, with the scientists hopeful they could one day find a home in the human body or more eco-

friendly sponges. 

The research was carried out at Singapore's Nanyang Technological University, where scientists found 

inspiration in the way the walls of pollen undergo structural changes as the particles sprout tubes during the 

germination process. This process is dictated by enzymes in the pollen walls that alter their elasticity, and the 

researchers set out to see how they could manipulate this to give them entirely new properties. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/2184646/stock-photo-pollen.html


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 523  june 2020 

 

151 

To do this, the team took pollen from a sunflower plant and removed a cement-like layer from the grains. The 

grains were then incubated under alkaline conditions for up to 12 hours, causing them to swell and become 

more gel-like. Conveniently, the team can alter how flexible they become by incubating them for different 

periods of time. What's left are soft, flexible, microgel particles that retain a high level of strength. 

"Both our experimental and computational results give insight into the pollen's basic biological mechanisms, 

and demonstrate how altering the pollen wall structure can cause the pollen particles to swell - much like the 

shape transformations that occur during biological processes such as harmomegathy (the folding of the pollen 

grain to prevent water loss) and germination," says Professor Cho Nam-Joon, who holds the Materials 

Research Society of Singapore Chair in Materials Science and Engineering. "The results also show that we 

can go beyond the performance limits of what nature can accomplish by itself." 

The scientists imagine that with the help of emerging 3D and 4D printing technologies, these new particles 

could serve as building blocks for polymer gels, sponges and other materials with unique properties. And 

because their work so far suggests there is no immunological, allergic or toxic reaction when used with 

human tissues, they could also find use in wound dressings, prosthetics or even electronics that can be 

implanted in the body. 

"Our Nanyang Technological University research team has transformed hard pollen grains beyond their 

natural performance limits, and converted them into soft microgel particles that alter their properties in 

response to external stimuli," says Professor Subra Suresh, study author. "This holds promise for a wide range 

of applications that are environmentally sustainable, economically affordable, and practically scalable." 

A paper describing the research was published in Nature Communications. 

Source: Nanyang Technological University via EurekAlert 

We recommend 

1. Do air-gaps behind soft body armour affect protection? 

Lee Tilsley et al., BMJ Military Health, 2018 

2. Recurrent Rearrangements Identified in Rare Infant Soft Tissue Tumors 

Precision Oncology News, 2018 

3. Preliminary study into the skeletal injuries sustained to the spine from posterior non-perforating 

ballistic impacts into body armour 

Rosalind M Jennings et al., BMJ Military Health, 2018 

1. A Cadaveric Study of Ultrasound-Guided Maxillary Nerve Block Via the Pterygopalatine Fossa: A 

Novel Technique Using the Lateral Pterygoid Plate Approach 

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-020-15294-w
https://researchnews.ntu.edu.sg/2018/12/01/a-carrier-perfected-by-nature/
https://www.eurekalert.org/pub_releases/2020-03/ntu-nst031920.php
https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/164/1/15?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/cancer/recurrent-rearrangements-identified-rare-infant-soft-tissue-tumors?utm_campaign=TMD_PON&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_source=TrendMD
https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/164/3/186?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/164/3/186?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
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Wirinaree Kampitak et al., Regional Anesthesia & Pain Medicine, 2018 

2. Ethical considerations on the complicity of psychologists and scientists in torture 

Nicholas Greig Evans et al., BMJ Military Health, 2019 

3. Abbott Positions Alinity Molecular System for Labs Moving Testing to Single Platform 

Leo O'Connor, 360Dx, 2019 

 

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. 
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https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/165/4/248?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.360dx.com/molecular-diagnostics/abbott-positions-alinity-molecular-system-labs-moving-testing-single-platform?utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_source=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
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