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The fear and uncertainty surrounding the coronavirus pandemic may feel new to many of us. But it is 

strangely familiar to those who lived through the polio epidemic of the last century. 

Like a horror movie, throughout the first half of the 20th century, the polio virus arrived each summer, 

striking without warning. No one knew how polio was transmitted or what caused it. There were wild 

theories that the virus spread from imported bananas or stray cats. There was no known cure or vaccine. 

For the next four decades, swimming pools and movie theaters closed during polio season for fear of this 

invisible enemy. Parents stopped sending their children to playgrounds or birthday parties for fear they 

would “catch polio.” 

In the outbreak of 1916, health workers in New York City would physically remove children from their 

homes or playgrounds if they suspected they might be infected. Kids, who seemed to be targeted by the 

disease, were taken from their families and isolated in sanitariums. 

In 1952, the number of polio cases in the U.S. peaked at 57,879, resulting in 3,145 deaths. Those who 

survived this highly infectious disease could end up with some form of paralysis, forcing them to use 

crutches, wheelchairs or to be put into an iron lung, a large tank respirator that would pull air in and out 

of the lungs, allowing them to breathe. 

Ultimately, poliomyelitis was conquered in 1955 by a vaccine developed by Jonas Salk and his team at the 

University of Pittsburgh. 

In conjunction with the 50th anniversary celebration of the polio vaccine, I produced a documentary, “The 

Shot Felt ‘Round the World,” that told the stories of the many people who worked alongside Salk in the lab 

and participated in vaccine trials. As a filmmaker and senior lecturer at the University of Pittsburgh, I 

believe these stories provide hope in the fight to combat another unseen enemy, coronavirus. 

Pulling together as a nation 

Before a vaccine was available, polio caused more than 15,000 cases of paralysis a year in the U.S. It was 

the most feared disease of the 20th century. With the success of the polio vaccine, Jonas Salk, 39, became 

one of the most celebrated scientists in the world. 

He refused a patent for his work, saying the vaccine belonged to the people and that to patent it would be 

like “patenting the Sun.” Leading drug manufacturers made the vaccine available, and more than 400 

million doses were distributed between 1955 and 1962, reducing the cases of polio by 90%. By the end of 

the century, the polio scare had become a faint memory. 

https://www.cdc.gov/polio/what-is-polio/polio-us.html
https://www.cdc.gov/polio/what-is-polio/polio-us.html
https://books.google.com/books?id=JumHQwdeAd0C&pg=PA10&lpg=PA10&dq=Paul+offit+cats+bananas+caused+polio&source=bl&ots=xe3GuWPgiK&sig=ACfU3U0IMY6kBzq4ObB4dFGfYXonwvS5SA&hl=en&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwjaj5T7xrHoAhVfgnIEHRtjD2MQ6AEwAnoECAoQAQ#v=onepage&q=Paul%20offit%20cats%20bananas%20caused%20polio&f=false
https://books.google.com/books?id=p4YRDAAAQBAJ&pg=PA72&lpg=PA72&dq=polio+oshinsky+swimming+pools+closed+each+summer+playgrounds&source=bl&ots=XQDhmCcXjf&sig=ACfU3U1JWg5hO33KcCWBwUzeXtpT_O01Mg&hl=en&sa=X&ved=2ahUKEwjUkdT43bHoAhUfl3IEHRq7AI0Q6AEwCXoECAwQAQ#v=onepage&q=polio%20oshinsky%20swimming%20pools%20closed%20each%20summer%20playgrounds&f=false
https://ourworldindata.org/polio
https://amhistory.si.edu/polio/howpolio/ironlung.htm
https://www.steeltown.org/poliofilm/
https://www.steeltown.org/poliofilm/
https://www.filmandmedia.pitt.edu/people/carl-kurlander
https://www.cdc.gov/polio/what-is-polio/polio-us.html
http://www.nbcnews.com/id/56324818/ns/technology_and_science-science/t/polio-vaccine-how-us-most-feared-disease-was-eradicated/#.XnkqpNNKiL8
https://doi.org/10.1377/hlthaff.24.3.622
https://doi.org/10.1377/hlthaff.24.3.622
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First and second graders in San Diego line up to be vaccinated in 1955. Bettman Collection via Getty 

Images 

Developing the vaccine was a collective effort, from national leadership by President Franklin Roosevelt to 

those who worked alongside Salk in the lab and the volunteers who rolled up their sleeves to be 

experimentally inoculated. 

Sidney Busis, a young physician at the time, performed tracheotomies on two-year-old children, making an 

incision in their necks and enclosing them in iron lung to artificially sustain their breathing. His wife 

Sylvia was terrified that he would transmit polio to their two young sons when he came home at night. 

In the Salk lab, a graduate student, Ethyl “Mickey” Bailey, pipetted by mouth – pulling liquid up thin glass 

tubes – live polio virus as part of the research process. 

My own neighbor, Martha Hunter, was in grade school when her parents volunteered her for “the shot,” 

the experimental Salk vaccine that no one knew if it would work. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/322390/original/file-20200323-112700-1lp52jt.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/322390/original/file-20200323-112700-1lp52jt.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/san-diego-california-first-and-second-graders-at-the-kit-news-photo/514704620?adppopup=true
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/san-diego-california-first-and-second-graders-at-the-kit-news-photo/514704620?adppopup=true
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jp9V2p40kKw
https://images.theconversation.com/files/322390/original/file-20200323-112700-1lp52jt.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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President Roosevelt, who kept his own paralysis from polio hidden from the public, organized the nonprofit 

National Institute of Infant Paralysis, later known as the March of Dimes. He encouraged every American 

to send dimes to the White House to support treating polio victims and researching a cure. In the process, 

he changed American philanthropy, which had been largely the domain of the wealthy. 

 

Thousands of March of Dimes contributions were delivered to the White House in 1938. Everett 

Historical/Shutterstock.com 

That was a time, said Salk’s oldest son, Dr. Peter Salk, in an interview for our film, when the public trusted 

the medical community and believed in each other. I believe that’s an idea we need to resurrect today. 

What it took to end polio 

https://www.history.com/this-day-in-history/franklin-roosevelt-founds-march-of-dimes
https://images.theconversation.com/files/321992/original/file-20200320-22598-1ctts2g.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/321992/original/file-20200320-22598-1ctts2g.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/marguerite-missy-lehand-fdrs-secretary-opening-249571306
https://www.shutterstock.com/image-photo/marguerite-missy-lehand-fdrs-secretary-opening-249571306
https://images.theconversation.com/files/321992/original/file-20200320-22598-1ctts2g.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Jonas Salk was 33 when he began his medical research in a basement lab at the University of Pittsburgh. 

He had wanted to work on influenza but switched to polio, an area where research funding was more 

available. Three floors above his lab was a polio ward filled to capacity with adults and children in iron 

lungs and rocking beds to help them breathe. 

There were many false leads and dead ends in pursuing remedies. Even President Roosevelt traveled to 

Warm Springs, Georgia, believing that the water there might have curative effects. While most in the 

scientific community believed that a live polio virus vaccine was the answer, Salk went against medical 

orthodoxy. 

 

 

He pursued a killed virus vaccine, trying it first on cells in the lab, then monkeys and, next, young people 

who already had polio. There were no guarantees this would work. Ten years earlier, a different polio 

vaccine had inadvertently given kids polio, killing nine of them. 

https://doi.org/10.5501/wjv.v1.i4.108
https://images.theconversation.com/files/321988/original/file-20200320-22606-fyfgji.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/321988/original/file-20200320-22606-fyfgji.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.sciencehistory.org/historical-profile/jonas-salk-and-albert-bruce-sabin
https://www.passporthealthusa.com/2019/06/how-was-the-polio-vaccine-developed/
https://www.passporthealthusa.com/2019/06/how-was-the-polio-vaccine-developed/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/321988/original/file-20200320-22606-fyfgji.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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In 1953, Salk was given permission to test the vaccine on healthy children and began with his three sons, 

followed by a vaccination pilot study of 7,500 children in local Pittsburgh schools. While the results were 

positive, the vaccine still needed to be tested more widely to gain approval. 

In 1954, the March of Dimes organized a national field trial of 1.8 million schoolchildren, the largest 

medical study in history. The data was processed and on April 12, 1955, six years from when Salk began 

his research, the Salk polio vaccine was declared “safe and effective.” Church bells rang and newspapers 

across the world claimed “Victory Over Polio.” 

Vaccinations and global health security 

In adapting our documentary for broadcast on the Smithsonian Channel, we interviewed Bill Gates, who 

explained why the Bill and Melinda Gates Foundation had made eradicating polio worldwide a top 

priority. 

The polio vaccine was developed through the painstaking work of Jonas Salk and public efforts to fund 

research. 

Vaccines, he said, have saved millions of lives. He joined the World Health Organization, UNICEF, Rotary 

International and others to help finish the job started by the Salk vaccine, eradicating polio in the world. 

This accomplishment will free up resources that will no longer have to be spent on the disease. 

A health care worker delivers an oral dose of the polio vaccine. AP Photo/K.M. Chaudary 

Up until now, smallpox is the only infectious disease we have ever eliminated. But the global 

infrastructure that the polio eradication effort has put in place is helping to fight other infectious diseases 

also, such as Ebola, malaria and now coronavirus. On Feb. 5, 2020, the Bill & Melinda Gates Foundation 

announced it would provide US$100 million to improve detection, isolation and treatment efforts and 

accelerate the development of a vaccine for the coronavirus. 

These are frightening times as the coronavirus spreads in ways reminiscent of poliomyelitis. It’s instructive 

to remember what it took to nearly eradicate polio and a reminder of what we can do when faced with a 

common enemy. On Oct. 24, 2019, World Polio Day, WHO announced there were only 94 cases of wild 

polio in the world. The success of the polio vaccine launched a series of vaccines that negated many of the 

effects of infectious disease for the second half of the 20th century. 

At the end of our film, Salk’s youngest son, Dr. Jonathan Salk, recounted how his father wondered every 

day why we couldn’t apply the spirit of what happened with the development of the polio vaccine to other 

problems, such as disease or poverty. In fighting coronavirus, perhaps the citizens and governments of the 

world will rise to the occasion and demonstrate what is possible when we work together. 

https://theconversation.com/the-deadly-polio-epidemic-and-why-it-matters-for-coronavirus-133976  

https://doi.org/10.1136/bmj.317.7167.1233
https://doi.org/10.1136/bmj.317.7167.1233
https://www.huffpost.com/entry/a-shot-to-save-the-world_b_4151327
https://www.npr.org/2011/01/31/133377748/bill-gates-goal-get-rid-of-polio-forever
https://www.npr.org/2011/01/31/133377748/bill-gates-goal-get-rid-of-polio-forever
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JZvpF6gaGH4
http://www.apimages.com/metadata/Index/Pakistan-Polio/61871c83bfc4446cba55f55c0ebfeffc/166/0
https://ourworldindata.org/smallpox-is-the-only-human-disease-to-be-eradicated-heres-how-the-world-achieved-it
http://polioeradication.org/news-post/five-ways-the-fight-against-polio-is-a-fight-against-other-diseases/
http://polioeradication.org/news-post/five-ways-the-fight-against-polio-is-a-fight-against-other-diseases/
https://www.gatesfoundation.org/Media-Center/Press-Releases/2020/02/Bill-and-Melinda-Gates-Foundation-Dedicates-Additional-Funding-to-the-Novel-Coronavirus-Response
https://www.vox.com/2019/10/24/20930553/polio-outbreak-2019-eradication-who
https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.1704507114
https://theconversation.com/the-deadly-polio-epidemic-and-why-it-matters-for-coronavirus-133976
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Flavin bioorthogonal photocatalysis mechanism 

DIPC   

Figure 1 

A catalyst is a substance that increases the rate of a chemical reaction without itself undergoing any 

permanent chemical change. As the catalyst itself takes part in the reaction it may undergo 

a physical change. Metal complexes are typically regarded as catalysts that convert organic substrates into 

more valuable compounds; however, to date, catalytic transformations of metal complexes are practically 

unknown and represent a complete new way of thinking in catalysis. Their development can expand the 

scope of bioorthogonal chemical reactions to inorganic substances and metal-based prodrugs, fostering the 

creation of new inorganic chemistry toolkits for biology and medicine. 

Bioorthogonality, a term coined by Carolyn R. Bertozzi in 2003, refers to any chemical reaction that can 

occur inside of living systems without interfering with native biochemical processes. Hence, catalytic 

turnover can boost the efficiency of bioorthogonal chemical reactions, unveiling new strategies for prodrug 

activation and uncaging of molecular probes. 

In 2017, a team of researchers reported a new type of light-driven reaction in which the exogenous 

biological molecule riboflavin functions as a bioorthogonal photocatalyst and a metal complex acts as an 

unconventional substrate. This unusual catalyst/substrate pair relies on the photoredox properties of Rf to 

enable the selective activation of a PtIV prodrug of cisplatin with exceptionally low doses of blue light and 

induce apoptotic death in PC-3 human prostate cancer cells. Unlike in classic organometallic catalysis, 

where metals act as catalysts, in this reaction, the metal complex is an unconventional substrate, and the 

biocompatible riboflavin acts as catalyst. 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/2017/09/14/riboflavin-bioorthogonal-photocatalyst/
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Figure 2 

Apart from these pioneering studies on flavins, the enantioselective synthesis of [Ru(bpy)3]2+ via 

organocatalysis, and the recent aromatic amination of cyclometalated RuII and RhIII octahedral complexes 

are the three only examples known to date of catalytic reactions that use metal complexes as substrates. 

This uncharted territory may offer intriguing opportunities to expand synthetic inorganic chemistry and 

foster new catalysis-based applications for coordination and organometallic compounds. 

In order to be able to explore these opportunities it is important to understand how these reactions occur. 

Now, a new study provides 1 a detailed mechanism through which flavins (photo)catalyze the activation of 

PtIV complexes. 

Figure 3 

The researchers use four different free flavins (see figure 3), namely, riboflavin (Rf), flavin 

mononucleotide (FMN), tetra-O-acetyl riboflavin (TARF) and lumiflavin (Lf), and the flavoprotein 

miniSOG (mini Singlet Oxygen Generator), together with a panel of PtIV substrates conveniently selected. 

NMR, steady-state, and time-resolved optical spectroscopy are the experimental techniques employed 

together with density functional theory calculations (DFT). 

They find that the activation via reduction of the PtIV complexes may be influenced by H-bonding 

interactions between the flavin catalyst and the metal substrate and DFT confirms that both the 

isoalloxazine and ribityl moieties of the flavins determine the catalytic efficiency of the process. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/12/flavin-bioorthogonal-photocatalysis-mechanism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6604-1
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These findings about the redox chemistry of flavins toward transition metals may have potential 

implications in the biochemistry and in the cell homeostasis metals other than platinum. For example, 

flavoenzymes such as mercuric reductase regulates Hg resistance in several organisms by promoting the 

conversion of highly toxic HgII species to less dangerous Hg0. 

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

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

paper. 

References 

1. Juan Gurruchaga-Pereda, Virginia Martínez-Martínez, Elixabete Rezabal, Xabier Lopez, Claudio 

Garino, Fabrizio Mancin, Aitziber L. Cortajarena, and Luca Salassa (2020) Flavin Bioorthogonal 

Photocatalysis Toward Platinum Substrates ACS Catalysis doi: 10.1021/acscatal.9b02863 ↩ 

written by 

DIPC 

 

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

research at the cutting edge in the fields of Condensed Matter Physics and Materials Science. Since its 

conception DIPC has stood for the promotion of excellence in research, which demands a flexible space 

where creativity is stimulated by diversity of perspectives. Its dynamic research community integrates local 

host scientists and a constant flow of international visiting researchers. 

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

 Twitter:@DIPCehu 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/12/flavin-bioorthogonal-photocatalysis-

mechanism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnoran

ce+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29 

http://about.me/cesar_tome
https://doi.org/10.1021/acscatal.9b02863
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/12/flavin-bioorthogonal-photocatalysis-mechanism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#origin-note-6604-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=DIPCehu&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/12/flavin-bioorthogonal-photocatalysis-mechanism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/12/flavin-bioorthogonal-photocatalysis-mechanism/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
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Helen 

by George Seferis 

 

Issue no. 202 (Fall 2012) 

               Teukros: . . . in sea-girt island: Cyprus, where it was written by Apollo I should live, naming the 

city Salamis to remember my island home 

                             . . . 

                Helen: It was an image of me; I never stepped foot in Troy 

                Servant: You say so? 

                        Was it only for a cloud we went through so much pain? 

                                —Euripides, Helen 

  

“In Platres the nightingales will not let you sleep.” 

Nightingale so shy amid the breath of the leaves, 

you who bestow music, coolness of the forest 

on the broken bodies, on the souls 

of those who know they will never return. 

Blind voice, you who search amid darkened memory 

for footsteps and gestures, I would not dare say kisses, 

and the bitter, rising sea in the wild woman slave. 

“In Platres the nightingales will not let you sleep.” 

What is Platres, anyway? Who is it that came to know this island? 

I lived my life hearing names I never heard before: 

new places, a myriad of new idiocies of men 

or of the gods; 

        My fate, windblown 

between the final sword of an Ajax 

and some other Salamis 

brought me here to this curving shore. 

                The moon 

rose from the sea as Aphrodite, 

shadowed the Archer’s stars, and now goes to find 

the heart of Scorpio, and changes everything. 

Where then is Truth? 

I, too, went to war, an archer; 

my fate: a man who missed his target. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f683f629bd&e=d538c8f2e0


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

13 

Lyric nightingale, 

a night like this, by the shores of Proteus 

they heard you, Spartan slave girls, and danced their lament, 

and among them—who would have thought it—Helen! 

The one we hunted for years along the Scamander. 

She was there, at the desert’s lip; I touched her; she spoke to me: 

“It isn’t true, it isn’t true,” she cried, 

“I never boarded the blue-bowed ship. 

I never stepped foot in valiant Troy.” 

Breasts girded tight, the sun in her hair, and that stature, 

shadows and smiles all around, 

on shoulders, on thighs, on knees; 

the skin is alive and her eyes 

with those large eyelids, 

she was there, on the shore of a delta. 

                        And at Troy? 

Nothing at Troy—it was just an idol. 

That’s how the gods willed it. 

And Paris, he lay with a shadow as if with a living creature; 

And we, we slaughtered each other ten years now for Helen. 

Great pain and suffering had befallen Greece, 

so many bodies thrown 

into the jaws of the sea, the jaws of the earth; 

so many souls 

poured on the millstones like wheat stalks. 

And the rivers’ silt swelling with blood 

for a piece of linen waving, a moving cloud, 

a butterfly’s shimmer, the flutter of a swan’s down, 

an empty tunic: for a Helen. 

And my brother? 

                Nightingale nightingale nightingale 

What is God? What is not God? What’s between? 

“In Platres the nightingales will not let you sleep.” 

Tearful bird, 

                on sea-kissed Cyprus 

born to remind me of my country, 

here I moored alone with this fairy tale, 

if it is true this is a fairy tale, 

if it is true that men will not again embrace 

the old deceit of the gods; 

                                if it is true 

that some other Teukros, after many years, 

or some Ajax or Priam or Hecuba, 
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or one unknown and nameless who still saw 

a Scamander overflow with corpses, 

yet it’s not in him to hear 

messengers rushing to tell him 

that so much pain, so much life, 

all fell into the void 

for an empty tunic, all for a Helen.   

—Translated from Greek by John Chioles 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f683f629bd&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f683f629bd&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f683f629bd&e=d538c8f2e0
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Two rare sawshark species newly discovered in West Indian Ocean 

By Ben Coxworth 

The sawshark redemption – a Pliotrema kajae specimen 

Newcastle University 

It turns out that there still are new things under the sun – or in this case, under the water. Scientists have 

recently discovered not one but two previously-unknown species of the six-gill sawshark, which is itself 

rarely seen. 

Not to be confused with sawfish, sawsharks similarly have a long tooth-edged rostrum (snout) which they 

swish from side to side in order to cut up prey such as small fish and squid. They differ from sawfish in 

being shorter (maximum length of about 1.5 m/4.9 ft), sporting a pair of sensory barbels on the rostrum, 

and having gills located on the bottom of the body. 

And whereas most sawsharks have five gill slits, six-gill sawsharks … well, they have six. Previously, there 

was only one known species of six-gill, called Pliotrema warreni. In a recent investigation of small-scale 

https://newatlas.com/author/ben-coxworth/
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fisheries off the coasts of Madagascar and Zanzibar, however, an international team of scientists 

discovered two others. 

The new sharks are known as Pliotrema kajae and Pliotrema annae, or more informally as Kaja’s and 

Anna’s six-gill sawsharks. 

 

A radiograph of Pliotrema annae 

Newcastle University 

Dr. Ruth Leeney, from London's Natural History Museum, started by coming across two post-catch P. 

kajae rostra. Multiple full-body specimens, which weren't previously known to represent a new species, 

were subsequently discovered in museum collections. Researchers from Britain's Newcastle University and 

Zanzibar's Institute of Fisheries Research, meanwhile, collected two P. annae specimens. 

The main visual difference between P. warreni and the two new six-gills is the location of their barbels – 

whereas the sensory organs are about two-thirds of the way down from the tip of P. warreni's rostrum, 

they're in the middle of the new sharks' rostra. Additionally, P. annae has a shorter rostrum than the two 

other species. 

Unfortunately, though, the only-just-discovered sawsharks may already be endangered. 

"Considering their known depth distributions, both new species are likely affected by fishing operations," 

says lead author of the study Dr. Simon Weigmann, from the Elasmobranch Research Laboratory in 

https://newatlas.com/biology/new-six-gill-sawsharks/?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:1
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Hamburg, Germany. "This assumption, combined with the limited range and apparent rarity of both new 

species, raises concerns that they are vulnerable to overfishing and might be in continuing decline." 

A paper on the research was recently published in the journal PLOS ONE. 

Source: Newcastle University 

We recommend 

1. Snakebites in Africa and Europe: a military perspective and update for contemporary operations 

Daniel Wilkins et al., BMJ Military Health, 2018 

2. SEngine Precision Medicine, Atomwise Partner on Personalized Cancer Drug Development 

Precision Oncology News, 2019 

3. ESRA19-0622 Cervical plexus block for carotid endarterectomy and beyond: what is possible? 

W Armbruster et al., Regional Anesthesia & Pain Medicine, 2019 

1. EP460 Uncommon case of fallopian tubes teratocarcinomas in 36-year-old female 

K Rasoul-Pelińska et al., International Journal of Gynecologic Cancer, 2019 

https://journals.plos.org/plosone/article?id=10.1371/journal.pone.0228791
https://www.ncl.ac.uk/press/articles/latest/2020/03/newsharks/
https://militaryhealth.bmj.com/content/164/5/370?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://www.precisiononcologynews.com/cancer/sengine-precision-medicine-atomwise-partner-personalized-cancer-drug-development?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=TrendMD&utm_campaign=1&trendmd-shared=1
https://rapm.bmj.com/content/44/Suppl_1/A20.2?utm_campaign=rapm&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd&utm_content=americas&utm_term=1-B
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_4/A293.2?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
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2. 177 A case of cervical embryonal botryoidal rhabdomyosarcoma 

M Godfrey et al., International Journal of Gynecologic Cancer, 2019 

3. EP695 Uterine arteriovenous malformation after molar pregnancy: a case report and review of 

literature 

N Babapour, International Journal of Gynecologic Cancer, 2019 

 

Ben Coxworth 

Based out of Edmonton, Canada, Ben Coxworth has been writing for New Atlas since 2009 and is 

presently Managing Editor for North America. An experienced freelance writer, he previously obtained an 

English BA from the University of Saskatchewan, then spent over 20 years working in various markets as a 

television reporter, producer and news videographer. Ben is particularly interested in scientific innovation, 

human-powered transportation, and the marine environment. 

 

https://newatlas.com/biology/new-six-gill-

sawsharks/?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://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_3/A79.2?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_4/A396.3?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://ijgc.bmj.com/content/29/Suppl_4/A396.3?utm_content=americas&utm_campaign=usage&utm_medium=cpc&utm_source=trendmd
https://newatlas.com/author/ben-coxworth/
https://newatlas.com/biology/new-six-gill-sawsharks/?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/biology/new-six-gill-sawsharks/?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/biology/new-six-gill-sawsharks/?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/biology/new-six-gill-sawsharks/?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/author/ben-coxworth/
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The Cat 

by Mary E. Wilkins Freeman 

 

Freeman delivers this well crafted tale with cunning and patience, just like the cat's. It is about the need for 

companionship, even by those who can survive alone in the harshest conditions. 

 

Von Grzanka, Felis Catus-Cat on Snow, 2010 

The snow was falling, and the Cat's fur was stiffly pointed with it, but he was imperturbable. He sat crouched, 

ready for the death-spring, as he had sat for hours. It was night—but that made no difference—all times were 

as one to the Cat when he was in wait for prey. Then, too, he was under no constraint of human will, for he 

was living alone that winter. Nowhere in the world was any voice calling him; on no hearth was there a 

waiting dish. He was quite free except for his own desires, which tyrannized over him when unsatisfied as 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman
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now. The Cat was very hungry—almost famished, in fact. For days the weather had been very bitter, and all 

the feebler wild things which were his prey by inheritance, the born serfs to his family, had kept, for the most 

part, in their burrows and nests, and the Cat's long hunt had availed him nothing. But he waited with the 

inconceivable patience and persistency of his race; besides, he was certain. The Cat was a creature of absolute 

convictions, and his faith in his deductions never wavered. The rabbit had gone in there between those low-

hung pine boughs.  

Now her little doorway had before it a shaggy curtain of snow, but in there she was. The Cat had seen her 

enter, so like a swift grey shadow that even his sharp and practised eyes had glanced back for the substance 

following, and then she was gone. So he sat down and waited, and he waited still in the white night, listening 

angrily to the north wind starting in the upper heights of the mountains with distant screams, then swelling 

into an awful crescendo of rage, and swooping down with furious white wings of snow like a flock of fierce 

eagles into the valleys and ravines.  

The Cat was on the side of a mountain, on a wooded terrace. Above him a few feet away towered the rock 

ascent as steep as the wall of a cathedral. The Cat had never climbed it—trees were the ladders to his heights 

of life. He had often looked with wonder at the rock, and miauled bitterly and resentfully as man does in the 

face of a forbidding Providence. At his left was the sheer precipice. Behind him, with a short stretch of woody 

growth between, was the frozen perpendicular wall of a mountain stream. Before him was the way to his 

home. When the rabbit came out she was trapped; her little cloven feet could not scale such unbroken steeps. 

So the Cat waited. The place in which he was looked like a maelstrom of the wood.  

The tangle of trees and bushes clinging to the mountain-side with a stern clutch of roots, the prostrate trunks 

and branches, the vines embracing everything with strong knots and coils of growth, had a curious effect, as 

of things which had whirled for ages in a current of raging water, only it was not water, but wind, which had 

disposed everything in circling lines of yielding to its fiercest points of onset. And now over all this whirl of 

wood and rock and dead trunks and branches and vines descended the snow. It blew down like smoke over 

the rock-crest above; it stood in a gyrating column like some death-wraith of nature, on the level, then it broke 

over the edge of the precipice, and the Cat cowered before the fierce backward set of it. It was as if ice 

needles pricked his skin through his beautiful thick fur, but he never faltered and never once cried. He had 

nothing to gain from crying, and everything to lose; the rabbit would hear him cry and know he was waiting. 

It grew darker and darker, with a strange white smother, instead of the natural blackness of night. It was a 

night of storm and death superadded to the night of nature. The mountains were all hidden, wrapped about, 

overawed, and tumultuously overborne by it, but in the midst of it waited, quite unconquered, this little, 

unswerving, living patience and power under a little coat of grey fur. 

A fiercer blast swept over the rock, spun on one mighty foot of whirlwind athwart the level, then was over the 

precipice. 

Then the Cat saw two eyes luminous with terror, frantic with the impulse of flight, he saw a little, quivering, 

dilating nose, he saw two pointing ears, and he kept still, with every one of his fine nerves and muscles 

strained like wires. Then the rabbit was out—there was one long line of incarnate flight and terror—and the 

Cat had her. 
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Then the Cat went home, trailing his prey through the snow. 

The Cat lived in the house which his master had built, as rudely as a child's block-house, but staunchly 

enough. The snow was heavy on the low slant of its roof, but it would not settle under it. The two windows 

and the door were made fast, but the Cat knew a way in. Up a pine-tree behind the house he scuttled, though it 

was hard work with his heavy rabbit, and was in his little window under the eaves, then down through the trap 

to the room below, and on his master's bed with a spring and a great cry of triumph, rabbit and all. But his 

master was not there; he had been gone since early fall and it was now February. He would not return until 

spring, for he was an old man, and the cruel cold of the mountains clutched at his vitals like a panther, and he 

had gone to the village to winter. The Cat had known for a long time that his master was gone, but his 

reasoning was always sequential and circuitous; always for him what had been would be, and the more easily 

for his marvellous waiting powers so he always came home expecting to find his master. 

When he saw that he was still gone, he dragged the rabbit off the rude couch which was the bed to the floor, 

put one little paw on the carcass to keep it steady, and began gnawing with head to one side to bring his 

strongest teeth to bear. 

It was darker in the house than it had been in the wood, and the cold was as deadly, though not so fierce. If the 

Cat had not received his fur coat unquestioningly of Providence, he would have been thankful that he had it. It 

was a mottled grey, white on the face and breast, and thick as fur could grow. 

The wind drove the snow on the windows with such force that it rattled like sleet, and the house trembled a 

little. Then all at once the Cat heard a noise, and stopped gnawing his rabbit and listened, his shining green 

eyes fixed upon a window. Then he heard a hoarse shout, a halloo of despair and entreaty; but he knew it was 

not his master come home, and he waited, one paw still on the rabbit. Then the halloo came again, and then 

the Cat answered. He said all that was essential quite plainly to his own comprehension. There was in his cry 

of response inquiry, information, warning, terror, and finally, the offer of comradeship; but the man outside 

did not hear him, because of the howling of the storm. 

Then there was a great battering pound at the door, then another, and another. The Cat dragged his rabbit 

under the bed. The blows came thicker and faster. It was a weak arm which gave them, but it was nerved by 

desperation. Finally the lock yielded, and the stranger came in. Then the Cat, peering from under the bed, 

blinked with a sudden light, and his green eyes narrowed. The stranger struck a match and looked about. The 

Cat saw a face wild and blue with hunger and cold, and a man who looked poorer and older than his poor old 

master, who was an outcast among men for his poverty and lowly mystery of antecedents; and he heard a 

muttered, unintelligible voicing of distress from the harsh piteous mouth. There was in it both profanity and 

prayer, but the Cat knew nothing of that. 

The stranger braced the door which he had forced, got some wood from the stock in the corner, and kindled a 

fire in the old stove as quickly as his half-frozen hands would allow. He shook so pitiably as he worked that 

the Cat under the bed felt the tremor of it. Then the man, who was small and feeble and marked with the scars 

of suffering which he had pulled down upon his own head, sat down in one of the old chairs and crouched 

over the fire as if it were the one love and desire of his soul, holding out his yellow hands like yellow claws, 

and he groaned. The Cat came out from under the bed and leaped up on his lap with the rabbit. The man gave 

a great shout and start of terror, and sprang, and the Cat slid clawing to the floor, and the rabbit fell inertly, 

and the man leaned, gasping with fright, and ghastly, against the wall.  
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The Cat grabbed the rabbit by the slack of its neck and dragged it to the man's feet. Then he raised his shrill, 

insistent cry, he arched his back high, his tail was a splendid waving plume. He rubbed against the man's feet, 

which were bursting out of their torn shoes. 

The man pushed the Cat away, gently enough, and began searching about the little cabin. He even climbed 

painfully the ladder to the loft, lit a match, and peered up in the darkness with straining eyes. He feared lest 

there might be a man, since there was a cat. His experience with men had not been pleasant, and neither had 

the experience of men been pleasant with him. He was an old wandering Ishmael among his kind; he had 

stumbled upon the house of a brother, and the brother was not at home, and he was glad. 

He returned to the Cat, and stooped stiffly and stroked his back, which the animal arched like the spring of a 

bow. 

Then he took up the rabbit and looked at it eagerly by the firelight. His jaws worked. He could almost have 

devoured it raw. He fumbled—the Cat close at his heels—around some rude shelves and a table, and found, 

with a grunt of self-gratulation, a lamp with oil in it. That he lighted; then he found a frying-pan and a knife, 

and skinned the rabbit, and prepared it for cooking, the Cat always at his feet. 

When the odour of the cooking flesh filled the cabin, both the man and the Cat looked wolfish. The man 

turned the rabbit with one hand and stooped to pat the Cat with the other. The Cat thought him a fine man. He 

loved him with all his heart, though he had known him such a short time, and though the man had a face both 

pitiful and sharply set at variance with the best of things. 

It was a face with the grimy grizzle of age upon it, with fever hollows in the cheeks, and the memories of 

wrong in the dim eyes, but the Cat accepted the man unquestioningly and loved him. When the rabbit was half 

cooked, neither the man nor the Cat could wait any longer. The man took it from the fire, divided it exactly in 

halves, gave the Cat one, and took the other himself. Then they ate. 

Then the man blew out the light, called the Cat to him, got on the bed, drew up the ragged coverings, and fell 

asleep with the Cat in his bosom. 

The man was the Cat's guest all the rest of the winter, and winter is long in the mountains. The rightful owner 

of the little hut did not return until May. All that time the Cat toiled hard, and he grew rather thin himself, for 

he shared everything except mice with his guest; and sometimes game was wary, and the fruit of patience of 

days was very little for two. The man was ill and weak, however, and unable to eat much, which was 

fortunate, since he could not hunt for himself. All day long he lay on the bed, or else sat crouched over the 

fire. It was a good thing that fire-wood was ready at hand for the picking up, not a stone's-throw from the 

door, for that he had to attend to himself. 

The Cat foraged tirelessly. Sometimes he was gone for days together, and at first the man used to be terrified, 

thinking he would never return; then he would hear the familiar cry at the door, and stumble to his feet and let 

him in. Then the two would dine together, sharing equally; then the Cat would rest and purr, and finally sleep 

in the man's arms. 
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Towards spring the game grew plentiful; more wild little quarry were tempted out of their homes, in search of 

love as well as food. One day the Cat had luck—a rabbit, a partridge, and a mouse. He could not carry them 

all at once, but finally he had them together at the house door. Then he cried, but no one answered. All the 

mountain streams were loosened, and the air was full of the gurgle of many waters, occasionally pierced by a 

bird-whistle.  

The trees rustled with a new sound to the spring wind; there was a flush of rose and gold-green on the 

breasting surface of a distant mountain seen through an opening in the wood. The tips of the bushes were 

swollen and glistening red, and now and then there was a flower; but the Cat had nothing to do with flowers. 

He stood beside his booty at the house door, and cried and cried with his insistent triumph and complaint and 

pleading, but no one came to let him in. Then the cat left his little treasures at the door, and went around to the 

back of the house to the pine-tree, and was up the trunk with a wild scramble, and in through his little 

window, and down through the trap to the room, and the man was gone. 

The Cat cried again—that cry of the animal for human companionship which is one of the sad notes of the 

world; he looked in all the corners; he sprang to the chair at the window and looked out; but no one came. The 

man was gone and he never came again. 

The Cat ate his mouse out on the turf beside the house; the rabbit and the partridge he carried painfully into 

the house, but the man did not come to share them. Finally, in the course of a day or two, he ate them up 

himself; then he slept a long time on the bed, and when he waked the man was not there. 

Then the Cat went forth to his hunting-grounds again, and came home at night with a plump bird, reasoning 

with his tireless persistency in expectancy that the man would be there; and there was a light in the window, 

and when he cried his old master opened the door and let him in. 

His master had strong comradeship with the Cat, but not affection. He never patted him like that gentler 

outcast, but he had a pride in him and an anxiety for his welfare, though he had left him alone all winter 

without scruple. He feared lest some misfortune might have come to the Cat, though he was so large of his 

kind, and a mighty hunter. Therefore, when he saw him at the door in all the glory of his glossy winter coat, 

his white breast and face shining like snow in the sun, his own face lit up with welcome, and the Cat 

embraced his feet with his sinuous body vibrant with rejoicing purrs. 

The Cat had his bird to himself, for his master had his own supper already cooking on the stove. After supper 

the Cat's master took his pipe, and sought a small store of tobacco which he had left in his hut over winter. He 

had thought often of it; that and the Cat seemed something to come home to in the spring. But the tobacco 

was gone; not a dust left. The man swore a little in a grim monotone, which made the profanity lose its 

customary effect. He had been, and was, a hard drinker; he had knocked about the world until the marks of its 

sharp corners were on his very soul, which was thereby calloused, until his very sensibility to loss was dulled. 

He was a very old man. 

He searched for the tobacco with a sort of dull combativeness of persistency; then he stared with stupid 

wonder around the room. Suddenly many features struck him as being changed. Another stove-lid was 

broken; an old piece of carpet was tacked up over a window to keep out the cold; his fire-wood was gone. He 
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looked and there was no oil left in his can. He looked at the coverings on his bed; he took them up, and again 

he made that strange remonstrant noise in his throat. Then he looked again for his tobacco. 

Finally he gave it up. He sat down beside the fire, for May in the mountains is cold; he held his empty pipe in 

his mouth, his rough forehead knitted, and he and the Cat looked at each other across that impassable barrier 

of silence which has been set between man and beast from the creation of the world. 

 

The Cat was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Thu, Mar 12, 2020 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/mary-e-wilkins-freeman/short-story/the-cat 
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Doris Day Changed Us Forever 

What did women coming of age in the 1950s think of Doris Day in Calamity Jane? Does her filmography 

have the same meaning now? 

 

Doris Day in Calamity Jane 

via Flickr 

By: Cara Strickland 

I was about six years old when my grandmother introduced me to my first Doris Day movie, Calamity Jane, 

on VHS. Made in 1953, Calamity Jane is loosely based on the life of Wild West legend Martha Jane Canary 

Burke. The movie sought to capitalize on the success of Annie Get Your Gun (1950), which featured another 

straight-shooting female lead from the Wild West. Moviegoers in the early 50s were clamoring for strong 

female characters, unaware that young girls might still be watching their same movies decades later, in the 

early 90s, for the same reason. 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/53035820@N02/7596114226
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/cara-strickland/
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My grandmother and I bonded over Doris Day films. Although we didn’t live close to one another, whenever 

we got on the phone, we’d talk about a new movie that I’d seen and that she remembered. I wonder now, what 

did Doris Day mean to her when she was young, going to the movies in the theaters? What did she originally 

think of Calamity Jane? 

Weekly Newsletter 

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

Subscribe
 

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

Many people consider Day to be an inoffensive girl next door—virginal, blonde, perhaps a little boring. 

In Calamity Jane, however, Day carries a gun, firing it at will, even inside the local saloon (where she orders 

sarsaparilla, but in a tough voice that belies the fact that she’s ordering a soft drink). She wears buckskin pants 

and a jacket, which frequently causes others to mistake her for a man. She laughs and talks as loudly as she 

wants. Essentially, she is a stark contrast to every other woman in the film. The Deadwood men offer her a 

certain amount of respect, grudging though it may be. 

There’s more to it than that, of course. There is a love story between Jane and Bill Hickok, played by Howard 

Keel. There is also a story of friendship between Jane and Katie, a woman who comes to town impersonating 

a famous entertainer. The two appear to be the only single women in town, and become roommates and fast 

friends, with Katie ostensibly teaching Jane how to appear more feminine, part of a plan to woo her secret 

love. The femininity only sort of takes. The movie ends, predictably enough for an early 1950s musical, with 

a double wedding. 

Was there more to these seemingly shallow plots than meets the eye? Could the movies have managed 

to do two things at the same time? 

I knew then, as a very young girl, that I liked Day’s spunky, can-do personality and jaunty independence, 

though I doubt I would have been able to put that into words. Perhaps that’s why I never fully embraced her 

later movies, like Pillow Talk, Lover Come Back, and Send Me No Flowers, all with Rock Hudson, which are 

better known. They didn’t give me the same feeling of female freedom. 

These later movies are often called her “sex comedies,” but the joke is that no one was having any, much to 

the chagrin of whatever leading man was trying to seduce Day. Her image in these movies was often seen as 

“goody two shoes,” a woman who wanted to be married before hopping into bed—a plot that failed to work 

as the sixties unfolded and cultural views on sexual morality shifted. 

https://daily.jstor.org/doris-day-changed-us-forever/?utm_term=Read%20More&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/doris-day-changed-us-forever/?utm_term=Read%20More&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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via Flickr 

But was there more to these seemingly shallow plots than meets the eye? Could the movies have managed to 

do two things at the same time? The film scholar Dennis Bingham, writing for Cinema Journal in 2006, 

seems to think so: 

Long-lasting star personas generally manage to contain their share of contradictions, or to put it differently: 

they allow both conservative and progressive meanings… Day’s career can be seen historically as embodying 

the conservative in the Warner Bros. period, with its nostalgic family musicals and tomboy and girl-next-door 

characters, and the progressive in the transitional period, which established her in roles of independent career 

women and wives who held their own with established male stars. In the sex comedies, however, the two 

collide, making the resulting persona often hard to read. 

As a young girl, watching Day’s movies in no particular order, it was harder for me to see a shift in the types 

of movies she did. I wasn’t looking for a misstep, for her to let me down as a woman, so if she did that, in a 

https://www.flickr.com/photos/x-ray_delta_one/5992892892
https://www.jstor.org/stable/3877747?mag=doris-day-changed-us-forever
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musical or a movie with Rock Hudson, I would have missed it. Still, Bingham’s reading implies that we don’t 

need to take Day’s characters in the musicals seriously. But if we remove the implied boy from the “girl next 

door” narrative, we’re often left only with a young girl, usually a nice one, in Day’s case, often a funny one, 

which doesn’t seem like such a bad thing. It glosses over roles that don’t fit into this neat framework—Day’s 

character in April in Paris, for example, plays a gritty chorus girl who creates havoc as an accidental 

diplomatic representative of the arts. If what we mean by “girl next door” is a bland, inoffensive person, this 

character is a girl next door to no one. Bingham continues: 

Criticism that dismisses Day as sexless or as marriage bait does not hold up to the most casual viewing of the 

films. These are the ultimate comedies of masculine hubris, in which a trickster male at last meets the mark 

who shows him how shallow his life has been… In sinking to the bottom of his character—tricking a woman 

by seeming to be someone he’s not—the wolf discovers a better man, the one he’s been pretending to be. 

Through him, he finds he likes being loved, and by a woman who is at least his equal. The rootless playboy is 

ready for marriage in the fade-out. The question begged by these films is whether the heroine, who has been 

no more in search of a spouse than the man has, wants to give up her independent life at the altar, and indeed 

how much of it she will give up. 

While this is certainly true of the “sex comedies,” it’s also true in some of the musicals. April in Paris pairs 

up Day with Ray Bolger (perhaps most known for his role as Scarecrow in The Wizard of Oz), but though he’s 

a politician, with her intense independence, it’s hard to imagine her giving up her career. After all, it’s that 

independence that attracted Bolger in the first place. 

I have to wonder how this idea of female strength and independence hit my grandmother, who was born in 

1935, and her contemporaries, who made up a large swathe of Doris Day’s fans. For the most part, they were 

born during the Great Depression, coming of age during World War II. Many of them watched their mothers 

go to work, sacrificing for their families as their fathers went off to war, only to be relieved of any duties 

outside the home once the war was over. It must have been a befuddling time to become a woman. 

Molly Haskell, a feminist film critic born in 1939, is one of the women who saw Doris Day on the big screen, 

just as she was figuring out her own identity. She writes for Film Comment’s Guilty Pleasures column about 

some of the movies and actors that shaped her, including Doris Day. “Doris Day was always so much better—

both more talented and generally more interesting—than the insipid goody-two-shoes image popularized by 

her detractors,” she writes. Like me, she found something to emulate watching Day take on the Wild West. 

“For me, the transitional movie, as together we made the passage from tomboy to boy crazy, was Calamity 

Jane. Calamity wears pants, talks tough, shoots straight… Day wasn’t just some reassuring ‘girl next door’ 

for me.” 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/43455239?mag=doris-day-changed-us-forever


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

29 

Getty 

When I look back at some of the “nostalgic family musicals” of the 1950s, I also see more than just the girl 

next door. In By the Light of the Silvery Moon (a sequel to On Moonlight Bay, and one of several movies she 

did with Gordon MacRae), her character, Marjorie, is first seen underneath a car, fixing it, having worked 

with the local mechanic during WWI (while her fiancé was at war). He returns early on in the movie and they 

make plans to get married, but he wants to have more money first. “We’d only have to wait half as long if I 

had a job and was saving along with you,” she says, kicking off a fight with her very traditional fiancé, who 

says: “I intend on becoming a capable provider, a good husband and a father without any help from you.” 

Though the plot leads to taking out a loan instead of sending Marjorie to work, the idea that women couldn’t 

contribute by working is intended to elicit a laugh—a remnant from a bygone era. 

Work, and the life it was shown to create, was not without some glamour. Take this exchange from Pillow 

Talk, a conversation between Day’s character, Jan, and her maid Alma: 

ALMA: If there’s anything worse than a woman living alone, it’s a woman saying she likes it. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

30 

JAN: Well, I do like it. I have a good job, a lovely apartment. I go out with very nice men to the best places. 

The theater. The finest restaurants. What am I missing? 

ALMA: If you have to ask, believe me, you’re missing it. 

As Bingham puts it: 

This fifties film might assume that a single woman’s unhappiness is such a given that it needs no proof or 

explanation. However, in embellishing the evolved Doris Day image with the finishing touches of a chic 

apartment, an exciting job, and a smashing wardrobe, the film boxes itself into the rich fantasy of female 

independence, mobility, and comfort that it has so lushly created. 

Certainly, with conniving men, like those Day’s character encounters, it’s forgivable to wonder why she 

wouldn’t want to remain single, even as she rides into the sunset with a reformed groom. 

It wasn’t that Day’s characters were against meeting a romantic partner—in fact, most were enthusiastic about 

it when it arose—it just wasn’t their reason for being. Most of her characters got right on with life, not seeing 

it as incomplete without a husband—an idea which was still quite revolutionary at the time. Day’s characters 

had all of the trappings of a satisfying life, but it mattered that she played them. She brought a forthright, 

cheerful, and spunky quality to so many of her roles, giving her fans something to emulate, even if they didn’t 

have all the accessories. As the late film critic Jay Carr wrote for Turner Classic Movies: “There have been 

lots of pretty blondes, but few Doris Days. Her young female fans didn’t just want to watch her and listen to 

her. They wanted to be her.” 

Day certainly had her critics, at the height of her fame as well as now. She was too happy-go-lucky, too 

straight-laced, too wholesome to be taken seriously. But not taking take Doris Day seriously is also not to take 

her legacy seriously—a generation of people, especially young girls, who found something to imitate, 

something to look up to, in her performances. 

Doris Day and my grandmother both passed away in 2019. So many of my contemporaries will likely remain 

unaware that Day provided our grandmothers with a vision of what their own lives could be—lives that 

directly influenced the kinds of lives we ourselves would lead. 

In her memoir, Doris Day: Her Own Story, she revealed that Calamity Jane was her favorite movie she’d 

made, because the character was the closest to who she really was. Perhaps there is a reason why that 1953 

musical stayed with so many, including Molly Haskell and I. Perhaps there was a reason why my 

grandmother chose that one for my introduction to a star she loved. At a time when women were frequently 

expected to have dinner on the table and a cold martini ready when their husband came home, Calamity was 

defending a stagecoach and going to Chicago herself to bring quality entertainment to Deadwood. When Bill 

Hickok questioned her, she shot a drink out of his hand. In that moment, and in so many others in Calamity 

Jane, no matter what else she was, she was someone to be taken seriously. 

https://daily.jstor.org/doris-day-changed-us-

forever/?utm_term=Read%20More&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source

=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

https://daily.jstor.org/doris-day-changed-us-forever/?utm_term=Read%20More&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/doris-day-changed-us-forever/?utm_term=Read%20More&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/doris-day-changed-us-forever/?utm_term=Read%20More&utm_campaign=jstordaily_03102020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Calculating the Incalculable: Thoreau on the True Value of a Tree 

“What would human life be without forests, those natural cities?” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

More than two years after a fire started by a teenage boy destroyed 47,000 acres of old-growth forest in 

Oregon’s Columbia River Gorge, having just resolved to face the new year like a tree, I found myself on the 

brink of tears before the blackened trunk of an ancient ponderosa pine as I walked the sylvan scar tissue of the 

tragedy. A conversation with my hiking companion — a dear friend currently working with the Navajo 

Nation on preserving and learning from their own ecological inheritance — led to the impossible question of 

how we can even begin to measure the loss: What is a tree worth? Not its timber, not its carbon offset value, 

but its treeness — the source of the existential wisdom Whitman celebrated, the mirror Blake believed it holds 

up to a person’s character, its silent teachings about how to love and how to live and what optimism really 

means. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/28/best-of-brain-pickings/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/11/06/walt-whitman-specimen-days-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/14/william-blake-john-trusler-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/07/14/william-blake-john-trusler-letter/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/13/robert-macfarlane-underland-tree-love/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/23/amanda-palmer-mary-oliver-when-i-am-among-the-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/14/jane-hirshfield-optimism-kelli-anderson-animation/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/05/14/jane-hirshfield-optimism-kelli-anderson-animation/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0520294041/braipick-20
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The teenager who decimated this green tapestry of belonging was ordered to pay $36.6 million in 

restitution — a number that staggers at first, but only until one considers the nearly 4,000,000 leaved and 

rooted victims of the crime, and the many more millions of creatures for whom the forest was home, and even 

the occasional insignificant human animals who, like my friend and I, bathed in these ancient trees to wash 

away the sorrows of living. 

The contemplation of this impossible question called to mind a fragment from the diaries of Henry David 

Thoreau (July 12, 1817–May 6, 1862) — he who saw nature as a form of prayer, who once mourned a tree 

like one mourns a friend, and who asked: “What would human life be without forests, those natural cities?” 

 

Stone pine by Rebecca Hey from the world’s first tree encyclopedia. Available as a print. 

Noting the disappearance of Maine’s white pines, Thoreau laments how these majestic trees, each endowed 

with a living spirit as immortal as his own, are vanishing because the men who cut them down for lumber 

have failed to see their true value. In a passage included in the altogether revitalizing Thoreau and the 

Language of Trees (public library), he writes: 

https://www.npr.org/sections/thetwo-way/2018/05/22/613374984/judge-orders-boy-who-started-oregon-wildfire-to-pay-36-million-in-restitution
https://www.npr.org/sections/thetwo-way/2018/05/22/613374984/judge-orders-boy-who-started-oregon-wildfire-to-pay-36-million-in-restitution
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/03/08/thoreau-and-the-language-of-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/14/the-death-of-a-tree/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/10/14/the-death-of-a-tree/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://society6.com/product/common-pine-from-the-spirit-of-the-woods-1849-benefiting-the-arbor-day-foundation_print?sku=s6-13148568p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0520294041/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0520294041/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/thoreau-and-the-language-of-trees/oclc/985619520&referer=brief_results
https://society6.com/product/common-pine-from-the-spirit-of-the-woods-1849-benefiting-the-arbor-day-foundation_print?sku=s6-13148568p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Can he who has discovered only some of the values of whalebone and whale oil be said to have discovered 

the true use of the whale? Can he who slays the elephant for his ivory be said to have “seen the elephant”? 

These are petty and accidental uses; just as if a stronger race were to kill us in order to make buttons and 

flageolets of our bones; for everything may serve a lower as well as a higher use. 

[…] 

I have been into the lumber-yard, and the carpenter’s shop, and the tannery, and the lampblack factory, and 

the turpentine clearing; but when at length I saw the tops of the pines waving and reflecting the light at a 

distance high over all the rest of the forest, I realized that the former were not the highest use of the pine. It is 

not their bones or hide or tallow that I love most. It is the living spirit of the tree, not its spirit of turpentine, 

with which I sympathize, and which heals my cuts. It is as immortal as I am, and perchance will go to as high 

a heaven, there to tower above me still. 

 

https://society6.com/product/cathedral-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art from Trees at Night — Art Young’s tree silhouettes from the 1920s. Available as a print 

Thoreau cherished trees not only in the forest but also in the city. In a journal entry penned at the vibrant 

height of autumn and included in the indispensable Excursions (free ebook | public library) — the volume 

that gave us Thoreau on finding inner warmth in the cold season — he considers the democratizing value of 

the maples hemming his local Main Street: 

Little did the fathers of the town anticipate this brilliant success, when they caused to be imported from 

farther in the country some straight poles with their tops cut off, which they called Sugar-Maples; and, as I 

remember, after they were set out, a neighboring merchant’s clerk, by way of jest, planted beans about them. 

Those which were then jestingly called bean-poles are to-day far the most beautiful objects noticeable in our 

streets. They are worth all and more than they have cost, — though one of the selectmen, while setting them 

out, took the cold which occasioned his death, — if only because they have filled the open eyes of children 

with their rich color unstintedly so many Octobers. We will not ask them to yield us sugar in the spring, while 

they afford us so fair a prospect in the autumn. Wealth in-doors may be the inheritance of few, but it is 

equally distributed on the Common. All children alike can revel in this golden harvest. 

 

Common maple by Rebecca Hey from the world’s first tree encyclopedia. Available as a print. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/cathedral-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1374888087/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/20/thoreau-trees/amazon.com/Excursions-Anthem-Travel-Classics-Thoreau/dp/1843312913/?tag=braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/writings-of-henry-david-thoreau-5-excursions-and-poems/oclc/313451734&referer=brief_results
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/01/05/thoreau-excusrsions-a-winter-walk/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/06/sylvan-musings-hey/
https://society6.com/product/the-common-maple-from-the-spirit-of-the-woods-1849-benefiting-the-arbor-day-foundation_print?sku=s6-13148740p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/the-common-maple-from-the-spirit-of-the-woods-1849-benefiting-the-arbor-day-foundation_print?sku=s6-13148740p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Complement with philosopher Martin Buber on what trees teach us about seeing one another and the 

emboldening illustrated story of Wangari Maathai’s movement to plant trees as resistance and empowerment, 

which made her the first African woman to receive the Nobel Peace Prize, then revisit Thoreau on the long 

cycles of social change and the difference between an artisan, an artist, and a genius. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/20/thoreau-trees/?mc_cid=ac55304811&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/09/11/martin-buber-tree/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/06/04/wangari-maathai-the-woman-who-planted-millions-of-trees/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/20/thoreau-social-change/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/02/20/thoreau-social-change/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/03/thoreau-on-genius/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/20/thoreau-trees/?mc_cid=ac55304811&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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ARCHITECTURE IN FICTION—IT'S MORE THAN JUST A SETTING 

Six Architecturally Inspired Novels 

BY SUZANNE REDFEARN 

VIA LAKE UNION PUBLISHING 

 

“In a hole in the ground there lived a hobbit. Not a nasty, dirty, wet hole, filled with the ends of worms and an 

oozy smell, nor yet a dry, bare, sandy hole with nothing in it to sit down on or to eat: it was a hobbit-hole and 

that meant comfort.” –J.R.R. Tolkien 

I think the first time I noticed architecture in a story was when it gave me a nightmare. I could not stop 

imagining Little Red Robin Hood’s grandmother’s cottage and the wolf lying in her bed waiting to make a 

meal of her. Since then, I have hung out in Geppetto’s workshop, been locked in a tower with Rapunzel, lived 

in a secret annex with Anne Frank, and divined magic spells in Hogwarts Library with Harry Potter. More 

than just setting, architecture in a story is a tangible, manmade entity, and as such contains the personality of 

its creator as well as its inhabitants. It can enclose and protect, comfort and inspire, oppress and entrap. At its 

best it has heft and influences the characters, tone, and mood of the story. Below are six current novels in 

which architecture plays an important role. 

https://crimereads.com/author/sredfearn/
https://www.amazon.com/Instant-Suzanne-Redfearn/dp/1542006589
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Ann Patchett, The Dutch House 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Probably the strongest example of architecture as a character in a recent novel is Ann Patchett’s The Dutch 

House. Self-made magnate Cyril Conroy surprises his wife, Elna, by buying a modern architectural 

masterpiece on the outskirts of Philadelphia. Both a status symbol for inclusion into the aristocracy he longs 

to be a part of and a self-imposed exile from the world, Cyril revels in his new glass castle as Elna languishes. 

Over the next several years, she deteriorates physically and mentally, until one day she leaves, abandoning 

Cyril and their two children to go to India and devote herself to the poor, recompense for the ostentation the 

house symbolized. Patchett does a beautiful job describing the home and its subversive power: “Seen from 

certain vantage points of distance, it appeared to float several inches above the hill it sat on. The panes of 

glass that surrounded the glass front doors were as big as storefront windows and held in place by wrought-

iron vines. The windows both took in the sun and reflected it back…” 
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Charles Belfoure, The Fallen Architect  

The failure of a building is the catalyst of this story. When the balcony of the newly unveiled Britannia 

Empire Theater collapses and fourteen theatergoers die, architect Doug Layton is convicted of their murder. 

Five years later, he is released from prison and determined to unravel the riddle of his tragic mistake. Belfoure 

does a brilliant job describing the pride Layton felt in his masterpiece before the tragedy: “And what a place! 

The new Britannia Empire was beautiful… Real electric lights twinkled above him like stars in the night sky. 

The elegant white plasterwork on the face of the horseshoe-tier balconies that wrapped around the theatre 

reminded him of crème frosting on a wedding cake. Plush, red velvet, soft as a kitten, covered the seats. When 

the audience had filed in, they’d been so taken with the beauty of the interior that they’d actually cheered and 

applauded the theatre itself. The Britannia was bloody magical.” 
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A.J. Finn, The Woman in the Window 

Shelter. Prison. Asylum. Trap. The five-story Manhattan brownstone of shut-in Anna Fox is all those things. 

You feel its safe enclosure and then its slow constriction as it closes in around her as a dramatic murder 

mystery unfolds. Bit by bit the large home grows smaller until it is a noose around Anna’s neck, cutting off 

the air and threatening to destroy her: “I shrivel against the glass, wilt there in the cold. I imagine the rooms of 

my house, one by one, throbbing with that noise.” 
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Alex North, The Whisper Man 

“It was safe to say it was Jake who had chosen this house. I hadn’t been able to see the appeal at first. It was a 

small, detached property—old, two stories, with the ramshackle feel of a cottage. But there was something a 

little strange about it. The windows seemed oddly placed, so that it was hard to imagine the layout inside, and 

the angle of the roof was slightly off, so that the face of the building appeared to be tilted inquisitively, 

perhaps even angrily. But there was also a more general sensation—a tickling at the back of the skull. At first 

glance, the house had unnerved me.” It turns out Tom Kennedy had good reason to be unnerved. The home he 

and his six-year-old son, Jake, move into ten months after his wife’s death, hoping for a fresh start, carries 

dark secrets within its walls and turns out to be a key player in this wonderfully spooky thriller by Alex North. 
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Amor Towles, A Gentleman in Moscow 

A Gentleman in Moscow is based entirely in Moscow’s famed Hotel Metropol, an art noveau landmark, where 

a Russian aristocrat, Count Rostov, has been sentenced to house arrest for the remainder of his life. Since the 

novel’s blockbuster success, the hotel has begun offering tours so fans can follow in the count’s footsteps and 

also offers “A Gentleman in Moscow” package complete with a stay in the Count’s room, drinks at “the 

Shalyapin bar,” dinner consisting of the Count’s favorite meals, and breakfast by the hotel’s fountain at the 

Piazza, which was an important spot in the novel: “…the Piazza did not aspire to elegance, service, or 

subtlety. With eighty tables scattered around a marble fountain and a menu offering everything from cabbage 

piroghi to cutlets of veal, the Piazza was meant to be an extension of the city—of its gardens, markets, and 

thoroughfares…where the lone diner seated under the great glass ceiling could indulge himself in admiration, 

indignation, suspicion, and laughter without getting up from his chair.” How wonderful it would be to sit 

under that glorious glass ceiling and experience the novel in such a unique and immersive way. 
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Christina Baker Kline, A Piece of the World 

This wonderful ekphrastic work of fiction is an exploration into the life and times of the woman in the 

foreground of Andrew Wyeth’s haunting painting Christina’s World. Crippled at a young age by a 

neuromuscular disease, Christina Olson can no longer walk. She gets around by pulling herself along the 

ground in and around the family’s farmhouse near Rockland, Maine. Author Christina Baker Kline describes 

the farmhouse and Andrew Wyeth’s view of it in the third paragraph: “He did get one thing right: Sometimes 

a sanctuary, sometimes a prison, that house on the hill has always been my home. I’ve spent my life yearning 

toward it, wanting to escape it, paralyzed by its hold on me.” Much of the novel revolves around the limited 

world of this remarkable woman’s life. 

* 
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A Gentleman in MoscowA.J. FinnAnn Patchettarchitecturebuildings in fictionCharles BelfoureHotel 

MetropolLake UnionSuzanne RedfearnThe Woman in the Window 

Suzanne Redfearn 

Suzanne Redfearn is the author of IN AN INSTANT (Lake Union Publishing). 

https://crimereads.com/architecture-in-fiction-its-more-than-just-a-setting/ 

https://crimereads.com/tag/a-gentleman-in-moscow/
https://crimereads.com/tag/a-j-finn/
https://crimereads.com/tag/ann-patchett/
https://crimereads.com/tag/architecture/
https://crimereads.com/tag/buildings-in-fiction/
https://crimereads.com/tag/charles-belfoure/
https://crimereads.com/tag/hotel-metropol/
https://crimereads.com/tag/hotel-metropol/
https://crimereads.com/tag/lake-union/
https://crimereads.com/tag/suzanne-redfearn/
https://crimereads.com/tag/the-woman-in-the-window/
https://crimereads.com/author/sredfearn/
https://crimereads.com/architecture-in-fiction-its-more-than-just-a-setting/
https://www.amazon.com/Instant-Suzanne-Redfearn/dp/1542006589
https://crimereads.com/author/sredfearn/
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Ancestors 

by Jeffrey Yang 

Issue no. 231 (Winter 2019) 

Chance progression 

Genomic drift 

Split-apart generations  

of the uprooted tree 

abandoned the tablets for another ethos 

Ancestors 

never spoke of our ancestors 

watching over through  

the great-great-void 

behind the incense and flowers 

brought us here 

In this quiet room 

to learn from the old and make the new 

Hakgojae 學古齋 

Gallery, east of the Joseon  

Palace of Shining Happiness 

          young and old stroll in hanbok cosplay 

          under full autumn sun 

          coco capitán mirrors herself outside west gate 

          fi lee inks the stillness rite on a Buamdong hill 

          siren eun young jung channels the yeo-  

          song gukgeuk with anomalous fantasies 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f73a81232f&e=d538c8f2e0
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her reinventions of the forgotten 1950s women’s theater, lost  

memories performed through dance and song, her impulse 

Hakgojae 

a practice of living art  

as a dream of a living 

presence 

          Drawn into the wood 

                    across the sea of stone 

one approaches 

as if to recognize 

the unexpected 

spark and hesitation  

underground 

double-track spotlights 

on the five wood figures, octagon universe 

They look out from the ghostly grain  

of the tall tablet doorway, two- 

and-a-half vertical planks, dark altar portrait  

painted on wood, mounted pieces of wood  

shades move in seasons, eyes in the tree 

the eldest sits in a chair, painted white, cutout 

          raised body, hanbok strips, mountainous roots  

          dress floats past the doorway plane, 

          head straight, her half-smiling face 

the youngest sits cross-legged on the ground, brown dress,  

          head tilts right, hair in a bun, gentle face anther ear,  

          half-moon smile, her body curves beyond 

          the door, strong hands cuddle a fuzzy white dog  

above her in dusty red, she sits higher 

          than the eldest, head tilts left, folded  

          hands unpainted knot, side curls of hair,  

          eyes bright lotus petals, line nose to brow 

at the center the second eldest stands tallest, cutout head  

          straight to collar, blouse white, a quarter of her face  

          sliced clean against rings, her lower body unpainted  

          wood wrinkles, waves, mouth small serious face 
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next to her in fading forest green she stands shorter  

          behind the eldest, body cropped at the left  

          shoulder down the door’s edge, head tilts right  

          cutout wood piece to chest, oval face wavy hair 

No figure whole, the youngest closest to wholeness 

simplest gestures of line and ink, faces  

manifest the inner essence 

of the salvaged wood, pith to heart-  

wood, sapwood dies to heartwood, spiral  

mysteries, half-deities 

                                        And behind them 

                                                                the falls  

                                        of a teal-blue curtain  

                                        heaven-scent drifts 

                                                                red  

                                        earth pools on the floor  

                                        in front of them, low 

                                        wood hills, flat clouds 

                                                      a rock, a flame 

After the two hanji portraits framed on the walls  

at the room’s entrance—preparatory or ancillary  

to the wood incarnation—the same women posed 

with variations, one interior: yellow umber backdrop  

          brown ground, light yellow three-plank tablet tree  

          rings swirl up twice as high behind them— 

the other exterior: on a lotus field, they float 

          on huge lotus leaves, self-cleansing lotus  

          stems strong bud to flower, grow from mud  

          into purity, summer family dreaming 

          in a situation of oppression 

          Vibrant minhwa colors of the people, pictures  

anonymous artisans made for everyday dream 

and longevity, happiness and harmony, springing out  

from the literati and court tradition into ch’aekkori  

“look at the shelves of books, paper, brushes,”  

hwajodo flowers and birds, hodo tigers (smiling),  

yongdo dragon on the front gate, kirin and dog, fish  

and crab, rooster on the inner gate illuminates 

the night, totemic decoy guards and protects 
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minhwa blessings 

for the miraculous order of the universe 

Ancestors 

follow ancestors  

through the changes 

          nature’s renewal 

source and being 

hidden energies  

exist 

through her We are 

a matrilineal family 

Yun Suknam 

          transformed  

into the image 

of the vision in the wood 

 

 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f73a81232f&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f73a81232f&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f73a81232f&e=d538c8f2e0
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VIA PRH 

In Those Years She Was Feral: Midcentury Life in the Soviet Union 

Alex Halberstadt on the Life and Times of His Grandmother Tamara 

By Alex Halberstadt 

 

My grandmother Tamara was a month shy of 80. She lounged on the velvet sofa in a frayed velvet robe, a pair 

of bifocals perched on the tip of her nose. I hadn’t seen her in seven years, and to my dismay the imperious, 

impeccably dressed woman I remembered looked disheveled and old, her speech vague, her eyes watery and 

unfocused. I tried on a smile. “Please try to remember,” I pleaded. 

She held a photo close to her face and squinted. All afternoon we’d been looking at photos from the 1940s 

and 50s, most taken with Vassily’s Leica. Most were portraits of Tamara posing in feathered hats and fur 

collars like someone out of a Fitzgerald novel: exotic, slim and utterly at odds with the bleakness of the 

wartime city. 

By the 1970s, she’d grown plump and began dyeing her hair a lustrous blond, but she retained the bearing of a 

beautiful woman, someone accustomed to flattery, attention and getting what she wanted. She was impressive 

in a way some men call “handsome,” her gravity reinforced by her actual, considerable status. She worked 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/73622/young-heroes-of-the-soviet-union-by-alex-halberstadt/
https://lithub.com/author/alexhalberstadt/
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near the Danilovsky Market at the House of Fashion, one of Moscow’s most desirable ateliers, where she 

designed bespoke dresses, suits and gowns for several dozen of the city’s most prominent women. 

They paid her mostly in gifts from abroad; in Moscow, these mattered more than cash. During televised party 

speeches and holiday telecasts, she delighted in spotting her clients wearing her creations. She pointed at the 

screen with a blood-colored nail and announced, “Nadezhda Ivanovna, in the blue organdy, is mine.” Tamara 

maintained an appearance in line with her reputation. Even when heading out for a loaf of bread, she never 

left home in anything plainer than a navy silk wrap dusted with polka dots, patent-leather pumps, soaring sap-

phire eye shadow and a mink turban. On her left hand she wore an amethyst the size of a hazelnut that 

hypnotized me as a toddler. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

The winter before my visit, Tamara’s third husband, a cantankerous Jewish engineer named Isaac Zinovitch, 

died of stomach cancer, leaving behind a handful of suits and a drawerful of empty jars of shark-fin cartilage 

that his son mailed him from Canada. After the funeral, Mikhail Mikhailovich—Tamara’s second, and 

favorite, husband—paid a visit to console her and ended up moving in. He, too, died five months later, and 

ever since Tamara had been occupying the three-room apartment alone. She misplaced her keys daily. She 

forgot the names of friends and complained to my father of burglars who entered her bedroom in the night or 

of a long-dead aunt who called on the telephone. These delusions came imperceptibly, leaving her good 

spirits unruffled. 

As I sat beside her, Tamara flipped over the photos carefully, hoping for an inscription on the back to remind 

her of the faces in the picture. I asked why she hadn’t kept photos of Vassily. She peered at me sharply over 

the top of her glasses and pulled her tatty robe tighter around her. “He needed no one but himself,” she said 

with a spark of her old vehemence. “That’s why I stopped loving him.” 

They met in 1943, in a loud, smoky dance hall where a band played Benny Goodman tunes and jazzed-up 

Soviet marches. Tamara was unusually self-reliant for a 19-year-old: she had a well-paying job designing 

women’s wear for the city’s dress shops and came to the dances in pleated skirts and wool crepe hats that she 

made herself. That she was strikingly attractive was not in itself an advantage at the dance hall. It was packed 

with enlisted men and junior officers on leave from the front; they smoked and drank too much and brawled 

in the alley behind the building. “It was wartime, and no one knew whether they would be alive a month 

later,” Tamara said. “So if you danced with the same boy twice, he expected you to go to bed with him.” 

“Please try to remember,” I pleaded. 

She told me that in those years she was “feral.” Maria Nikolaevna, her compact, severe mother, doled out her 

affection stingily. She told Tamara that her own brother was taken by Gypsies when she was four. Maria 

Nikolaevna had been beautiful, too, with chestnut hair that fell to the waist and slate-colored eyes, beautiful 

enough to marry a son of a Moscow University history professor, an educated man from an aristocratic 

family, in the years following the revolution. By the time he vanished, in 1924, a few months before Tamara 

was born, he’d suffered a series of breakdowns and, haunted by paranoid delusions, refused to leave their 

apartment. Shortly before his death, he turned up in a psychiatric hospital (the same hospital where my mother 
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would work decades later). This is all Tamara managed to learn about her father besides his fine-sounding 

Polish surname: Vysokovsky. 

As a young woman, Tamara liked to say that she had no use for the past. She lived in a 25-square-meter room 

with Maria Nikolaevna and her second husband, a taciturn, disapproving man who dressed cadavers at a 

morgue. Their daughter, a cheerful brown-eyed girl named Lyusia, shared Tamara’s bed. At 15, Tamara 

began working 70-hour weeks as a seamstress and pattern maker. The long hours suited her, and the job 

provided a supply of good fabric and kept her away from home, where she usually ended up arguing with her 

stepfather. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

She first noticed Vassily because he was square-jawed and trim, with a major’s boards on his shoulders and, 

at 32, older than the other men at the dance hall. He seemed, Tamara said, masculine yet self-effacing, one of 

the few men she’d met who was entirely without bluster. He had a soft, unhurried way of speaking, but what 

impressed her most were his manners; he didn’t kiss her until their third date. They married three months 

later. After she moved in, Vassily sent for his daughter from a previous marriage, a timid, brooding girl 

named Inna who never warmed to her stepmother. My father was born two years later, during the first winter 

following the war. 

Tamara looked forward to going out walking with Vassily on Sunday mornings. Both were particular and vain 

about clothes. He wore his parade uniform and she her couture, and when they strolled arm in arm along the 

boulevards in the city center, they reveled in the surprised glances of Moscow’s plainer, grayer residents. 

Though he was often gone, Vassily sent plenty of money and arrived home with a suitcase of presents for her 

and the children. He was fastidious, rarely drank and never complained about taking a turn sweeping or 

washing dishes. Vassily didn’t speak about his job and Tamara knew not to ask. When he was away, after the 

children were asleep, she spent the last hours of the night reading books she bought or borrowed, by Pushkin, 

Gogol, Turgenev, Strindberg, Shakespeare, Balzac. Though she never enrolled in a university course, on those 

nights she discovered a fondness for books that never left her. 

Her devotion to Vassily began to waver only after the family relocated to Vinnitsa. There, Tamara said, she 

began to see him clearly. For the first time she noticed his near-total absence of curiosity about the world and 

his habit of sitting in a chair and staring into space, sometimes for hours, as though watching something 

unfold in the middle distance. In all the years she knew him, she saw Vassily read only one book, Pot-

Bouille by Émile Zola, a satirical novel about bourgeois strivers set in a Second Empire Paris tenement. He 

kept it at his bedside like an icon or a lucky coin. Before falling asleep he’d skim a page or two and set it back 

on the nightstand. Tamara never found out whether he ever finished it. 

When they were alone, Vassily seemed distracted and listless; their conversations petered out. He took little 

interest in the children, and Tamara knew never to discuss politics, which prompted Vassily to lapse into icy 

silences. When my teenage father began to volunteer his anti-Communist views at the supper table, Tamara 

glared at him until he was quiet. 

About a year before they left Moscow, Tamara found out that her design for a women’s gabardine trench had 

won an international competition and would be shown on a runway in Milan. Of course she wasn’t allowed to 
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attend, but the prize brought her plenty of attention at work and even a raise. It also convinced her that 

designing clothes could be not just a job but a career. Yet after all that, she found herself in Vinnitsa, sewing 

dresses from second-rate fabric for women who couldn’t distinguish rayon from silk and who’d never seen 

Western clothes, not even in a magazine. She hated Vinnitsa, and the bond that kept her there was the 

marriage to her increasingly remote husband. 

The first affair began almost by accident. Vassily was gone for a few days, and she felt resentful and bored. 

“My pride was the culprit,” Tamara told me. It was her pride, too, that kept her from doing a better job of 

concealing the affair. When she passed neighbors on the staircase, she could hear them whispering. Even after 

Vassily heard the rumors, he said nothing, and his moods remained constant. He refused to confront her even 

after she began seeing her lover openly, and his indifference infuriated her. His emptiness, Tamara said, 

occupied the apartment like an odor. 

Vassily didn’t speak about his job and Tamara knew not to ask. 

She was spending more time visiting her mother in Moscow, and on one spring night aboard the northbound 

train she met a short, bald manager of a fruit-and-vegetable warehouse. He was too talkative and homely but 

had an appealing grin and an easy laugh. Like her, he was married. Mikhail Mikhailovich proposed to her just 

before the train pulled into Moscow’s Kievskaya station; afterward, he sent a dozen carnations every day to 

her mother’s apartment until she agreed to marry him. It was 1960. When Tamara returned to Vinnitsa she 

asked Vassily for a divorce, packed two suitcases, kissed her son goodbye, and took a taxi back to the train 

station. She said when she told Vassily, he didn’t argue or ask her to reconsider; he merely walked into the 

kitchen and began boiling water for tea. 

“I never think about him anymore,” she said, clutching the armrest of the sofa, fatigued by the effort of 

shaking the stories loose from the sieve of her memory. “He had an empty place where his heart should be.” It 

was cold outside, and a draft bothered the curtains, so I shut the window, banging at the rusty latch until it slid 

into place. Back on the sofa, I pointed out a greenish color photo of me at six or seven, my hair still curly, 

squeezing a child’s plastic accordion. My grandmother held it in front of her and lowered her chin slightly to 

peer at it over her reading glasses. A look of confusion passed over her face like a sudden gust passing across 

a field. 

“Look, Grandma, it’s me,” I said. 

“No,” she chided me, as though I’d made an obvious mistake. “That’s my grandson. He moved to New York. 

I like you, but he was my favorite.” 

__________________________________ 
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Excerpted from Young Heroes of the Soviet Union by Alex Halberstadt. Copyrighted © 2020 by Alex 

Halberstadt. Reprinted with permission by Random House.  

Alex Halberstadtpenguin random houseRussiaSoviet Unionyoung women 

 

 

 

Alex Halberstadt 

Alex Halberstadt is the author of the award-winning Lonely Avenue: The Unlikely Life and Times of Doc 

Pomus. His writing has appeared in The New Yorker, The New York Times Magazine, Travel + Leisure, GQ, 

Saveur, and The Paris Review. He is a two-time James Beard Award nominee and a recipient of fellowships 

from the MacDowell Colony and Yaddo. He was educated at Oberlin College and Columbia University, and 

works and lives in New York. 

 

https://lithub.com/in-those-years-she-was-feral-midcentury-life-in-the-soviet-union/ 

  

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/73622/young-heroes-of-the-soviet-union-by-alex-halberstadt/
https://lithub.com/tag/alex-halberstadt/
https://lithub.com/tag/penguin-random-house/
https://lithub.com/tag/russia/
https://lithub.com/tag/soviet-union/
https://lithub.com/tag/young-women/
https://lithub.com/author/alexhalberstadt/
https://lithub.com/in-those-years-she-was-feral-midcentury-life-in-the-soviet-union/
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A bacterium behind celiac disease? 

Rosa García-Verdugo   

  

This awesome looking bread has no wheat in it. But there’s no medical need for it for most of us. 

I am sure you know people who have decided to go gluten-free because they want to be healthy. However, for 

most of these people buying gluten free products is just a way of throwing money away since only about 1-

2% of Europeans suffer gluten intolerance (celiac disease). Could it be that a bacterium is behind celiac 

disease? 

People affected with celiac disease have to avoid gluten, a protein present in cereals like wheat, because when 

exposed to it, their immune system will recognise them as antigens and drive an inflammatory response in the 

intestine. This can eventually lead to various symptoms like stomach pains, bloating, or diarrhea among 

others. 

What drives celiac disease? 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
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Like in many other diseases, it is known that there is a genetic component to the disease, but also that 

environmental factors play a key role in the onset of the disease symptoms. Now, an international research 

collaboration has shown that a certain type of bacteria could be behind the onset of celiac disease, at least for 

certain patients. 

The results of their study, published in Nature Structure and Molecular Biology 1, show that isolated T cell 

receptors from celiac patients could recognise protein fragments of certain bacteria. What does this mean? 

T cell receptor are key to gluten intolerance 

T cells are elements of the immune system that recognise pathogens thanks to their receptors, which are 

specific for certain antigens, or protein fragments. Once a T cell receptor finds its specific antigen, an immune 

response sets off and, because the immune system has “memory”, these T cells will learn to recognise the 

antigen much faster and produce a bigger immune reaction the next time they come in contact. 

Coming back to celiac disease, if a bacterium has protein elements with a similar structure to gluten, and a 

person with a certain T cell receptor type is exposed to this bacteria, the next time this receptor finds a similar 

antigen, gluten, will produce an enhanced immune response because it mistakes your cereal with an infection. 

While this is interesting research, and it offers an explanation to some gluten intolerance cases, it doesn’t 

explain fully this complex immune disease. However, it might help in developing better early detection tools 

for the disease or even treatments that will allow this poor people to enjoy a fresh-from-the-oven wheat 

croissant. 

References 

1. Petersen, J., Ciacchi, L., Tran, M.T. et al. (2020) T cell receptor cross-reactivity between gliadin and 

bacterial peptides in celiac disease. Nat Struct Mol Biol doi: 10.1038/s41594-019-0353-4 ↩ 

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

Mapping+Ignorance%29 

https://starvingneuron.com/neurociencia/a-biomarker-in-hair-could-help-diagnose-schizophrenia/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/11/a-bacterium-behind-celiac-disease/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6599-1
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41594-019-0353-4
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/11/a-bacterium-behind-celiac-disease/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#origin-note-6599-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
http://starvingneuron.com/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=starvingneuron&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/11/a-bacterium-behind-celiac-disease/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/11/a-bacterium-behind-celiac-disease/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/11/a-bacterium-behind-celiac-disease/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

55 

Clouds will separate us 

by Matsuo Basho 

 

Translated by William George Aston and published in A History of Japanese Literature, Chapter IV 

(1899). Clouds will separate us was written by Matsuo Basho in 1671. Basho was considered the master of 

the haiku poetry form. 

 

 

Clouds will separate us — 

the time to part has come now. 

Wild goose flies away... 

https://americanliterature.com/author/matsuo-basho/poem/clouds-will-separate-us 
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Odour of Chrysanthemums 

by D. H. Lawrence 

 

Odour of Chrysanthemums was written in 1909, revised and published in 1911. It was included in The 

Prussian Officer and Other Stories in 1914, released in America in 1916. 

 

I 

The small locomotive engine, Number 4, came clanking, stumbling down from Selston--with seven full 

waggons. It appeared round the corner with loud threats of speed, but the colt that it startled from among the 

gorse, which still flickered indistinctly in the raw afternoon, outdistanced it at a canter. A woman, walking up 

the railway line to Underwood, drew back into the hedge, held her basket aside, and watched the footplate of 

the engine advancing. The trucks thumped heavily past, one by one, with slow inevitable movement, as she 

stood insignificantly trapped between the jolting black waggons and the hedge; then they curved away 

towards the coppice where the withered oak leaves dropped noiselessly, while the birds, pulling at the scarlet 

hips beside the track, made off into the dusk that had already crept into the spinney. In the open, the smoke 

from the engine sank and cleaved to the rough grass. The fields were dreary and forsaken, and in the marshy 

strip that led to the whimsey, a reedy pit-pond, the fowls had already abandoned their run among the alders, to 

roost in the tarred fowl-house. The pit-bank loomed up beyond the pond, flames like red sores licking its ashy 

sides, in the afternoon's stagnant light. Just beyond rose the tapering chimneys and the clumsy black head-

stocks of Brinsley Colliery. The two wheels were spinning fast up against the sky, and the winding-engine 

rapped out its little spasms. The miners were being turned up. 

The engine whistled as it came into the wide bay of railway lines beside the colliery, where rows of trucks 

stood in harbour. 

Miners, single, trailing and in groups, passed like shadows diverging home. At the edge of the ribbed level of 

sidings squat a low cottage, three steps down from the cinder track. A large bony vine clutched at the house, 

as if to claw down the tiled roof. Round the bricked yard grew a few wintry primroses. Beyond, the long 

garden sloped down to a bush-covered brook course. There were some twiggy apple trees, winter-crack trees, 

and ragged cabbages. Beside the path hung dishevelled pink chrysanthemums, like pink cloths hung on 

bushes. A woman came stooping out of the felt-covered fowl-house, half-way down the garden. She closed 

and padlocked the door, then drew herself erect, having brushed some bits from her white apron. 

She was a till woman of imperious mien, handsome, with definite black eyebrows. Her smooth black hair was 

parted exactly. For a few moments she stood steadily watching the miners as they passed along the railway: 

then she turned towards the brook course. Her face was calm and set, her mouth was closed with 

disillusionment. After a moment she called: 

"John!" There was no answer. She waited, and then said distinctly: 

https://americanliterature.com/author/d-h-lawrence
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"Where are you?" 

"Here!" replied a child's sulky voice from among the bushes. The woman looked piercingly through the dusk. 

"Are you at that brook?" she asked sternly. 

For answer the child showed himself before the raspberry-canes that rose like whips. He was a small, sturdy 

boy of five. He stood quite still, defiantly. 

"Oh!" said the mother, conciliated. "I thought you were down at that wet brook--and you remember what I 

told you--" 

The boy did not move or answer. 

"Come, come on in," she said more gently, "it's getting dark. There's your grandfather's engine coming down 

the line!" 

The lad advanced slowly, with resentful, taciturn movement. He was dressed in trousers and waistcoat of 

cloth that was too thick and hard for the size of the garments. They were evidently cut down from a man's 

clothes. 

As they went slowly towards the house he tore at the ragged wisps of chrysanthemums and dropped the petals 

in handfuls along the path. 

"Don't do that--it does look nasty," said his mother. He refrained, and she, suddenly pitiful, broke off a twig 

with three or four wan flowers and held them against her face. When mother and son reached the yard her 

hand hesitated, and instead of laying the flower aside, she pushed it in her apron-band. The mother and son 

stood at the foot of the three steps looking across the bay of lines at the passing home of the miners. The 

trundle of the small train was imminent. Suddenly the engine loomed past the house and came to a stop 

opposite the gate. 

The engine-driver, a short man with round grey beard, leaned out of the cab high above the woman. 

"Have you got a cup of tea?" he said in a cheery, hearty fashion. 

It was her father. She went in, saying she would mash. Directly, she returned. 

"I didn't come to see you on Sunday," began the little grey-bearded man. 

"I didn't expect you," said his daughter. 

The engine-driver winced; then, reassuming his cheery, airy manner, he said: 
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"Oh, have you heard then? Well, and what do you think--?" 

"I think it is soon enough," she replied. 

At her brief censure the little man made an impatient gesture, and said coaxingly, yet with dangerous 

coldness: 

"Well, what's a man to do? It's no sort of life for a man of my years, to sit at my own hearth like a stranger. 

And if I'm going to marry again it may as well be soon as late--what does it matter to anybody?" 

The woman did not reply, but turned and went into the house. The man in the engine-cab stood assertive, till 

she returned with a cup of tea and a piece of bread and butter on a plate. She went up the steps and stood near 

the footplate of the hissing engine. 

"You needn't 'a' brought me bread an' butter," said her father. "But a cup of tea"--he sipped appreciatively--

"it's very nice." He sipped for a moment or two, then: "I hear as Walter's got another bout on," he said. 

"When hasn't he?" said the woman bitterly. 

"I heered tell of him in the 'Lord Nelson' braggin' as he was going to spend that b---- afore he went: half a 

sovereign that was." 

"When?" asked the woman. 

"A' Sat'day night--I know that's true." 

"Very likely," she laughed bitterly. "He gives me twenty-three shillings." 

"Aye, it's a nice thing, when a man can do nothing with his money but make a beast of himself!" said the 

grey-whiskered man. The woman turned her head away. Her father swallowed the last of his tea and handed 

her the cup. 

"Aye," he sighed, wiping his mouth. "It's a settler, it is--" 

He put his hand on the lever. The little engine strained and groaned, and the train rumbled towards the 

crossing. The woman again looked across the metals. Darkness was settling over the spaces of the railway and 

trucks: the miners, in grey sombre groups, were still passing home. The winding-engine pulsed hurriedly, with 

brief pauses. Elizabeth Bates looked at the dreary flow of men, then she went indoors. Her husband did not 

come. 

The kitchen was small and full of firelight; red coals piled glowing up the chimney mouth. All the life of the 

room seemed in the white, warm hearth and the steel fender reflecting the red fire. The cloth was laid for tea; 

cups glinted in the shadows. At the back, where the lowest stairs protruded into the room, the boy sat 

struggling with a knife and a piece of whitewood. He was almost hidden in the shadow. It was half-past four. 
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They had but to await the father's coming to begin tea. As the mother watched her son's sullen little struggle 

with the wood, she saw herself in his silence and pertinacity; she saw the father in her child's indifference to 

all but himself. She seemed to be occupied by her husband. He had probably gone past his home, slunk past 

his own door, to drink before he came in, while his dinner spoiled and wasted in waiting. She glanced at the 

clock, then took the potatoes to strain them in the yard. The garden and fields beyond the brook were closed 

in uncertain darkness. When she rose with the saucepan, leaving the drain steaming into the night behind her, 

she saw the yellow lamps were lit along the high road that went up the hill away beyond the space of the 

railway lines and the field. 

Then again she watched the men trooping home, fewer now and fewer. 

Indoors the fire was sinking and the room was dark red. The woman put her saucepan on the hob, and set a 

batter pudding near the mouth of the oven. Then she stood unmoving. Directly, gratefully, came quick young 

steps to the door. Someone hung on the latch a moment, then a little girl entered and began pulling off her 

outdoor things, dragging a mass of curls, just ripening from gold to brown, over her eyes with her hat. 

Her mother chid her for coming late from school, and said she would have to keep her at home the dark 

winter days. 

"Why, mother, it's hardly a bit dark yet. The lamp's not lighted, and my father's not home." 

"No, he isn't. But it's a quarter to five! Did you see anything of him?" 

The child became serious. She looked at her mother with large, wistful blue eyes. 

"No, mother, I've never seen him. Why? Has he come up an' gone past, to Old Brinsley? He hasn't, mother, 

'cos I never saw him." 

"He'd watch that," said the mother bitterly, "he'd take care as you didn't see him. But you may depend upon it, 

he's seated in the 'Prince o' Wales'. He wouldn't be this late." 

The girl looked at her mother piteously. 

"Let's have our teas, mother, should we?" said she. 

The mother called John to table. She opened the door once more and looked out across the darkness of the 

lines. All was deserted: she could not hear the winding-engines. 

"Perhaps," she said to herself, "he's stopped to get some ripping done." 

They sat down to tea. John, at the end of the table near the door, was almost lost in the darkness. Their faces 

were hidden from each other. The girl crouched against the fender slowly moving a thick piece of bread 

before the fire. The lad, his face a dusky mark on the shadow, sat watching her who was transfigured in the 

red glow. 
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"I do think it's beautiful to look in the fire," said the child. 

"Do you?" said her mother. "Why?" 

"It's so red, and full of little caves--and it feels so nice, and you can fair smell it." 

"It'll want mending directly," replied her mother, "and then if your father comes he'll carry on and say there 

never is a fire when a man comes home sweating from the pit.--A public-house is always warm enough." 

There was silence till the boy said complainingly: "Make haste, our Annie." 

"Well, I am doing! I can't make the fire do it no faster, can I?" 

"She keeps wafflin' it about so's to make 'er slow," grumbled the boy. 

"Don't have such an evil imagination, child," replied the mother. 

Soon the room was busy in the darkness with the crisp sound of crunching. The mother ate very little. She 

drank her tea determinedly, and sat thinking. When she rose her anger was evident in the stern unbending of 

her head. She looked at the pudding in the fender, and broke out: 

"It is a scandalous thing as a man can't even come home to his dinner! If it's crozzled up to a cinder I don't see 

why I should care. Past his very door he goes to get to a public-house, and here I sit with his dinner waiting 

for him--" 

She went out. As she dropped piece after piece of coal on the red fire, the shadows fell on the walls, till the 

room was almost in total darkness. 

"I canna see," grumbled the invisible John. In spite of herself, the mother laughed. 

"You know the way to your mouth," she said. She set the dustpan outside the door. When she came again like 

a shadow on the hearth, the lad repeated, complaining sulkily: 

"I canna see." 

"Good gracious!" cried the mother irritably, "you're as bad as your father if it's a bit dusk!" 

Nevertheless she took a paper spill from a sheaf on the mantelpiece and proceeded to light the lamp that hung 

from the ceiling in the middle of the room. As she reached up, her figure displayed itself just rounding with 

maternity. 

"Oh, mother--!" exclaimed the girl. 
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"What?" said the woman, suspended in the act of putting the lamp glass over the flame. The copper reflector 

shone handsomely on her, as she stood with uplifted arm, turning to face her daughter. 

"You've got a flower in your apron!" said the child, in a little rapture at this unusual event. 

"Goodness me!" exclaimed the woman, relieved. "One would think the house was afire." She replaced the 

glass and waited a moment before turning up the wick. A pale shadow was seen floating vaguely on the floor. 

"Let me smell!" said the child, still rapturously, coming forward and putting her face to her mother's waist. 

"Go along, silly!" said the mother, turning up the lamp. The light revealed their suspense so that the woman 

felt it almost unbearable. Annie was still bending at her waist. Irritably, the mother took the flowers out from 

her apron-band. 

"Oh, mother--don't take them out!" Annie cried, catching her hand and trying to replace the sprig. 

"Such nonsense!" said the mother, turning away. The child put the pale chrysanthemums to her lips, 

murmuring: 

"Don't they smell beautiful!" 

Her mother gave a short laugh. 

"No," she said, "not to me. It was chrysanthemums when I married him, and chrysanthemums when you were 

born, and the first time they ever brought him home drunk, he'd got brown chrysanthemums in his button-

hole." 

She looked at the children. Their eyes and their parted lips were wondering. The mother sat rocking in silence 

for some time. Then she looked at the clock. 

"Twenty minutes to six!" In a tone of fine bitter carelessness she continued: "Eh, he'll not come now till they 

bring him. There he'll stick! But he needn't come rolling in here in his pit-dirt, for I won't wash him. He can 

lie on the floor--Eh, what a fool I've been, what a fool! And this is what I came here for, to this dirty hole, rats 

and all, for him to slink past his very door. Twice last week--he's begun now-" 

She silenced herself, and rose to clear the table. 

While for an hour or more the children played, subduedly intent, fertile of imagination, united in fear of the 

mother's wrath, and in dread of their father's home-coming, Mrs Bates sat in her rocking-chair making a 

'singlet' of thick cream-coloured flannel, which gave a dull wounded sound as she tore off the grey edge. She 

worked at her sewing with energy, listening to the children, and her anger wearied itself, lay down to rest, 

opening its eyes from time to time and steadily watching, its ears raised to listen. Sometimes even her anger 

quailed and shrank, and the mother suspended her sewing, tracing the footsteps that thudded along the 
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sleepers outside; she would lift her head sharply to bid the children 'hush', but she recovered herself in time, 

and the footsteps went past the gate, and the children were not flung out of their playing world. 

But at last Annie sighed, and gave in. She glanced at her waggon of slippers, and loathed the game. She 

turned plaintively to her mother. 

"Mother!"--but she was inarticulate. 

John crept out like a frog from under the sofa. His mother glanced up. 

"Yes," she said, "just look at those shirt-sleeves!" 

The boy held them out to survey them, saying nothing. Then somebody called in a hoarse voice away down 

the line, and suspense bristled in the room, till two people had gone by outside, talking. 

"It is time for bed," said the mother. 

"My father hasn't come," wailed Annie plaintively. But her mother was primed with courage. 

"Never mind. They'll bring him when he does come--like a log." She meant there would be no scene. "And he 

may sleep on the floor till he wakes himself. I know he'll not go to work tomorrow after this!" 

The children had their hands and faces wiped with a flannel. They were very quiet. When they had put on 

their nightdresses, they said their prayers, the boy mumbling. The mother looked down at them, at the brown 

silken bush of intertwining curls in the nape of the girl's neck, at the little black head of the lad, and her heart 

burst with anger at their father who caused all three such distress. The children hid their faces in her skirts for 

comfort. 

When Mrs Bates came down, the room was strangely empty, with a tension of expectancy. She took up her 

sewing and stitched for some time without raising her head. Meantime her anger was tinged with fear. 

II 

The clock struck eight and she rose suddenly, dropping her sewing on her chair. She went to the stairfoot 

door, opened it, listening. Then she went out, locking the door behind her. 

Something scuffled in the yard, and she started, though she knew it was only the rats with which the place 

was overrun. The night was very dark. In the great bay of railway lines, bulked with trucks, there was no trace 

of light, only away back she could see a few yellow lamps at the pit-top, and the red smear of the burning pit-

bank on the night. She hurried along the edge of the track, then, crossing the converging lines, came to the 

stile by the white gates, whence she emerged on the road. Then the fear which had led her shrank. People 

were walking up to New Brinsley; she saw the lights in the houses; twenty yards further on were the broad 

windows of the 'Prince of Wales', very warm and bright, and the loud voices of men could be heard distinctly. 

What a fool she had been to imagine that anything had happened to him! He was merely drinking over there 
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at the 'Prince of Wales'. She faltered. She had never yet been to fetch him, and she never would go. So she 

continued her walk towards the long straggling line of houses, standing blank on the highway. She entered a 

passage between the dwellings. 

"Mr Rigley?--Yes! Did you want him? No, he's not in at this minute." 

The raw-boned woman leaned forward from her dark scullery and peered at the other, upon whom fell a dim 

light through the blind of the kitchen window. 

"Is it Mrs Bates?" she asked in a tone tinged with respect. 

"Yes. I wondered if your Master was at home. Mine hasn't come yet." 

"'Asn't 'e! Oh, Jack's been 'ome an 'ad 'is dinner an' gone out. E's just gone for 'alf an hour afore bedtime. Did 

you call at the 'Prince of Wales'?" 

"No--" 

"No, you didn't like--! It's not very nice." The other woman was indulgent. There was an awkward pause. 

"Jack never said nothink about--about your Mester," she said. 

"No!--I expect he's stuck in there!" 

Elizabeth Bates said this bitterly, and with recklessness. She knew that the woman across the yard was 

standing at her door listening, but she did not care. As she turned: 

"Stop a minute! I'll just go an' ask Jack if e' knows anythink," said Mrs Rigley. 

"Oh, no--I wouldn't like to put--!" 

"Yes, I will, if you'll just step inside an' see as th' childer doesn't come downstairs and set theirselves afire." 

Elizabeth Bates, murmuring a remonstrance, stepped inside. The other woman apologized for the state of the 

room. 

The kitchen needed apology. There were little frocks and trousers and childish undergarments on the squab 

and on the floor, and a litter of playthings everywhere. On the black American cloth of the table were pieces 

of bread and cake, crusts, slops, and a teapot with cold tea. 

"Eh, ours is just as bad," said Elizabeth Bates, looking at the woman, not at the house. Mrs Rigley put a shawl 

over her head and hurried out, saying: 

"I shanna be a minute." 
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The other sat, noting with faint disapproval the general untidiness of the room. Then she fell to counting the 

shoes of various sizes scattered over the floor. There were twelve. She sighed and said to herself, "No 

wonder!"--glancing at the litter. There came the scratching of two pairs of feet on the yard, and the Rigleys 

entered. Elizabeth Bates rose. Rigley was a big man, with very large bones. His head looked particularly 

bony. Across his temple was a blue scar, caused by a wound got in the pit, a wound in which the coal-dust 

remained blue like tattooing. 

"Asna 'e come whoam yit?" asked the man, without any form of greeting, but with deference and sympathy. "I 

couldna say wheer he is--'e's non ower theer!"--he jerked his head to signify the 'Prince of Wales'. 

"'E's 'appen gone up to th' 'Yew'," said Mrs Rigley. 

There was another pause. Rigley had evidently something to get off his mind: 

"Ah left 'im finishin' a stint," he began. "Loose-all 'ad bin gone about ten minutes when we com'n away, an' I 

shouted, 'Are ter comin', Walt?' an' 'e said, 'Go on, Ah shanna be but a'ef a minnit,' so we com'n ter th' bottom, 

me an' Bowers, thinkin' as 'e wor just behint, an' 'ud come up i' th' next bantle--" 

He stood perplexed, as if answering a charge of deserting his mate. Elizabeth Bates, now again certain of 

disaster, hastened to reassure him: 

"I expect 'e's gone up to th' 'Yew Tree', as you say. It's not the first time. I've fretted myself into a fever before 

now. He'll come home when they carry him." 

"Ay, isn't it too bad!" deplored the other woman. 

"I'll just step up to Dick's an' see if 'e is theer," offered the man, afraid of appearing alarmed, afraid of taking 

liberties. 

"Oh, I wouldn't think of bothering you that far," said Elizabeth Bates, with emphasis, but he knew she was 

glad of his offer. 

As they stumbled up the entry, Elizabeth Bates heard Rigley's wife run across the yard and open her 

neighbour's door. At this, suddenly all the blood in her body seemed to switch away from her heart. 

"Mind!" warned Rigley. "Ah've said many a time as Ah'd fill up them ruts in this entry, sumb'dy 'll be breakin' 

their legs yit." 

She recovered herself and walked quickly along with the miner. 

"I don't like leaving the children in bed, and nobody in the house," she said. 

"No, you dunna!" he replied courteously. They were soon at the gate of the cottage. 
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"Well, I shanna be many minnits. Dunna you be frettin' now, 'e'll be all right," said the butty. 

"Thank you very much, Mr Rigley," she replied. 

"You're welcome!" he stammered, moving away. "I shanna be many minnits." 

The house was quiet. Elizabeth Bates took off her hat and shawl, and rolled back the rug. When she had 

finished, she sat down. It was a few minutes past nine. She was startled by the rapid chuff of the winding-

engine at the pit, and the sharp whirr of the brakes on the rope as it descended. Again she felt the painful 

sweep of her blood, and she put her hand to her side, saying aloud, "Good gracious!--it's only the nine o'clock 

deputy going down," rebuking herself. 

She sat still, listening. Half an hour of this, and she was wearied out. 

"What am I working myself up like this for?" she said pitiably to herself, "I s'll only be doing myself some 

damage." 

She took out her sewing again. 

At a quarter to ten there were footsteps. One person! She watched for the door to open. It was an elderly 

woman, in a black bonnet and a black woollen shawl--his mother. She was about sixty years old, pale, with 

blue eyes, and her face all wrinkled and lamentable. She shut the door and turned to her daughter-in-law 

peevishly. 

"Eh, Lizzie, whatever shall we do, whatever shall we do!" she cried. 

Elizabeth drew back a little, sharply. 

"What is it, mother?" she said. 

The elder woman seated herself on the sofa. 

"I don't know, child, I can't tell you!"--she shook her head slowly. Elizabeth sat watching her, anxious and 

vexed. 

"I don't know," replied the grandmother, sighing very deeply. "There's no end to my troubles, there isn't. The 

things I've gone through, I'm sure it's enough--!" She wept without wiping her eyes, the tears running. 

"But, mother," interrupted Elizabeth, "what do you mean? What is it?" 

The grandmother slowly wiped her eyes. The fountains of her tears were stopped by Elizabeth's directness. 

She wiped her eyes slowly. 
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"Poor child! Eh, you poor thing!" she moaned. "I don't know what we're going to do, I don't--and you as you 

are--it's a thing, it is indeed!" 

Elizabeth waited. 

"Is he dead?" she asked, and at the words her heart swung violently, though she felt a slight flush of shame at 

the ultimate extravagance of the question. Her words sufficiently frightened the old lady, almost brought her 

to herself. 

"Don't say so, Elizabeth! We'll hope it's not as bad as that; no, may the Lord spare us that, Elizabeth. Jack 

Rigley came just as I was sittin' down to a glass afore going to bed, an' 'e said, ''Appen you'll go down th' line, 

Mrs Bates. Walt's had an accident. 'Appen you'll go an' sit wi' 'er till we can get him home.' I hadn't time to 

ask him a word afore he was gone. An' I put my bonnet on an' come straight down, Lizzie. I thought to 

myself, 'Eh, that poor blessed child, if anybody should come an' tell her of a sudden, there's no knowin' what'll 

'appen to 'er.' You mustn't let it upset you, Lizzie--or you know what to expect. How long is it, six months--or 

is it five, Lizzie? Ay!"--the old woman shook her head--"time slips on, it slips on! Ay!" 

Elizabeth's thoughts were busy elsewhere. If he was killed--would she be able to manage on the little pension 

and what she could earn?--she counted up rapidly. If he was hurt--they wouldn't take him to the hospital--how 

tiresome he would be to nurse!--but perhaps she'd be able to get him away from the drink and his hateful 

ways. She would--while he was ill. The tears offered to come to her eyes at the picture. But what sentimental 

luxury was this she was beginning?--She turned to consider the children. At any rate she was absolutely 

necessary for them. They were her business. 

"Ay!" repeated the old woman, "it seems but a week or two since he brought me his first wages. Ay--he was a 

good lad, Elizabeth, he was, in his way. I don't know why he got to be such a trouble, I don't. He was a happy 

lad at home, only full of spirits. But there's no mistake he's been a handful of trouble, he has! I hope the 

Lord'll spare him to mend his ways. I hope so, I hope so. You've had a sight o' trouble with him, Elizabeth, 

you have indeed. But he was a jolly enough lad wi' me, he was, I can assure you. I don't know how it is . . ." 

The old woman continued to muse aloud, a monotonous irritating sound, while Elizabeth thought 

concentratedly, startled once, when she heard the winding-engine chuff quickly, and the brakes skirr with a 

shriek. Then she heard the engine more slowly, and the brakes made no sound. The old woman did not notice. 

Elizabeth waited in suspense. The mother-in-law talked, with lapses into silence. 

"But he wasn't your son, Lizzie, an' it makes a difference. Whatever he was, I remember him when he was 

little, an' I learned to understand him and to make allowances. You've got to make allowances for them--" 

It was half-past ten, and the old woman was saying: "But it's trouble from beginning to end; you're never too 

old for trouble, never too old for that--" when the gate banged back, and there were heavy feet on the steps. 

"I'll go, Lizzie, let me go," cried the old woman, rising. But Elizabeth was at the door. It was a man in pit-

clothes. 
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"They're bringin' 'im, Missis," he said. Elizabeth's heart halted a moment. Then it surged on again, almost 

suffocating her. 

"Is he--is it bad?" she asked. 

The man turned away, looking at the darkness: 

"The doctor says 'e'd been dead hours. 'E saw 'im i' th' lamp-cabin." 

The old woman, who stood just behind Elizabeth, dropped into a chair, and folded her hands, crying: "Oh, my 

boy, my boy!" 

"Hush!" said Elizabeth, with a sharp twitch of a frown. "Be still, mother, don't waken th' children: I wouldn't 

have them down for anything!" 

The old woman moaned softly, rocking herself. The man was drawing away. Elizabeth took a step forward. 

"How was it?" she asked. 

"Well, I couldn't say for sure," the man replied, very ill at ease. "'E wor finishin' a stint an' th' butties 'ad gone, 

an' a lot o' stuff come down atop 'n 'im." 

"And crushed him?" cried the widow, with a shudder. 

"No," said the man, "it fell at th' back of 'im. 'E wor under th' face, an' it niver touched 'im. It shut 'im in. It 

seems 'e wor smothered." 

Elizabeth shrank back. She heard the old woman behind her cry: 

"What?--what did 'e say it was?" 

The man replied, more loudly: "'E wor smothered!" 

Then the old woman wailed aloud, and this relieved Elizabeth. 

"Oh, mother," she said, putting her hand on the old woman, "don't waken th' children, don't waken th' 

children." 

She wept a little, unknowing, while the old mother rocked herself and moaned. Elizabeth remembered that 

they were bringing him home, and she must be ready. "They'll lay him in the parlour," she said to herself, 

standing a moment pale and perplexed. 
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Then she lighted a candle and went into the tiny room. The air was cold and damp, but she could not make a 

fire, there was no fireplace. She set down the candle and looked round. The candle-light glittered on the 

lustre-glasses, on the two vases that held some of the pink chrysanthemums, and on the dark mahogany. There 

was a cold, deathly smell of chrysanthemums in the room. Elizabeth stood looking at the flowers. She turned 

away, and calculated whether there would be room to lay him on the floor, between the couch and the 

chiffonier. She pushed the chairs aside. There would be room to lay him down and to step round him. Then 

she fetched the old red tablecloth, and another old cloth, spreading them down to save her bit of carpet. She 

shivered on leaving the parlour; so, from the dresser-drawer she took a clean shirt and put it at the fire to air. 

All the time her mother-in-law was rocking herself in the chair and moaning. 

"You'll have to move from there, mother," said Elizabeth. "They'll be bringing him in. Come in the rocker." 

The old mother rose mechanically, and seated herself by the fire, continuing to lament. Elizabeth went into 

the pantry for another candle, and there, in the little penthouse under the naked tiles, she heard them coming. 

She stood still in the pantry doorway, listening. She heard them pass the end of the house, and come 

awkwardly down the three steps, a jumble of shuffling footsteps and muttering voices. The old woman was 

silent. The men were in the yard. 

Then Elizabeth heard Matthews, the manager of the pit, say: "You go in first, Jim. Mind!" 

The door came open, and the two women saw a collier backing into the room, holding one end of a stretcher, 

on which they could see the nailed pit-boots of the dead man. The two carriers halted, the man at the head 

stooping to the lintel of the door. 

"Wheer will you have him?" asked the manager, a short, white-bearded man. 

Elizabeth roused herself and came from the pantry carrying the unlighted candle. 

"In the parlour," she said. 

"In there, Jim!" pointed the manager, and the carriers backed round into the tiny room. The coat with which 

they had covered the body fell off as they awkwardly turned through the two doorways, and the women saw 

their man, naked to the waist, lying stripped for work. The old woman began to moan in a low voice of horror. 

"Lay th' stretcher at th' side," snapped the manager, "an' put 'im on th' cloths. Mind now, mind! Look you 

now--!" 

One of the men had knocked off a vase of chrysanthemums. He stared awkwardly, then they set down the 

stretcher. Elizabeth did not look at her husband. As soon as she could get in the room, she went and picked up 

the broken vase and the flowers. 

"Wait a minute!" she said. 

The three men waited in silence while she mopped up the water with a duster. 
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"Eh, what a job, what a job, to be sure!" the manager was saying, rubbing his brow with trouble and 

perplexity. "Never knew such a thing in my life, never! He'd no business to ha' been left. I never knew such a 

thing in my life! Fell over him clean as a whistle, an' shut him in. Not four foot of space, there wasn't--yet it 

scarce bruised him." 

He looked down at the dead man, lying prone, half naked, all grimed with coal-dust. 

"''Sphyxiated,' the doctor said. It is the most terrible job I've ever known. Seems as if it was done o' purpose. 

Clean over him, an' shut 'im in, like a mouse-trap"--he made a sharp, descending gesture with his hand. 

The colliers standing by jerked aside their heads in hopeless comment. 

The horror of the thing bristled upon them all. 

Then they heard the girl's voice upstairs calling shrilly: "Mother, mother--who is it? Mother, who is it?" 

Elizabeth hurried to the foot of the stairs and opened the door: 

"Go to sleep!" she commanded sharply. "What are you shouting about? Go to sleep at once--there's nothing--" 

Then she began to mount the stairs. They could hear her on the boards, and on the plaster floor of the little 

bedroom. They could hear her distinctly: 

"What's the matter now?--what's the matter with you, silly thing?"--her voice was much agitated, with an 

unreal gentleness. 

"I thought it was some men come," said the plaintive voice of the child. "Has he come?" 

"Yes, they've brought him. There's nothing to make a fuss about. Go to sleep now, like a good child." 

They could hear her voice in the bedroom, they waited whilst she covered the children under the bedclothes. 

"Is he drunk?" asked the girl, timidly, faintly. 

"No! No--he's not! He--he's asleep." 

"Is he asleep downstairs?" 

"Yes--and don't make a noise." 

There was silence for a moment, then the men heard the frightened child again: 

"What's that noise?" 
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"It's nothing, I tell you, what are you bothering for?" 

The noise was the grandmother moaning. She was oblivious of everything, sitting on her chair rocking and 

moaning. The manager put his hand on her arm and bade her "Sh--sh!!" 

The old woman opened her eyes and looked at him. She was shocked by this interruption, and seemed to 

wonder. 

"What time is it?"--the plaintive thin voice of the child, sinking back unhappily into sleep, asked this last 

question. 

"Ten o'clock," answered the mother more softly. Then she must have bent down and kissed the children. 

Matthews beckoned to the men to come away. They put on their caps and took up the stretcher. Stepping over 

the body, they tiptoed out of the house. None of them spoke till they were far from the wakeful children. 

When Elizabeth came down she found her mother alone on the parlour floor, leaning over the dead man, the 

tears dropping on him. 

"We must lay him out," the wife said. She put on the kettle, then returning knelt at the feet, and began to 

unfasten the knotted leather laces. The room was clammy and dim with only one candle, so that she had to 

bend her face almost to the floor. At last she got off the heavy boots and put them away. 

"You must help me now," she whispered to the old woman. Together they stripped the man. 

When they arose, saw him lying in the naïve dignity of death, the women stood arrested in fear and respect. 

For a few moments they remained still, looking down, the old mother whimpering. Elizabeth felt 

countermanded. She saw him, how utterly inviolable he lay in himself. She had nothing to do with him. She 

could not accept it. Stooping, she laid her hand on him, in claim. He was still warm, for the mine was hot 

where he had died. His mother had his face between her hands, and was murmuring incoherently. The old 

tears fell in succession as drops from wet leaves; the mother was not weeping, merely her tears flowed. 

Elizabeth embraced the body of her husband, with cheek and lips. She seemed to be listening, inquiring, 

trying to get some connection. But she could not. She was driven away. He was impregnable. 

She rose, went into the kitchen, where she poured warm water into a bowl, brought soap and flannel and a soft 

towel. 

"I must wash him," she said. 

Then the old mother rose stiffly, and watched Elizabeth as she carefully washed his face, carefully brushing 

the big blond moustache from his mouth with the flannel. She was afraid with a bottomless fear, so she 

ministered to him. The old woman, jealous, said: 
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"Let me wipe him!"--and she kneeled on the other side drying slowly as Elizabeth washed, her big black 

bonnet sometimes brushing the dark head of her daughter. They worked thus in silence for a long time. They 

never forgot it was death, and the touch of the man's dead body gave them strange emotions, different in each 

of the women; a great dread possessed them both, the mother felt the lie was given to her womb, she was 

denied; the wife felt the utter isolation of the human soul, the child within her was a weight apart from her. 

At last it was finished. He was a man of handsome body, and his face showed no traces of drink. He was 

blonde, full-fleshed, with fine limbs. But he was dead. 

"Bless him," whispered his mother, looking always at his face, and speaking out of sheer terror. "Dear lad--

bless him!" She spoke in a faint, sibilant ecstasy of fear and mother love. 

Elizabeth sank down again to the floor, and put her face against his neck, and trembled and shuddered. But 

she had to draw away again. He was dead, and her living flesh had no place against his. A great dread and 

weariness held her: she was so unavailing. Her life was gone like this. 

"White as milk he is, clear as a twelve-month baby, bless him, the darling!" the old mother murmured to 

herself. "Not a mark on him, clear and clean and white, beautiful as ever a child was made," she murmured 

with pride. Elizabeth kept her face hidden. 

"He went peaceful, Lizzie--peaceful as sleep. Isn't he beautiful, the lamb? Ay--he must ha' made his peace, 

Lizzie. 'Appen he made it all right, Lizzie, shut in there. He'd have time. He wouldn't look like this if he hadn't 

made his peace. The lamb, the dear lamb. Eh, but he had a hearty laugh. I loved to hear it. He had the heartiest 

laugh, Lizzie, as a lad--" 

Elizabeth looked up. The man's mouth was fallen back, slightly open under the cover of the moustache. The 

eyes, half shut, did not show glazed in the obscurity. Life with its smoky burning gone from him, had left him 

apart and utterly alien to her. And she knew what a stranger he was to her. In her womb was ice of fear, 

because of this separate stranger with whom she had been living as one flesh. Was this what it all meant--

utter, intact separateness, obscured by heat of living? In dread she turned her face away. The fact was too 

deadly. There had been nothing between them, and yet they had come together, exchanging their nakedness 

repeatedly. Each time he had taken her, they had been two isolated beings, far apart as now. He was no more 

responsible than she. The child was like ice in her womb. For as she looked at the dead man, her mind, cold 

and detached, said clearly: "Who am I? What have I been doing? I have been fighting a husband who did not 

exist. He existed all the time. What wrong have I done? What was that I have been living with? There lies the 

reality, this man."--And her soul died in her for fear: she knew she had never seen him, he had never seen her, 

they had met in the dark and had fought in the dark, not knowing whom they met nor whom they fought. And 

now she saw, and turned silent in seeing. For she had been wrong. She had said he was something he was not; 

she had felt familiar with him. Whereas he was apart all the while, living as she never lived, feeling as she 

never felt. 

In fear and shame she looked at his naked body, that she had known falsely. And he was the father of her 

children. Her soul was torn from her body and stood apart. She looked at his naked body and was ashamed, as 

if she had denied it. After all, it was itself. It seemed awful to her. She looked at his face, and she turned her 

own face to the wall. For his look was other than hers, his way was not her way. She had denied him what he 
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was--she saw it now. She had refused him as himself.--And this had been her life, and his life.--She was 

grateful to death, which restored the truth. And she knew she was not dead. 

And all the while her heart was bursting with grief and pity for him. What had he suffered? What stretch of 

horror for this helpless man! She was rigid with agony. She had not been able to help him. He had been 

cruelly injured, this naked man, this other being, and she could make no reparation. There were the children--

but the children belonged to life. This dead man had nothing to do with them. He and she were only channels 

through which life had flowed to issue in the children. She was a mother--but how awful she knew it now to 

have been a wife. And he, dead now, how awful he must have felt it to be a husband. She felt that in the next 

world he would be a stranger to her. If they met there, in the beyond, they would only be ashamed of what had 

been before. The children had come, for some mysterious reason, out of both of them. But the children did not 

unite them. Now he was dead, she knew how eternally he was apart from her, how eternally he had nothing 

more to do with her. She saw this episode of her life closed. They had denied each other in life. Now he had 

withdrawn. An anguish came over her. It was finished then: it had become hopeless between them long before 

he died. Yet he had been her husband. But how little!-- 

"Have you got his shirt, 'Lizabeth?" 

Elizabeth turned without answering, though she strove to weep and behave as her mother-in-law expected. 

But she could not, she was silenced. She went into the kitchen and returned with the garment. 

"It is aired," she said, grasping the cotton shirt here and there to try. She was almost ashamed to handle him; 

what right had she or anyone to lay hands on him; but her touch was humble on his body. It was hard work to 

clothe him. He was so heavy and inert. A terrible dread gripped her all the while: that he could be so heavy 

and utterly inert, unresponsive, apart. The horror of the distance between them was almost too much for her--

it was so infinite a gap she must look across. 

At last it was finished. They covered him with a sheet and left him lying, with his face bound. And she 

fastened the door of the little parlour, lest the children should E see what was lying there. Then, with peace 

sunk heavy on her heart, she went about making tidy the kitchen. She knew she submitted to life, which was 

her immediate master. But from death, her ultimate master, she winced with fear and shame. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/d-h-lawrence/short-story/odour-of-chrysanthemums 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/d-h-lawrence/short-story/odour-of-chrysanthemums
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Photo Courtesy Denise Truscello/Neon Museum 

The weirdest, most wonderful virtual museums you can visit without leaving your couch 

By Kara Weisenstein 

April 21, 2020 

Thank goodness humans invented the internet between America’s last big pandemic, in 1918, and the current 

one. We’re keeping in touch with loved ones and famous faces alike on Zoom. And we’re streaming a 

century’s worth of entertainment via platforms like Disney+ and Netflix. All things considered, staying home 

in the 21st century is pretty cushy. 

But obviously, not being able to move about freely in the world has its drawbacks. In normal times, I find 

creative sustenance in the act of wandering through museums and art galleries on the regular. It’s a way of 

refreshing my brain when I’m feeling uninspired. These days, visiting IRL is out of the question; everything’s 

been shut down by COVID-19. 

Tons of cultural institutions have responded to the pandemic by taking their collections online, however. You 

can wander world-renowned museums like the Louvre, the Vatican and the Metropolitan Museum of Art from 

the comfort of your couch. Google Arts and Culture hosts content from more than 2,000 museums around the 

world. You can even go inside the national parks and take 360-degree video tours of places like Yellowstone 

and Yosemite. 

https://www.mic.com/profile/kara-weisenstein-18686159
https://www.mic.com/p/self-quarantining-looks-a-lot-different-if-youre-a-celebrity-22641145
https://www.mic.com/p/quarantine-streaming-guide-shows-to-binge-that-you-mightve-missed-22648848
https://www.mic.com/p/quarantine-streaming-guide-shows-to-binge-that-you-mightve-missed-22648848
https://www.travelandleisure.com/attractions/museums-galleries/museums-with-virtual-tours
https://artsandculture.google.com/
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There’s a reason these places are popular — they’re wonders of the world. But there are also tons of quirky, 

lesser-known museums that’re worth your time and attention. Sadly, a lot of the weirdest-sounding places 

(like the International UFO Museum and Research Center in Roswell, NM) are indie and don’t have the 

resources for a robust web presence. But we’ve rounded up a selection of funky, offbeat institutions that are 

worth a virtual visit. 

The Neon Museum in Las Vegas, NV 

This place is an influencer’s dreamscape. The Neon Museum collects, preserves and displays iconic Las 

Vegas signage of yore in a massive outdoor exhibition space called the “Neon Boneyard.” There’s currently a 

huge, site-specific Tim Burton installation on view, with his art sprinkled throughout the museum. The alien 

dudes from his 1996 movie Mars Attacks! populate part of the Neon Boneyard, for example. While you can’t 

physically go check it out right now, the museum has a strong social presence. They recently gave a virtual 

tour of their collection on Facebook Live, with an emphasis on the Burton exhibition. 

The Mütter Museum in Philadelphia, PA 

It’s not for the faint of heart or stomach, but the middle of a pandemic is actually an apt moment to explore 

America’s premiere keeper of medical history, the Mütter Museum. Its mission is to help the public 

appreciate the mysteries and beauty of the human body while understanding the history of diagnosis and 

treatment of disease. With so much misinformation about COVID-19 swirling, it’s comforting to turn to 

history and science. Plus, the Mütter has a number of really well-executed virtual exhibitions. This 

one, Memento Mütter, is an up-close-and-personal look at the museum’s collection with an emphasis on 

human mortality. 

Star Trek: Original Series Set Tour in Ticonderoga, NY 

After the OG Star Trek TV series was cancelled in 1969, the original sets were mostly dismantled and 

destroyed, and whatever survived wound up in private collections. But about 15 years ago, an über-trekkie 

named James Cawley living in upstate New York began the arduous process of reconstructing the sets to look 

exactly as they would’ve 50 years ago. Today, Cawley gives tours of his historically accurate Star Trek sets to 

trekkies from all over the world. You obviously can’t go visit right now, but here’s a video of a guy who 

worked in the Star Trek art department giving an in-depth tour of Cawley’s museum. Neat! 

Museum of Broken Relationships 

This one seems tailor-made for our uncertain, isolated times. The Museum of Broken Relationships is a 

physical and virtual museum (it has permanent outposts in Zagreb, Croatia, and Los Angeles) with the sole 

purpose of collecting, treasuring and sharing stories of heartbreak. Each item in the museum’s collection is a 

memento of a relationship past, accompanied by the personal, yet anonymous, story of the person who 

contributed it. The Museum of Broken’ships is ever-growing and exploring the collection online is a real 

wormhole of emotions, but in a good way. 

“Hike” Ghost Towns in Nevada 

https://www.roswellufomuseum.com/
https://www.neonmuseum.org/
https://www.instagram.com/theneonmuseumlasvegas/
https://www.facebook.com/197976420753/videos/220973265786706/
https://www.facebook.com/197976420753/videos/220973265786706/
http://muttermuseum.org/
http://muttermuseum.org/exhibitions/online-exhibitions/
http://memento.muttermuseum.org/
https://www.startrektour.com/about/general-information/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=c6HsbOHowSY
https://brokenships.com/
https://brokenships.com/explore
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Leave it to Nevada’s board of tourism to find a way to highlight the state's very strange desert attractions 

without requiring people to actually hike through scorching heat to reach them. You can embark on nearly 

two dozen different virtual treks, including a handful that let you explore ghost towns. But my favorite, and 

the weirdest, is a hike through a forest of perfectly-balanced, graffiti-covered junk cars just outside a town 

called Goldfield, NV. 

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

There's no shortage of quirky museum content to explore online. In the course of researching this article, I 

bookmarked plenty more cool places and exhibitions to spend time with. If you enjoyed discovering these 

institutions, check out some of these others: the Pitt Rivers Museum in Oxford, UK, houses more than 

500,000 objects from around the world, but artifacts are arranged by a "democracy of things," rather than by 

time or region. The museum offers a bangin', high-resolution virtual tour. The Spy Museum in Washington, 

DC, curates collection highlights on its website and has been churning out at-home videos on YouTube. If 

you really need to leave Earth behind for a spell, NASA even offers virtual tours of alien planets. Happy 

exploring, my friends. 

 

https://www.mic.com/p/the-weirdest-most-wonderful-virtual-museums-you-can-visit-without-leaving-your-

couch-22834140?utm_campaign=mic&utm_source=sendgrid&utm_medium=email  

https://www.google.com/maps/@37.6988123,-117.2289128,3a,75y,62.06h,82.59t/data=!3m6!1e1!3m4!1sg_0LJEWGSQOI2LGUShRmUA!2e0!7i13312!8i6656
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.prm.ox.ac.uk/
https://my.matterport.com/show/?m=ns3yCKpUzSq&help=1
https://www.spymuseum.org/
https://exoplanets.nasa.gov/alien-worlds/exoplanet-travel-bureau/
https://www.mic.com/p/the-weirdest-most-wonderful-virtual-museums-you-can-visit-without-leaving-your-couch-22834140?utm_campaign=mic&utm_source=sendgrid&utm_medium=email
https://www.mic.com/p/the-weirdest-most-wonderful-virtual-museums-you-can-visit-without-leaving-your-couch-22834140?utm_campaign=mic&utm_source=sendgrid&utm_medium=email
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The Haunting Beauty of Snowflakes: Wilson Bentley’s Pioneering 19th-Century Photomicroscopy of 

Snow Crystals 

The quest to capture nature’s vanishing masterpieces, endowed with the delicacy of flowers and the 

mathematical precision of honeycombs. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Hardly any scientific finding has permeated popular culture more profoundly, transmuted its truth into a more 

pervasive cliché, or inspired more uninspired college application essays than the fact that no two snowflakes 

are alike. But for the vast majority of human history, the uniqueness of snowflakes was far from an 

established fact. 

In the early seventeenth century, while revolutionizing science with the celestial mechanics of the macro scale 

that would land his mother in a witchcraft trial, Johannes Kepler turned his inquisitive imagination to the 

micro scale with a rather unusual Christmas present he made for a friend — a booklet titled The Six-Cornered 

Snowflake, exploring in a playful and poetic way the science of why snowflakes have six sides. When one 

landed on his sleeve in the bitter Prague winter, Kepler found himself wondering why snowflakes “always 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/26/katharina-kepler-witchcraft-dream/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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come down with six corners and with six radii tufted like feathers” — and not, say, with five or seven. 

Centuries before the advent of crystallography, the visionary astronomer became the first to invite science 

into this ancient dwelling place of beauty and to ask, essentially, why snowflakes are the way they are. But it 

would be another two centuries before this intersection of science and splendor enraptures the popular 

imagination with the nexus of truth and beauty in the form of ice crystals — a task that would fall on a 

teenage farm-boy in Vermont. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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Wilson Bentley (February 9, 1865–December 23, 1931) was fifteen when his mother, aware of her son’s 

sensitive curiosity and artistic bent, strained the family’s means to give him a microscope for his birthday. 

Over the next four years, while Walt Whitman was exulting a state over that “a leaf of grass is no less than the 

journey work of the stars,” Wilson placed every curio he could find under his microscope: blades of grass, 

pebbles, insects. The day he managed to place a snowflake on the glass plate and to savor its microscopic 

perfection before it melted, he was besotted. Snowflakes became his life. “Miracles of beauty,” he called 

them. He began sketching what he saw through his microscope, but felt that his drawings failed to capture the 

full miraculousness before it vanished into liquid erasure. Although his father was already irate with the boy’s 

artistic deviation from farm labor, “fussing with snowflakes” rather than pulling potatoes, Wilson somehow 

persuaded him to invest in a camera. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/17/sarah-kay-astronaut-whitman/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/12/17/sarah-kay-astronaut-whitman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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Weeks before his twentieth birthday, he mounted his new 1.5-inch microscope eyepiece to the lens of his 

enormous view camera with its accordion-like body fully extended. On January 15, 1880, Wilson Bentley 

took his first photograph of a snowflake. Mesmerized by the beauty of the result, he transported his equipment 

to the unheated wooden shed behind the farmhouse and began recording his work in two separate sets of 

notebooks — one filled with sketches and dedicated to refining his artistic photomicroscopy; the other filled 

with weather data, carefully monitoring the conditions under which various snowflakes were captured. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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For forty-six winters to come, this slender quiet boy, enchanted by the wonders of nature and attentive to its 

minutest manifestations, would hold his breath over the microscope-camera station and take more than 5,000 

photographs of snow crystals — each a vanishing masterpiece with the delicacy of a flower and the 

mathematical precision of a honeycomb, a ghost of perfection melting onto the glass plate within seconds, a 

sublime metaphor for the ecstasy and impermanence of beauty, of life itself. A generation after the invention 

of photography recalibrated our relationship to impermanence, Wilson Bentley devoted his life to 

popularizing the uniqueness of snowflakes and helping others appreciate the ephemeral “masterpiece of 

design” that each snowflake is, its singular and fleeting existence never to be replicated, its beauty gone 

“without leaving any record behind.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/04/03/virginia-woolf-julia-margaret-cameron-photography/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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Wilson Bentley at work 

In his later years, he reflected on the adolescent passion that would become his life’s work: 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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I became possessed with a great desire to show people something of this wonderful loveliness, an ambition to 

become, in some measure, its preserver. 

And so he did. Wilson Bentley, who comes alive in Duncan Blanchard’s wonderful 1998 biography The 

Snowflake Man (public library), grew famous as Snowflake Bentley, establishing himself as the world’s first 

snowflake photographer and enrapturing vast audiences with nature’s masterworks of ephemeral perfection. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0939923718/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0939923718/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/snowflake-man-a-biography-of-wilson-a-bentley/oclc/863014687&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

83 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

84 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

85 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

86 

Half a century after he first grew enchanted with the photomicroscopy of snowflakes, in a 1922 article 

for Popular Mechanics, Bentley extolled the rewards of this art purchased by physical hardship in below-

freezing temperatures: 

Every snowflake has an infinite beauty which is enhanced by knowledge that the investigator will, in all 

probability, never find another exactly like it. Consequently, photographing these transient forms of Nature 

gives to the worker something of the spirit of a discoverer. Besides combining her greatest skill and artistry in 

the production of snowflakes, Nature generously fashions the most beautiful specimens on a very thin plane 

so that they are specially adapted for photomicrographical study. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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Months before his death, his life’s work was finally published under the title Snow Crystals — a scrumptious 

monograph of 2,500 of his most beguiling photographs, which remains in print today as Snowflakes in 

Photographs (public library). 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/snowflakes-in-photographs/oclc/990706971&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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Complement with artist Rose-Lynn Fisher’s haunting photomicroscopy of tears cried under various 

emotions and these gorgeous vintage illustrations of scientific process and phenomena — including an early 

diagram of snowflake geometries — from a French physics textbook predating the widespread application of 

photography, then revisit the story of how, a generation before Bentley, the young photographer John Adams 

Whipple changed our relationship to impermanence with his pioneering astrophotography. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/06/09/the-topography-of-tears-rose-lynn-fisher/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/06/09/the-topography-of-tears-rose-lynn-fisher/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/08/20/amedee-guillemin-le-monde-physique/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/09/10/john-adams-whipple-moon/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

100 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

101 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/19/wilson-bentley-

snowflakes/?mc_cid=ac55304811&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/19/wilson-bentley-snowflakes/?mc_cid=ac55304811&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/01/19/wilson-bentley-snowflakes/?mc_cid=ac55304811&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486412539/braipick-20
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Metal atoms enhance quantum dot coupling in metal-organic nanoporous networks 

DIPC   

 

A quantum dot (QD) is a nanometric crystalline structure of semiconductor materials. In a QD electrons are 

confined in a region of space, thus creating a well defined structure of energy levels that depends very much 

on the size and shape of the quantum dot. This structure resembles that of atoms, that is why sometimes 

quantum dots are also called artificial atoms. 

QDs aggregate to form QD-solids, suitable for many technological applications. The final properties of these 

solids depend on how the constituent QDs interact. Real QD-solids exhibit significant structural variations 

https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/2015/04/09/darker-than-black-quantum-dots/
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and the control of the potential barriers between neighbouring QDs is essential to tune the interaction between 

the existing units and engineer the two-dimensional electron gases (2DEG) present at the surface, so-called 

surface state electrons. 

Nanoporous networks grown on noble metals have been established in the last decade as reliable confining 

entities for the surface state electrons. Each pore acts as a QD and their properties are tunable by proper 

selection of the building units. These building units dictate the effective potential barriers – as in any QD-

solid, the geometry of the array, and the existing interaction with the substrate defining the ultimate confining 

capabilities of the system. 

Metal-organic nanoporous networks (MONNs) are possibly the most versatile and robust of the noncovalent 

organic arrays. Due to their stability, MONNs can be used as substrates for organic or inorganic adsorbates, 

and their metal coordination atoms show novel magnetic properties, catalytic effects, and variable valence 

oxidation states. MONNS can be arranged in different tessellation patterns (hexagonal, square, or 

quasicrystalline) just playing with the molecular end groups, the coordination atoms or the support surface, 

even resulting in theoretically predicted exotic topological properties. 

 

Still, some properties of MONNS are poorly understood. For example, while the scattering mechanisms of 

quantum corrals and step edges have been thoroughly studied, the scattering characteristics of molecules and 

metal atoms generating MONNs are not yet clear. Now, a team of researchers provides insight 1 into the 

potential landscape of a MONN by disentangling the scattering properties of the molecules and single 

coordination atoms. The researchers study the modification of the substrate’s surface electrons by the 

interaction of a two-dimensional organometallic framework of 1,3,5-tris(pyridyl)benzene and Cu atoms 

(TPyB-Cu) formed on Cu(111). 

The atomically precise regularity of MONNs allows the investigation of electron confinement and periodic 

QD intercoupling that strongly depends on the building units’ potential landscape. These quantum effects 

manifest as energy shifts and gap openings at high symmetry points in the electronic bands when studied by 

angle-resolved photoemission spectroscopy (ARPES). 

The evidence so far suggests smaller potential barriers of the coordinating single metal atoms than the 

molecules. This confinement strength exerted upon the 2DEG is found to vary from one network to another, 

necessarily affecting the electronic intercoupling between neighboring QDs. 

The scientists manage to grow a single-domain and long-range ordered TPyB-Cu MONN network film that 

saturates the Cu(111) surface. Using mesoscale (ARPES) and nanoscale (highly resolved scanning tunneling 

microscopy and spectroscopy) experimental techniques, supported by theoretical calculations (density 

functional theory), the researchers find that the coordination metal atoms exhibit the weakest potential barriers 

for the surface electrons, which practically spoil the confining properties of their molecular counterparts. 

Since these Cu adatoms are located at strategic positions of the network, they act like efficient transmission 

channels between adjacent pores that yields significant interdot coupling. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/19/metal-atoms-enhance-quantum-dot-coupling-in-metal-organic-nanoporous-networks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#note-6617-1
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These leakage pathways severely weaken the pore confining capabilities, facilitating and enhancing the 

coupling among quantum dots, something that can be exploited to engineer the electronic structure of surface 

electron gases. 

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

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may be copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced research 

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

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

constant flow of international visiting researchers. 
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https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/19/metal-atoms-enhance-quantum-dot-coupling-in-metal-organic-

nanoporous-

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

28Mapping+Ignorance%29 

  

http://about.me/cesar_tome
https://doi.org/10.1103/PhysRevLett.123.266805
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/19/metal-atoms-enhance-quantum-dot-coupling-in-metal-organic-nanoporous-networks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29#origin-note-6617-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/intent/user?screen_name=DIPCehu&lang=en-US
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/19/metal-atoms-enhance-quantum-dot-coupling-in-metal-organic-nanoporous-networks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/19/metal-atoms-enhance-quantum-dot-coupling-in-metal-organic-nanoporous-networks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/19/metal-atoms-enhance-quantum-dot-coupling-in-metal-organic-nanoporous-networks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/03/19/metal-atoms-enhance-quantum-dot-coupling-in-metal-organic-nanoporous-networks/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Feed%3A+MappingIgnorance+%28Mapping+Ignorance%29


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

105 

 

VIA BLOOMSBURY 

Flyover and Proud: TaraShea Nesbit Reckons With Home 

Because Sometimes the Floor Needs Swept 

By TaraShea Nesbit 

The first time I heard the phrase “flyover country” was in graduate school, in a Midwestern city, and the 

person explaining the phrase was telling me a bit of gossip. A faculty member, it was rumored, might not get 

tenure, because her book was published on a flyover press. 

Flyover? I asked. 

It was after a reading from a visiting writer, who wore a velvet blazer, brought to us from a university near a 

coast, surely, as they often were. I would have had a small plate in my hand of things I’d never eaten before 

that year: triple cream brie, those thin crackers you spread fancy cheese on, and in my other hand, red wine. 

My new weekly, free, dinner, especially useful at the end of the month, before our stipends came in. 

Like in ‘flyover country’? she said. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

https://www.bloomsbury.com/us/beheld-9781635573220/
https://lithub.com/author/tarasheanesbit/
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I cocked my head. 

She explained. 

Not a more prestigious, New York press, but a university press located in the Midwest. 

Where I’d lived my first 23 years, Ohio, was a place never to land, a place to dismiss for a better elsewhere. 

I’d wanted to dismiss it, too, as soon as I learned there was an elsewhere. New York was the fixation of my 

ambition—although how it became that is difficult to place. In high school, I requested college brochures on a 

dial-up computer connection in my father’s unheated den. Barnard was the school I most wanted to go to 

because I suspected I was queer. But I chose the state school, instead, persuaded by my father not to acquire 

much in student loans. After graduation, I worked in an optical shop and nearly made the mistake of getting 

married at 22, before I left for graduate school in St. Louis. 

* 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

At school, I submitted a poem for workshop with the line, The floor needs swept. The famous poet leading the 

workshop said there was something wrong with that phrase. 

Could I read it aloud? 

I read it aloud. 

Don’t you hear that? he asked. 

When I showed no recognition of my mistake, he explained. He passed his copy of my poem to me, which 

had “to be” written between “needs” and “swept.” I studied it, considered it, but did not “fix” it. That is how 

we speak here, in Ohio, if you are from certain regions. Sometimes, the floor needs swept. 

* 

A year after graduation, a friend and I crossed the west, and on our way to Seattle—the farthest place I could 

get from my family and still be in this country—I met the person I later married, in a gold mining town in 

Nevada. We moved to Seattle, then Tacoma, then Denver, then Boulder. Ten years passed. I thought I’d done 

it; I’d forever outgrown the Midwest. 

I got pregnant, I birthed a full-term daughter, who was born unbreathing, we grieved, I published a novel, I 

finished a PhD, I went on the academic job market, and I was pregnant again. A school in the Ohio valley of 

my youth, with a coveted 2-2 teaching load, health insurance, and a 10 percent matching 401K, was hiring. I 

brought my husband and our five-week-old on the on-campus interview. My husband was surprised that the 

pizza place did not know what Kalamata olives were. I knew this place, these people. I was offered the job. 
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With a seven-month-old and a western husband that confused the geographic location of Ohio with Illinois, I 

moved back to the Miami Valley, back to where my entire family—mom, dad, brothers, sisters, cousins, 

uncles, grandparents—live. I was ecstatic to have a job, but the first year was also a mourning process I did 

mostly privately, for how unsavory, ungrateful, and insulting it is to tell someone living where you live that 

you are mourning living there. 

* 

That was four and a half years ago. Before I moved back to the Midwest, I’d stopped seeing any good in 

where I came from, if I ever saw good. I did see good there once. Riding in the back of the pickup on our way 

to a family reunion at Miller’s Grove, that was a good memory, with my closest cousin, Jessica, four years 

older, as our grandmother drove. Jessica liked to look through our grandmother’s large J.C. Penny’s catalogs 

and pick out items for her future baby’s nursery. I liked to pick out business suits I’d wear to my nebulous 

“professional” job. Jessica died from complications of addiction the year I moved back to Ohio. That is one 

way to frame it. Or she died from grief, from loneliness, from poverty, from childhood sexual abuse, from a 

lineage she could not escape, because she was more loyal than I, I sometimes think. Because she wanted and 

needed her family, I sometimes think, whereas I had worked myself into needing nothing, and left. 

* 

A friend I made in Denver flew in from New York City to give a reading. I was apologetic through the 

cornfields. I asked her which version of mediocre she’d like to have for dinner: Indian, Asian, American. 

She laughed. 

She loved New York. It reflects the way I experience life. Messy and chaotic. 

I drove us past the tawny winter fields, the houses on acre lots with man-made ponds, across train tracks, a 

strip mall. 

This place resembles life for me, I told her. There is nothing and then you die. 

I qualified: I mean, the distractions are few here from mortality, or at least the distractions that would be most 

distracting to me: art openings, museums, book launch parties. Privately, I also think I’m spending more time 

with my children then I would if I lived elsewhere: we bake muffins, we go to the park, we spend many hours 

reading books. 

There is nothing and then you die, I said, again, lightly, and she laughed. 

* 

Given the options for shopping within 45 miles—a TJ Maxx, a Walmart, and a Goodwill full of clothes from 

the TJ Maxx and Walmart—as well as a busy teaching schedule and two small children, I don’t drive into the 

city (Cincinnati) to shop for clothes, or get my glasses adjusted, or wax my eyebrows, and the clothes I order 
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online are quick purchases, often ill-fitting, and get returned, or linger too long in my closest, unreturned, 

until I have to keep them because the return period has expired. So, I dress like I’m from here, too—nothing 

from an independent designer, no whimsical shoe from a boutique on Pike or Pine in Seattle. Those days are, 

if not gone, dormant, buried beneath the fallen maple leaves of my life. This is how one grows into 

Midwestern, I think, but perhaps this is just how one grows older, making calculations, valuing time over 

appearance. 

She died from grief, from loneliness, from poverty, from childhood sexual abuse, from a lineage she could not 

escape, because she was more loyal than I. 

A small town asks you to be a little more decent. Our friends who moved here from Brooklyn say they 

learned quickly not to display road rage—that person you flipped off could easily be the person in front of 

you in preschool pickup, at the grocery store. 

I was writing at the coffee shop when someone put their hands on both my shoulders. I turned to see not a 

threat, as I had anticipated, but a professor and friend who has started writing personal essays. She has good 

news: her newest essay will be published soon. We celebrate for a moment and discuss our kids and a visiting 

scholar’s talk—a conversation both of us would be having at any university. My friend was an undergrad at 

Barnard the years I would have been there. It is entirely possible I would have found myself here, back in the 

Miami Valley, had I lived those years in New York. I could have ended up exactly where I am. Except if it 

had happened that way, I might presently owe more money in student loans than we do on our mortgage. 

The goal of a teaching job with a 2-2 load in an affordable, reasonably-sized west coast or mountain town 

where we have friends, or family, grows fainter and fainter. I like my colleagues and I like the students here. I 

understand the subtlety; the small cues that suggest a lot more is going on beneath niceness. Our shared 

geographical upbringing does, more than I thought it would, give us connection, and I have a particular 

tenderness for students who come from lineages closest to my own. Last week I taught Joan Didion’s 

“Goodbye to All That,” and my students said that the essay worries them. They fear they’ll one day feel the 

way the narrator does. Most of them are from this region. We discuss how Didion downplays that leaving 

New York is also returning to where she is from, California. It’s shameful to return to where you are from, 

one student says, and others nod. It’s the last thing they want to do right now. 

My dad used to say, upon his friends asking about me, my lapsed visits, all the holidays and birthdays I 

missed, I knew I raised my daughter right if she never came back. 

Many of my family members are in recovery. The automobile factory my grandfather worked at has closed, 

and with it, other factories my family members have worked at, and the associated correlations with 

unemployment and opioid addiction are palpable. But I know that more from my friend who is an ER doctor 

than how I once did as a child, scared and confused watching a caregiver nod off. My fantasies are no longer 

to live in a loft in New York—I know what kind of lineage I’d need, or what kind of risktaker I’d need to be, 

to live that way. Now my fantasies are that a small cottage adjacent to our house will come on the market, and 

my mother will buy it, or we’ll help her buy it. My mother, who is looking to buy a home again, after losing 

hers to bankruptcy when I was in college, told my daughter that her ideal home is next door to us and after 

school, my daughter comes to her house for a snack. I can see the possibility of comfort in this. 
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My father used to say, “I knew I raised my daughter right if she never came back.” 

On certain spring afternoons though, a Friday after teaching, when the sun shines as I bike home, I could 

admire the crocus and daffodils pushing through hard clay. But often, I wish for a back patio in a city to meet 

friends in. I wish for a bookstore. I miss watching fiddlehead ferns unfurl along the trails of the Pacific 

Northwest. I seek a little lapse in being aware of my mortality. 

But perhaps there is something else I’m reckoning with here. As a child, ambition was my survival skill. If a 

parent was shooting up, if a pedophile was targeting me, if I knew what bar to call to find my other parent, 

until I didn’t and they were gone for a week—I studied, I practiced basketball, I wrote. I trained my mind to 

imagine a future where happiness resided. Happiness, I thought, was elsewhere. But elsewhere, it turns out, 

was not necessarily geography. The pattern of my thinking—when stressed I catapult out of the present and 

plan the future—was an important survival strategy I’m trying to unwire. 

When people ask about my family and I pause too long for social comfort, my husband offers, She was raised 

by wolves. But I don’t blame the wolves. Before them were their mothers and fathers, their mothers’ mothers 

and fathers, and to all of them, poverty and trauma. 

* 

I want surprise and delight, I tell my husband, when I get home, sulking in a way he has little sympathy for, 

which is a trait I mostly appreciate about him. We push the strollers to the ice cream shop and stop to watch 

the tadpoles flitting about in the creek. 

I have never called this place flyover country. 

* 

The floors need swept, I say sometimes, of this daily mess that is two children eating dinner. I say it if I am 

tired, if I’ve forgotten, or if I’m choosing to teasingly offend my husband. I wonder what our two children 

will say, if they will drop “to be”, if they will say “soda” or “pop”, what they will choose to identify with, to 

hide, when they begin to see and hopefully question the implications of these differences. She’s done it once, 

our daughter. 

Mom, she said, my dress needs washed. 

What did you say? her father asked, smiling. He had heard her. 

To my surprise, it gave me great delight. 

__________________________________ 
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TaraShea Nesbit’s, Beheld will be available on March 17 from Bloomsbury Publishing.  

AmericabeheldBloomsbury Publishingflyover countryflyover statesHomelandmidwesttarashea nesbit 

 

 

TaraShea Nesbit 

TaraShea Nesbit is the author of The Wives of Los Alamos, which was a national bestseller, a finalist for the 

PEN/Bingham Prize, and a New York Times Book Review Editors’ Choice, and the winner of two New 

Mexico-Arizona Book Awards. Her writing has been featured in Granta, Ninth Letter, the Guardian, Fourth 

Genre, Salon, and elsewhere. She earned a PhD in literature and creative writing from the University of 

Denver. She is an assistant professor at Miami University and lives in Oxford, Ohio with her family. Her 

novel Beheld is out now from Bloomsbury. 

 

https://lithub.com/flyover-and-proud-tarashea-nesbit-reckons-with-home/ 

https://www.bloomsbury.com/us/beheld-9781635573220/
https://lithub.com/tag/america/
https://lithub.com/tag/beheld/
https://lithub.com/tag/bloomsbury-publishing/
https://lithub.com/tag/flyover-country/
https://lithub.com/tag/flyover-states/
https://lithub.com/tag/home/
https://lithub.com/tag/land/
https://lithub.com/tag/midwest/
https://lithub.com/tag/tarashea-nesbit/
https://lithub.com/author/tarasheanesbit/
https://lithub.com/flyover-and-proud-tarashea-nesbit-reckons-with-home/
https://lithub.com/author/tarasheanesbit/
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A Modern Cinderella 

by Louisa May Alcott 

 

A short story published in 1860 considered "modern"? Louisa May Alcott bestows a truly amusing and 

thoroughly modern retelling of The Brothers Grimm's Cinderella. Little Women is certainly Louisa May 

Alcott's best known book, but don't miss her refreshing version of this classic fairy tale, A Modern 

Cinderella. Alcott pokes fun throughout, describing a "cool blonde" as "having many cares those happy 

little housewives never know." What modern gal doesn't appreciate that those old, worn out shoes are 

dependable and will take you far--forget impractical glass slipper or stilettos! Decide which version you 

prefer. 

 

 

A MODERN CINDERELLA OR, THE LITTLE OLD SHOE 

https://americanliterature.com/author/louisa-may-alcott
https://americanliterature.com/author/the-brothers-grimm/fairy-tale/cinderella
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HOW IT WAS LOST Among green New England hills stood an ancient house, many-gabled, mossy-roofed, 

and quaintly built, but picturesque and pleasant to the eye; for a brook ran babbling through the orchard that 

encompassed it about, a garden-plat stretched upward to the whispering birches on the slope, and patriarchal 

elms stood sentinel upon the lawn, as they had stood almost a century ago, when the Revolution rolled that 

way and found them young. 

One summer morning, when the air was full of country sounds, of mowers in the meadow, black-birds by the 

brook, and the low of kine upon the hill-side, the old house wore its cheeriest aspect, and a certain humble 

history began. 

"Nan!" 

"Yes, Di." 

And a head, brown-locked, blue-eyed, soft-featured, looked in at the open door in answer to the call. 

Just bring me the third volume of 'Wilhelm Meister,' there's a dear. It's hardly worth while to rouse such a 

restless ghost as I, when I'm once fairly laid." 

As she spoke, Di pulled up her black braids, thumped the pillow of the couch where she was lying, and with 

eager eyes went down the last page of her book. 

"Nan!" 

"Yes, Laura," replied the girl, coming back with the third volume for the literary cormorant, who took it with 

a nod, still too content upon the "Confessions of a Fair Saint" to remember the failings of a certain plain 

sinner. 

"Don't forget the Italian cream for dinner. I depend upon it; for it's the only thing fit for me this hot weather." 

And Laura, the cool blonde, disposed the folds of her white gown more gracefully about her, and touched up 

the eyebrow of the Minerva she was drawing. 

"Little daughter!" 

"Yes, father." 

"Let me have plenty of clean collars in my bag, for I must go at once; and some of you bring me a glass of 

cider in about an hour;--I shall be in the lower garden." 

The old man went away into his imaginary paradise, and Nan into that domestic purgatory on a summer day, -

- the kitchen. There were vines about the windows, sunshine on the floor,and order everywhere; but it was 

haunted by a cooking-stove, that family altar whence such varied incense rises to appease the appetite of 
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household gods, before which such dire incantations are pronounced to ease the wrath and woe of the 

priestess of the fire, and about which often linger saddest memories of wasted temper, time, and toil. 

Nan was tired, having risen with the birds,--hurried, having many cares those happy little housewives never 

know,--and disappointed in a hope that hourly " dwindled, peaked, and pined."She was too young to make the 

anxious lines upon her forehead seem at home there, too patient to be burdened with the labor others should 

have shared, too light of heart to be pent up when earth and sky were keeping a blithe holiday. But she was 

one of that meek sisterhood who, thinking humbly of themselves, believe they are honored by being spent in 

the service of less conscientious souls, whose careless thanks seem quite reward enough. 

To and fro she went, silent and diligent, giving the grace of willingness to every humble or distasteful task the 

day had brought her; but some malignant sprite seemed to have taken possession of her kingdom, for rebellion 

broke out everywhere.The kettles would boil over most obstreperously,--the mutton refused to cook with the 

meek alacrity to be expected from the nature of a sheep,--the stove, with unnecessary warmth of temper, 

would glow like a fiery furnace,--the irons would scorch,--the linens would dry,--and spirits would fail, 

though patience never. 

Nan tugged on, growing hotter and wearier,more hurried and more hopeless, till at last the crisis came; for in 

one fell moment she tore her gown, burnt her hand, and smudged the collar she was preparing to finish in the 

most unexceptionable style. Then, if she had been a nervous woman, she would have scolded; being a gentle 

girl, she only "lifted up her voice and wept." 

"Behold, she watereth her linen with salt tears, and be waileth herself because of much tribulation. But, lo! 

Help cometh from afar: a strong man bringeth lettuce wherewith to stay her, plucketh berries to comfort her 

withal, and clasheth cymbals that she may dance for joy." 

The voice came from the porch, and, with her hope fulfilled, Nan looked up to greet John Lord, the house-

friend, who stood there with a basket on his arm; and as she saw his honest eyes, kind lips, and helpful hands, 

the girl thought this plain young man the comeliest, most welcome sight she had beheld that day. 

"How good of you, to come through all this heat, and not to laugh at my despair!" she said, looking up like a 

grateful child, as she led him in. 

"I only obeyed orders, Nan; for a certain dear old lady had a motherly presentiment that you had got into a 

domestic whirlpool, and sent me as a sort of life-preserver. So I took the basket of consolation, and came to 

fold my feet upon the carpet of contentment in the tent of friendship." 

As he spoke, John gave his own gift in his mother's name, and bestowed himself in the wide window-seat, 

where morning-glories nodded at him,and the old butternut sent pleasant shadows dancing to and fro. 

His advent, like that of Orpheus in hades,seemed to soothe all unpropitious powers with a sudden spell. The 

Fire began to slacken. the kettles began to lull, the meat began to cook, the irons began to cool, the clothes 

began to be have, the spirits began to rise, and the collar was finished off with most triumphant success. John 

watched the change, and, though a lord of creation,abased himself to take compassion on the weaker vessel, 

and was seized with a great desire to lighten the homely tasks that tried her strength of body and soul. He took 
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a comprehensive glance about the room; then, extracting a dish from he closet, proceeded to imbrue his hands 

in the strawberries' blood. 

"Oh, John, you needn't do that; I shall have time when I've turned the meat, made the pudding and done these 

things. See, I'm getting on finely now:--you're a judge of such matters; isn't that nice?" 

As she spole, Nan offered the polished absurdity for inspection with innocent pride. 

"Oh that I were a collar, to sit upon that hand!" sighed John,--adding, argumentatively, 

"As to the berry question, I might answer it with a gem from Dr. Watts, relative to 'Satan' and idle hands,' but 

will merely say, that, as a matter of public safety, you'd better leave me alone; for such is the destructiveness 

of my nature, that I shall certainly eat something hurtful, break something valuable, or sit upon something 

crushable, unless you let me concentrate my energies by knocking on these young fellows' hats, and preparing 

them for their doom." 

Looking at the matter in a charitable light,Nan consented, and went cheerfully on with her work, wondering 

how she could have thought ironing an infliction, and been so ungrateful for the blessings of her lot. 

"Where's Sally?" asked John, looking vainly for the functionary who usually pervaded that region like a 

domestic police-woman, a terror to cats, dogs, and men. 

"She has gone to her cousin's funeral, and won't be back till Monday. There seems to be a great fatality among 

her relations; for one dies,or comes to grief in some way, about once a month. But I don't blame poor Sally for 

wanting to getaway from this place now and then. I think I could find it in my heart to murder an imaginary 

friend or two, if I had to stay here long." 

And Nan laughed so blithely, it was a pleasure to hear her. 

"Where's Di?" asked John, seized with a most unmasculine curiosity all at once. 

"She is in Germany with 'Wilhelm Meister'; but, though 'lost to sight, to memory clear'; for I was just 

thinking, as I did her things, how clever she is to like all kinds of books that I don't understand at all, and to 

write things that make me cry with pride and delight. Yes, she's a talented dear, though she hardly knows a 

needle from a crowbar, and will make herself one great blot some of these days, when the 'divine afflatus' 

descends upon her, I'm afraid." 

And Nan rubbed away with sisterly zeal at Di's forlorn hose and inky pocket-handkerchiefs. 

"Where is Laura?" proceeded the inquisitor. 

"Well, I might say that she was in Italy; for she is copying some fine thing of Raphael's or Michael Angelo's, 

or some great creatures or other; and she looks so picturesque in her pretty gown, sitting before her easel, that 

it's really a sight to behold, and I've peeped two or three times to see how she gets on." 
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And Nan bestirred herself to prepare the dishWherewith her picturesque sister desired to prolong her artistic 

existence. 

"Where is your father?" John asked again,checking off each answer with a nod and a little frown. 

"He is down in the garden, deep in some plan about melons, the beginning of which seems to consist in 

stamping the first proposition in Euclid all over the bed, and then poking a few seeds into the middle of each. 

Why, bless the dear man! I forgot it was time for the cider. Wouldn't you like to take it to him, John? He'd 

love to consult you; and the lane is so cool, it does one's heart good to look at it." 

John glanced from the steamy kitchen to the shadowy path, and answered with a sudden assumption of 

immense industry,-- 

"I couldn't possibly go, Nan,--I've so much on my hands. You'll have to do it yourself. 'Mr.Robert of Lincoln' 

has something for your private ear; and the lane is so cool, it will do one's heart good to see you in it. Give my 

regards to your father, and, in the words of 'Little Mabel's' mother, with slight variation,-- 

'Tell the dear old bodyThis day I cannot run, For the pots are boiling over And the mutton isn't done.'" 

"I will; but please, John, go in to the girls and be comfortable; for I don't like to leave you here," said Nan. 

"You insinuate that I should pick at the pudding or invade the cream, do you? Ungrateful girl, leave me!" 

And, with melodramatic sternness, John extinguished her in his broad-brimmed hat, and offered the glass like 

a poisoned goblet. 

Nan took it, and went smiling away. But the lane might have been the Desert of Sahara, for all she knew of it; 

and she would have passed her father as unconcernedly as if he had been an apple-tree, had he not called out,-

- 

"Stand and deliver, little woman!" 

She obeyed the venerable highwayman, and followed him to and fro, listening to his plans and directions with 

a mute attention that quite won his heart. 

"That hop-pole is really an ornament now,Nan; this sage-bed needs weeding,--that's good work for you girls; 

and, now I think of it, you'd better water the lettuce in the cool of the evening, after I'm gone." 

To all of which remarks Nan gave her assent;the hop-pole took the likeness of a tall figure she had seen in the 

porch, the sage-bed, curiously enough, suggested a strawberry ditto,the lettuce vividly reminded her of certain 

vegetable productions a basket had brought, and the bobolink only sung in his cheeriest voice, "Go home, go 

home! he is there!" 

She found John--he having made a free-mason of himself, by assuming her little apron--meditating over the 

partially spread table, lost in a maze at its desolate appearance; one half its proper paraphernalia having been 
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forgotten, and the other half put on awry. Nan laughed till the tears ran over her cheeks, and John was 

gratified at the efficacy of his treatment; for her face had brought a whole harvest of sunshine from the 

garden, and all her cares seemed to have been lost in the windings of the lane. 

"Nan, are you in hysterics?" cried Di, appearing,book in hand. "John, you absurd man,what are you doing?" 

"I'm helpin' the maid of all work, please marm." And John dropped a curtsy with his limited apron. 

Di looked ruffled, for the merry words were a covert reproach; and with her usual energy of manner and 

freedom of speech she tossed "Wilhelm"out of the window, exclaiming, irefully.-- 

"That's always the way; I'm never where I ought to be, and never think of anything till it's too late; but it's all 

Goethe's fault. What does he write books full of smart 'Phillinas' and interesting 'Meisters' for? How can I be 

expected to remember that Sally's away, and people must eat, when I'm hearing the 'Harper' and 

little'Mignon?' John, how dare you come here and do my work, instead of shaking me and telling me to do it 

myself? Take that toasted child away,and fan her like a Chinese mandarin, while I dish up this dreadful 

dinner." 

John and Nan fled like chaff before the wind,while Di, full of remorseful zeal, charged at the kettles, and 

wrenched off the potatoes' jackets,as if she were revengefully pulling her own hair.Laura had a vague 

intention of going to assist; but, getting lost among the lights and shadows of Minerva's helmet, forgot to 

appear till dinner had been evoked from chaos and peace was restored. 

At three o'clock, Di performed the coronation ceremony with her father's best hat; Laura retied his old-

fashioned neckcloth, and arranged his white locks with an eye to saintly effect; Nan appeared with a 

beautifully written sermon, and suspicious ink-stains on the fingers that slipped it into his pocket; John 

attached himself to the bag; and the patriarch was escorted to the door of his tent with the triumphal 

procession which usually attended his out-goings and in-comings. Having kissed the female portion of his 

tribe, he ascended the venerable chariot, which received him with audible lamentation, as its rheumatic joints 

swayed to and fro. 

"Good-bye, my dears! I shall be back early on Monday morning; so take care of yourselves,and be sure you 

all go and hear Mr. Emerboy preach to-morrow. My regards to your mother.John. Come, Solon!" 

But Solon merely cocked one ear, and remained a fixed fact; for long experience had induced the philosophic 

beast to take for his motto the Yankee maxim, "Be sure you're right, then go ahead! He knew things were not 

right; therefore he did not go ahead. 

"Oh, by the way, girls, don't forget to payTommy Mullein for bringing up the cow: he expects it to-night. And 

Di, don't sit up till daylight, nor let Laura stay out in the dew. Now, I believe I'm off. Come, Solon!" 

But Solon only cocked the other ear, gently agitated his mortified tail, as premonitory symptoms of departure, 

and never stirred a hoof, being well aware that it always took three "comes"to make a "go." 
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"Bless me! I've forgotten my spectacles.They are probablv shut up in that volume of Herbert on my table. 

Very awkward to find myself without them ten miles away. Thank you, John. Don't neglect to water the 

lettuce,Nan, and don't overwork yourself, my little 'Martha.' Come--" 

At this juncture Solon suddenly went off, like "Mrs. Gamp," in a sort of walking swoon, apparently deaf and 

blind to all mundane matters, except the refreshments awaiting him ten miles away; and the benign old pastor 

disappeared, humming "Hebron" to the creaking accompaniment of the bulgy chaise. 

Laura retired to take her siesta; Nan made a small carbon arrow of herself by sharpening her sister's crayons, 

and Di, as a sort of penance for past sins, tried her patience over a piece of knitting, in which she soon 

originated a somewhat remarkable pattern, by dropping every third stitch, and seaming ad libitum. If John bad 

been a gentlemanly creature, with refined tastes, he would have elevated his feet and made a nuisance of 

himself by indulging in a "weed;"but being only an uncultivated youth, with a rustic regard for pure air and 

womankind in general, he kept his head uppermost, and talked like a man, instead of smoking like a chimney. 

"It will probably be six months before I sit here again, tangling your threads and maltreating your needles, 

Nan. How glad you must feel to hear it!" he said, looking up from a thoughtful examination of the hard-

working little citizens of the Industrial Community settled in Nan's work-basket. 

"No, I'm very sorry; for I like to see you coming and going as you used to, years ago, and I miss you very 

much when you are gone, John,"answered truthful Nan, whittling away in a sadly wasteful manner, as her 

thoughts flew back to the happy times when a little lad rode a little lass in a big wheelbarrow, and never spilt 

his load,--when two brown heads bobbed daily side by side to school, and the favorite play was "Babes in 

theWood," with Di for a somewhat peckish robin to cover the small martyrs with any vegetable substance that 

lay at hand. Nan sighed, as she thought of these things, and John regarded the battered thimble on his finger-

tip with increased benignity of aspect as he heard the sound. 

"When are you going to make your fortune, John, and get out of that disagreeable hardware concern? " 

demanded Di, pausing after an exciting "round," and looking almost as much exhausted as if it had been a 

veritable pugilistic encounter. 

"I intend to make it by plunging still deeper into 'that disagreeable hardware concern;' for,next year, if the 

world keeps rolling, and John Lord is alive, he will become a partner, and then--and then--" 

The color sprang up into the young man's cheek, his eyes looked out with a sudden shine,and his hand seemed 

involuntarily to close, as if he saw and seized some invisible delight. 

"What will happen then, John?" asked Nan, with a wondering glance. 

"I'll tell you in a year, Nan, wait till then."and John's strong hand unclosed, as if the desired good were not to 

be his yet. 

Di looked at him, with a knitting-needle stuck into her hair, saying, like a sarcastic unicorn,-- 
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"I really thought you had a soul above pots and kettles, but I see you haven't; and I beg your pardon for the 

injustice I have done you." 

Not a whit disturbed, John smiled, as if at some mighty pleasant fancy of his own, as he replied,-- 

"Thank you, Di; and as a further proof of the utter depravity of my nature, let me tell you thatI have the 

greatest possible respect for those articles of ironmongery. Some of the happiest hours of my life have been 

spent in their society; some of my pleasantest associations are connected with them;some of my best lessons 

have come to me among them; and when my fortune is made, I intend to show my gratitude by taking three 

flat-irons rampant for my coat of arms. 

Nan laughed merrily, as she looked at the burns on her hand; but Di elevated the most prominent feature of 

her brown countenance, and sighed despondingly,-- 

"Dear, dear, what a disappointing world this is! I no sooner build a nice castle in Spain, and settle a smart 

young knight therein, than down it comes about my ears; and the ungrateful youth,who might fight dragons, if 

he chose, insists on quenching his energies in a saucepan, and making a Saint Lawrence of himself by wasting 

his life on a series of gridirons. Ah, if I were only a man, I would do something better than that, and prove that 

heroes are not all dead yet. But, instead of that, I'm only a woman, and must sit rasping my temper with 

absurdities like this." And Di wrestled with her knitting as if it were Fate, and she were paying off the grudge 

she owed it. 

John leaned toward her, saying, with a look that made his plain face handsome,-- 

"Di, my father began the world as I begin it, and left it the richer for the useful years he spent here,--as I hope 

I may leave it some half-century hence. His memory makes that dingy shop a pleasant place to me; for there 

he made an honest name, led an honest life and bequeathed to me his reverence for honest work. That is a sort 

of hardware, Di, that no rust can corrupt, and which will always prove a better fortune than any your knights 

can achieve with sword and shield. I think I am not quite a clod, or quite without some aspirations above 

money-getting; for I sincerely desire that courage that makes daily life heroic by self-denial and cheerfulness 

of heart;I am eager to conquer my own rebellious nature, and earn the confidence of innocent and upright 

souls; I have a great ambition to become as good a man and leave as good a memory behind me a sold John 

Lord." 

Di winked violently, and seamed five times in perfect silence; but quiet Nan had the gift of knowing when to 

speak, and by a timely word saved her sister from a thunder-shower and her stocking from destruction. 

"John, have you seen Philip since you wrote about your last meeting with him? 

The question was for John, but the soothing tone was for Di, who gratefully accepted it, and perked up again 

with speed. 

"Yes; and I meant to have told you about it,"answered John, plunging into the subject at once. 
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"I saw him a few days before I came home, and found him more disconsolate than ever,--' just ready to go to 

the Devil,' as he forcibly expressed himself. I consoled the poor lad as well as I could,telling him his wisest 

plan was to defer his proposed expedition, and go on as steadily as he had begun,--thereby proving the 

injustice of your father's prediction concerning his want of perseverance,and the sincerity of his affection. I 

told him the change in Laura's health and spirits was silently working in his favor, and that a few more 

months of persistent endeavor would conquer your father's prejudice against him, and make him a stronger 

man for the trial and the pain. I read him bits about Laura from your own and Di's letters, and he went away at 

last as patient as Jacob ready to serve another 'seven years' for his beloved Rachel." 

"God bless you for it, John!" cried a fervent voice; and, looking up, they saw the cold, listless Laura 

transformed into a tender girl, all aglow with love and longing, as she dropped her mask,and showed a living 

countenance eloquent with the first passion and softened by the first grief of her life. 

John rose involuntarily in the presence of an innocent nature whose sorrow needed no interpreter to him. The 

girl read sympathy in his brotherly regard, and found comfort in the friendly voice that asked, half playfully, 

half seriously,-- 

"Shall I tell him that he is not forgotten, even for an Apollo? that Laura the artist has not conquered Laura the 

woman? and predict that the good daughter will yet prove the happy wife?" 

With a gesture full of energy, Laura tore herMinerva from top to bottom, while two great tears rolled down 

the cheeks grown wan with hope deferred. 

"Tell him I believe all things, hope all things,and that I never can forget." 

Nan went to her and held her fast, leaving the prints of two loving but grimy hands upon her shoulders; Di 

looked on approvingly, for, though stony-hearted regarding the cause, she fully appreciated the effect; and 

John, turning to the window, received the commendations of a robin swaying on an elm-bough with sunshine 

on its ruddy breast. 

The clock struck five, and John declared that he must go; for, being an old-fashioned soul, he fancied that his 

mother had a better right to his last hour than any younger woman in the land,--always remembering that "she 

was a widow, and he her only son." 

Nan ran away to wash her hands, and came back with the appearance of one who had washed her face also: 

and so she had; but there was a difference in the water. 

"Play I'm your father, girls, and remember that it will be six months before 'that John' will trouble you again." 

With which preface the young man kissed his former play fellows as heartily as the boy had been wont to do, 

when stern parents banished him to distant schools, and three little maids bemoaned his fate. But times were 

changed now; for Di grew alarmingly rigid during the ceremony; Laura received the salute like a graceful 

queen; and Nan returned it with heart and eyes and tender lips, making such an improvement on the childish 

fashion of the thing that John was moved to support his paternal character by softly echoing her father's 

words,--"Take care of yourself, my little' Martha.'" 
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Then they all streamed after him along the garden-path, with the endless messages and warnings girls are so 

prone to give; and the young man,with a great softness at his heart, went away, as many another John has 

gone, feeling better for the companionship of innocent maidenhood, and stronger to wrestle with temptation, 

to wait and hope and work. 

"Let's throw a shoe after him for luck, as dear old 'Mrs. Gummage' did after 'David' and the willin' Barkis!' 

Quick, Nan! you always have old shoes on; toss one, and shout, 'Good luck!'"cried Di, with one of her 

eccentric inspirations. 

Nan tore off her shoe, and threw it far along the dusty road, with a sudden longing to become that auspicious 

article of apparel, that the omen might not fail. 

Looking backward from the hill-top, John answered the meek shout cheerily, and took in the group with a 

lingering glance: Laura in the shadow of the elms, Di perched on the fence, and Nan leaning far over the gate 

with her hand above her eyes and the sunshine touching her brown hair with gold. He waved his hat and 

turned away;but the music seemed to die out of the blackbird's song, and in all the summer landscape his eyes 

saw nothing but the little figure at the gate. 

"Bless and save us! here's a flock of people coming; my hair is in a toss, and Nan's without her shoe; run! fly, 

girls! or the Philistines will be upon us!" cried Di, tumbling off her perch in sudden alarm. 

Three agitated young ladies, with flying draperies and countenances of mingled mirth and dismay,might have 

been seen precipitating themselves into a respectable mansion with unbecoming haste; but the squirrels were 

the only witnesses of this "vision of sudden flight," and, being used to ground-and-lofty tumbling, didn't mind 

it. 

When the pedestrians passed, the door was decorously closed, and no one visible but a young man, who 

snatched something out of the road, and marched away again, whistling with more vigor of tone than accuracy 

of tune, "Only that, and nothing more." 

HOW IT WAS FOUND. 

Summer ripened into autumn, and something fairer than 

"Sweet-peas and mignonette in Annie's garden grew." 

Her nature was the counterpart of the hill-side grove, where as a child she had read her fairytales, and now as 

a woman turned the first pages of a more wondrous legend still. Lifted above the many-gabled roof, yet not 

cut off from the echo of human speech, the little grove seemed a green sanctuary, fringed about with violets, 

and full of summer melody and bloom. Gentle creatures haunted it, and there was none to make afraid; wood-

pigeons cooed and crickets chirped their shrill roundelays, anemones and lady-ferns looked up from the moss 

that kissed the wanderer's feet. Warm airs were all afloat, full of vernalodors for the grateful sense, silvery 

birches shimmered like spirits of the wood, larches gave their green tassels to the wind, and pines made airy 

music sweet and solemn, as they stood looking heavenward through veils of summer sunshine or shrouds of 

wintry snow. 
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Nan never felt alone now in this charmed wood;for when she came into its precincts, once so full of solitude, 

all things seemed to wear one shape, familiar eyes looked at her from the violets in the grass, familiar words 

sounded in the whisper of the leaves, grew conscious that an unseen influence filled the air with new delights, 

and touched earth and sky with a beauty never seen before. Slowly these Mayflowers budded in her maiden 

heart, rosily they bloomed and silently they waited till some lover of such lowly herbs should catch their fresh 

aroma, should brush away the fallen leaves, and lift them to the sun. 

Though the eldest of the three, she had long been overtopped by the more aspiring maids. But though she 

meekly yielded the reins of government,whenever they chose to drive, they were soon restored to her again; 

for Di fell into literature, andLaura into love. Thus engrossed, these two forgot many duties which even blue 

stockings and inamoratos are expected to perform, and slowly all the homely humdrum cares that housewives 

know became Nan's daily life, and she accepted it without a thought of discontent. Noiseless and cheerful as 

the sunshine, she went to and fro, doing the tasks that mothers do, but without a mother's sweet reward, 

holding fast the numberless slight threads that bind a household tenderly together, and making each day a 

beautiful success. 

Di, being tired of running, riding, climbing, and boating, decided at last to let her body rest and put her 

equally active mind through what classical collegians term "a course of sprouts." Having undertaken to read 

and know everything, she devoted herself to the task with great energy, going from Sue to Swedenborg with 

perfect impartiality,and having different authors as children have sundry distempers, being fractious while 

they lasted,but all the better for them when once over. Carlyle appeared like scarlet-fever, and raged violently 

for a time; for, being anything but a "passive bucket," Di became prophetic with Mahomet,belligerent with 

Cromwell, and made the French Revolution a veritable Reign of Terror to her family. Goethe and Schiller 

alternated like fever and ague; Mephistopheles became her hero, Joan of Arc her model, and she turned her 

black eyes red over Egmont and Wallenstein. A mild attack of Emerson followed, during which she was lost 

in a fog, and her sisters rejoiced inwardly when she emerged informing them that. 

"The Sphinx was drowsy,Her wings were furled." 

Poor Di was floundering slowly to her proper place; but she splashed up a good deal of foam by getting out of 

her depth, and rather exhausted herself by trying to drink the ocean dry. 

Laura, after the "midsummer night's dream" that often comes to girls of seventeen, woke up to find that youth 

and love were no match for age and common sense. Philip had been flying about the world like a thistle-down 

for five-and-twenty years,generous-hearted. frank, and kind, but with never an idea of the serious side of life 

in his handsome head. Great, therefore, were the wrath and dismay of the enamored thistle-down, when the 

father of his love mildly objected to seeing her begin the world in a balloon with a very tender but very 

inexperienced aeronaut for a guide. 

"Laura is too young to 'play house' yet, and you are too unstable to assume the part of lord and master, Philip. 

Go and prove that you have prudence, patience, energy, and enterprise, and I will give you my girl,--but not 

before. I must seem cruel, that I may be truly kind; believe this,and let a little pain lead you to great 

happiness,or show you where you would have made a bitter blunder." 
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The lovers listened, owned the truth of the old man's words, bewailed their fate, and yielded,--Laura for love 

of her father, Philip for love of her.He went away to build a firm foundation for his castle in the air, and Laura 

retired into an invisible convent, where she cast off the world, and regarded her sympathizing sisters through a 

grate of superior knowledge and unsharable grief. Like a devout nun, she worshipped "St. Philip," and firmly 

believed in his miraculous powers. She fancied that her woes set her a part from common cares, and slowly 

fell into a dreamy state, professing no interest in any mundane matter, but the art that first attracted Philip. 

Crayons, bread-crusts,and gray paper became glorified in Laura's eyes; and her one pleasure was to sit pale 

and still before her easel, day after day, filling her portfolios with the faces he had once admired. Her sisters 

observed that every Bacchus, Piping Faun, or DyingGladiator bore some likeness to a comely countenance 

that heathen god or hero never owned;and seeing this, they privately rejoiced that she had found such solace 

for her grief. 

Mrs. Lord's keen eye had read a certain newly written page in her son's heart,--his first chapter of that 

romance, begun in paradise, whose interest never flags, whose beauty never fades, whose end can never come 

till Love lies dead. With womanly skill she divined the secret, with motherly discretion she counseled 

patience, and her son accepted her advice, feeling that, like many a healthful herb, its worth lay in its 

bitterness. 

"Love like a man, John, not like a boy, and learn to know yourself before you take a woman's happiness into 

your keeping. You and Nan have known each other all your lives; yet, till this last visit, you never thought 

you loved her more than any other childish friend. It is too soon to say the words so often spoken hastily,--so 

hard to be recalled.Go back to your work, dear, for another year; think of Nan in the light of this new 

hope:compare her with comelier, gayer girls; and by absence prove the truth of your belief. Then,if distance 

only makes her dearer, if time only strengthens your affection, and no doubt of your own worthiness disturbs 

you, come back and offer her what any woman should be glad to take,--my boy's true heart." 

John smiled at the motherly pride of her words,but answered with a wistful look. 

"It seems very long to wait, mother. If I could just ask her for a word of hope, I could be very patient then." 

"Ah, my dear, better bear one year of impatience now than a lifetime of regret hereafter. Nani's happy; why 

disturb her by a word which will bring the tender cares and troubles that come soon enough to such 

conscientious creatures as herself?If she loves you, time will prove it; therefore, let the new affection spring 

and ripen as your early friendship has done, and it will be all the stronger for a summer's growth. Philip was 

rash, and has to bear his trial now, and Laura shares it with him.Be more generous, John; make your trial, bear 

your doubts alone, and give Nan the happiness without the pain. Promise me this, dear,--promise me to hope 

and wait." 

The young man's eye kindled, and in his heart there rose a better chivalry, a truer valor, than any of Di's 

knights had ever known. 

"I'll try, mother," was all he said; but she was satisfied, for John seldom tried in vain. 
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"Oh, girls, how splendid you are! It does my heart good to see my handsome sisters in their best array," cried 

Nan, one mild October night,as she put the last touches to certain airy raiment fashioned by her own skillful 

hands, and then fell back to survey the grand effect. 

"Di and Laura were preparing to assist at an event of the season," and Nan, with her own locks fallen on her 

shoulders, for want of sundry combs promoted to her sisters' heads and her dress in unwonted disorder, for 

lack of the many pins extracted in exciting crises of the toilet, hovered like an affectionate bee about two very 

full-blown flowers. 

"Laura looks like a cool Undine, with the ivy-wreaths in her shining hair; and Di has illuminated herself to 

such an extent with those scarlet leaves.that I don't know what great creature she resembles most," said Nan, 

beaming with sisterly admiration. 

"Like Juno, Zenobia, and Cleopatra simmered into one, with a touch of Xantippe by way of spice. But, to my 

eye, the finest woman of the three is the disheveled young person embracing the bed-post: for she stays at 

home herself, and gives her time and taste to making homely people fine,--which is a waste of good material, 

and an imposition on the public." 

As Di spoke, both the fashion-plates looked affectionately at the gray-gowned figure; but, being works of art, 

they were obliged to nip their feelings in the bud, and reserve their caresses till they returned to common life. 

"Put on your bonnet, and we'll leave you atMrs. Lord's on our way. It will do you good,Nan; and perhaps 

there may be news from John," added Di, as she bore down upon the door like a man-of-war under full sail. 

"Or from Philip," sighed Laura, with a wistful look. 

Whereupon Nan persuaded herself that her strong inclination to sit down was owing to want of exercise, and 

the heaviness of her eyelids a freak of imagination; so, speedily smoothing her ruffled plumage, she ran down 

to tell her father of the new arrangement. 

"Go, my dear, by all l means. I shall be writing;and you will be lonely if you stay. But I must see my girls; for 

I caught glimpses of certain surprising phantoms flitting by the door." 

Nan led the way, and the two pyramids revolved before him with the rapidity of lay-figures,much to the good 

man's edification: for with his fatherly pleasure there was mingled much mild wonderment at the amplitude of 

array. 

"Yes, I see my geese are really swans, though there is such a cloud between us that I feel a long way off, and 

hardly know them. But this little daughter is always available, always my 'cricket on the hearth.' 

As he spoke, her father drew Nan closer, kissed her tranquil face, and smiled content. 
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"Well, if ever I see picters, I see 'em now, andI declare to goodness it's as interestin' as play actin', every bit. 

Miss Di with all them boughs in her head, looks like the Queen of Shelby, when she went a-visitin'. What's-

his-name; and if Miss Laura ain't as sweet as a lally-barster figger, I should like to know what is." 

In her enthusiasm, Sally gambolled about the girls, flourishing her milk-pan like a modernMiriam about to 

sound her timbrel for excess of joy. 

Laughing merrily, the two Mont Blancs bestowed themselves in the family ark, Nan hopped up beside 

Patrick, and Solon, roused from his lawful slumbers, morosely trundled them away.But, looking backward 

with a last "Good-night!" Nan saw her father still standing at the door with smiling countenance, and the 

moonlight falling like a benediction on his silver hair. 

"Betsey shall go up the hill with you, my dear,and here's a basket of eggs for your father. Give him my love, 

and be sure you let me know the next time he is poorly," Mrs. Lord said, when her guest rose to depart, after 

an hour of pleasant chat. 

But Nan never got the gift; for, to her great dismay, her hostess dropped the basket with a crash, and flew 

across the room to meet a tall shape pausing in the shadow of the door. There was no need to ask who the 

new-comer was; for,even in his mother's arms, John looked over her shoulder with an eager nod to Nan, who 

stood among the ruins with never a sign of weariness in her face, nor the memory of a care at her heart.--for 

they all went out when John came in. 

"Now tell us how and why and when you came.Take off your coat, my dear! And here are the old slippers. 

Why didn't you let us know you were coming so soon? How have you been?and what makes you so late to-

night? Betsey,you needn't put on your bonnet. And--oh, my dear boy, have you been to supper yet? 

Mrs. Lord was a quiet soul, and her flood of questions was purred softly in her son's ear; for,being a woman, 

she must talk, and, being a mother,must pet the one delight of her life, and make a little festival when the lord 

of the manor came home. A whole drove of fatted calves were metaphorically killed, and a banquet appeared 

with speed. 

John was not one of those romantic heroes who can go through three volumes of hair-breadth escapes without 

the faintest hint of that blessed institution, dinner; therefore, like "Lady Letherbridge,"he partook, copiously 

of everything."while the two women beamed over each mouthful with an interest that enhanced its flavor, and 

urged upon him cold meat and cheese, pickles and pie, as if dyspepsia and nightmare were among the lost 

arts. 

Then he opened his budget of news and fed them. 

"I was coming next month, according to custom;but Philip fell upon and so tempted me, thatI was driven to 

sacrifice myself to the cause of friendship, and up we came to-night. He would not let me come here till we 

had seen your father,Nan; for the poor lad was pining for Laura, and hoped his good behavior for the past year 

would satisfy his judge and secure his recall. We had a fine talk with your father; and, upon my life, Philip 

seemed to have received the gift of tongues, for he made a most eloquent plea, which I've stored away for 

future use, I assure you. The dear old gentleman was very kind, told Phil he was satisfied with the success of 
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his probation, that he should seeLaura when he liked, and, if all went well, should receive his reward in the 

spring. It must be a delightful sensation to know you have made a fellow-creature as happy as those words 

made Phil to-night." 

John paused, and looked musingly at the matronly tea-pot, as if he saw a wondrous future inits shine. 

Nan twinkled off the drops that rose at the thought of Laura's joy, and said, with grateful warmth,-- 

"You say nothing of your own share in the making of that happiness, John; but we know it,for Philip has told 

Laura in his letters all that you have been to him, and I am sure there was other eloquence beside his own 

before father granted all you say he has. Oh, John, I thank you very much for this! 

Mrs. Lord beamed a whole midsummer of delight upon her son, as she saw the pleasure these words gave 

him, though he answered simply,-- 

"I only tried to be a brother to him, Nan; for he has been most kind to me. Yes, I said my little say to-night, 

and gave my testimony in behalf of the prisoner at the bar; a most merciful judge pronounced his sentence, 

and he rushed straight to Mrs. Leigh's to tell Laura the blissful news.Just imagine the scene when he appears, 

and howDi will open her wicked eyes and enjoy the spectacle of the disheveled lover, the bride-elect's 

tears,the stir, and the romance of the thing. She'll cry over it to-night, and caricature it to-morrow. 

And John led the laugh at the picture he had conjured up, to turn the thoughts of Di's dangerous sister from 

himself. 

At ten Nan retired into the depths of her old bonnet with a far different face from the one she brought out of it, 

and John, resuming his hat,mounted guard. 

"Don't stay late, remember, John!" And in Mrs. Lord's voice there was a warning tone that her son interpreted 

aright. 

"I'll not forget, mother." 

And he kept his word; for though Philip's happiness floated temptingly before him, and the little figure at his 

side had never seemed so dear, he ignored the bland winds, the tender night, and seta seal upon his lips, 

thinking manfully within himself."I see many signs of promise in her happy face; but I will wait and hope a 

little longer for her sake." 

"Where is father, Sally?" asked Nan, as that functionary appeared, blinking owlishly, but utterly repudiating 

the idea of sleep. 

"He went down the gardin,' miss, when the gentlemen cleared, bein' a little flustered by the goin's on. Shall I 

fetch him in?" asked Sally, as irreverently as if her master were a bag of meal. 

"No, we will go ourselves." And slowly the two paced down the leaf-strewn walk. 
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Fields of yellow grain were waving on the hill-side, and sere corn blades rustled in the wind, from the orchard 

came the scent of ripening fruit,and all the garden-plots lay ready to yield up their humble offerings to their 

master's hand. But in the silence of the night a greater Reaper had passed by, gathering in the harvest of a 

righteous life, and leaving only tender memories for the gleaners who had come so late. 

The old man sat in the shadow of the tree his own hands planted; its fruit boughs shone ruddily, and its leaves 

still whispered the low lullaby that hushed him to his rest. 

"How fast he sleeps! Poor father! I should have come before and made it pleasant for him." 

As she spoke, Nan lifted up the head bent down upon his breast, and kissed his pallid cheek. 

"Oh, John, this is not sleep." 

"Yes, dear, the happiest he will ever know." 

For a moment the shadows flickered over three white faces and the silence deepened solemnly. Then John 

reverently bore the pale shape in, and Nan dropped down beside it, saying, with a rain of grateful tears,-- 

"He kissed me when I went, and said a last good-night!'" 

For an hour steps went to and fro about her, many voices whispered near her, and skillful hands touched the 

beloved clay she held so fast; but one by one the busy feet passed out, one by one the voices died away, and 

human skill proved vain. 

Then Mrs. Lord drew the orphan to the shelter of her arms, soothing her with the mute solace of that motherly 

embrace. 

"Nan, Nan! here's Philip! come and see!"The happy call re-echoed through the house,and Nan sprang up as if 

her time for grief were past. 

"I must tell them. Oh, my poor girls, how will they bear it?--they have known so little sorrow!" 

But there was no need for her to speak; other lips had spared her the hard task. For, as she stirred to meet 

them, a sharp cry rent the air, steps rang upon the stairs, and two wild-eyed creatures came into the hush of 

that familiar room, for the first time meeting with no welcome from their father's voice. 

With one impulse, Di and Laura fled to Nan.and the sisters clung together in a silent embrace,more eloquent 

than words. John took his mother by the hand, and led her from the room,closing the door upon the sacredness 

of grief. 

"Yes, we are poorer than we thought; but when everything is settled, we shall get on very well. We can let a 

part of this great house, and live quietly together until spring; then Laura will be married, and Di can go on 

their travels with them, as Philip wishes her to do. We shall be cared for; so never fear for us, John." 
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Nan said this, as her friend parted from her a week later, after the saddest holiday he had ever known. 

"And what becomes of you, Nan?" he asked,watching the patient eyes that smiled when others would have 

wept. 

"I shall stay in the dear old house; for no other place would seem like home to me. I shall find some little 

child to love and care for, and be quite happy till the girls come back and want me." 

John nodded wisely, as he listened, and went away prophesying within himself,-- 

"She shall find something more than a child to love; and, God willing, shall be very happy till the girls come 

home and--cannot have her." 

Nan's plan was carried into effect. Slowly the divided waters closed again, and the three fell back into their 

old life. But the touch of sorrow drew them closer; and, though invisible, a beloved presence still moved 

among them, a familiar voice still spoke to them in the silence of their softened hearts. Thus the soil was 

made ready, and in the depth of winter the good seed was sown, was watered with many tears, and soon 

sprang up green with a promise of a harvest for their after years. 

Di and Laura consoled themselves with their favorite employments, unconscious that Nan was growing paler, 

thinner, and more silent, as the weeks went by, till one day she dropped quietly before them, and it suddenly 

became manifest that she was utterly worn out with many cares and the secret suffering of a tender heart 

bereft of the paternal love which had been its strength and stay. 

"I'm only tired, dear girls. Don't be troubled!,for I shall be up to-morrow," she said cheerily, as she looked 

into the anxious faces bending over her. 

But the weariness was of many months' growth,and it was weeks before that "to-morrow " came. 

Laura installed herself as nurse, and her devotion was repaid four-fold; for, sitting at her sister's bedside, she 

learned a finer art than that she had left. Her eye grew clear to see the beauty of a self-denying life, and in the 

depths of Nan's meek nature she found the strong, sweet virtues that made her what she was. 

Then remembering that these womanly attributes were a bride's best dowry, Laura gave herself to their 

attainment, that she might become to another household the blessing Nan had been to her own; and turning 

from the worship of the goddess Beauty, she gave her hand to that humbler and more human teacher, Duty,--

learning her lessons with a willing heart,for Philip's sake. 

Di corked her ink stand, locked her bookcase,and went at housework as if it were a five-barred gate; of course 

she missed the leap, but scrambled bravely through, and appeared much sobered by the exercise. Sally had 

departed to sit under a vine and fig-tree of her own, so Di had undisputed sway; but if dish-pans and dusters 

had tongues,direful would have been the history of that crusade against frost and fire, indolence and 

inexperience.But they were dumb, and Di scorned to complain,though her struggles were pathetic to behold, 

and her sisters went through a series of messes equal to a course of "Prince Benreddin's" peppery tarts. Reality 
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turned Romance out of doors; for, unlike her favorite heroines in satin and tears, or helmet and shield, Di met 

her fate in a big checked apron and dust-cap, wonderful to see; yet she wielded her broom as stoutly as "Moll 

Pitcher" shouldered her gun, and marched to her daily martyrdom in the kitchen with as heroic a heart as the 

"Maid of Orleans"took to her stake. 

Mind won the victory over matter in the end,and Di was better all her days for the tribulations and the 

triumphs of that time; for she drowned her idle fancies in her wash-tub, made burnt-offerings of selfishness 

and pride, and learned the worth of self-denial, as she sang with happy voice among the pots and kettles of her 

conquered realm. 

Nan thought of John, and in the stillness of her sleepless nights prayed Heaven to keep him safe,and make her 

worthy to receive and strong enough to bear the blessedness or pain of love. 

Snow fell without, and keen winds how led among the leafless elms, but "herbs of grace"were blooming 

beautifully in the sunshine of sincere endeavor, and this dreariest season proved the most fruitful of the year; 

for love taught Laura,labor chastened Di, and patience fitted Nan for the blessing of her life. 

Nature, that stillest, yet most diligent of housewives,began at last that "spring cleaning" which she makes so 

pleasant that none find the heart to grumble as they do when other matrons set their premises a-dust. Her 

hand-maids, wind and rain and sun, swept, washed, and garnished busily, green carpets were unrolled, apple-

boughs were hung with draperies of bloom, and dandelions, pet nurslings of the year, came out to play upon 

the sward. 

From the South returned that opera troupe whose manager is never in despair, whose tenor never sulks, whose 

prima donna never fails, and in the orchard bona fide matinees were held, to which buttercups and clovers 

crowded in their prettiest spring hats, and verdant young blades twinkled their dewy lorgnettes, as they bowed 

and made way for the floral belles. 

May was bidding June good-morrow, and the roses were just dreaming that it was almost time to wake, when 

John came again into the quiet room which now seemed the Eden that contained hisEve. Of course there was 

a jubilee; but something seemed to have befallen the whole group, for never had they appeared in such odd 

frames of mind. John was restless, and wore an excited look, most unlike his usual serenity of aspect. 

Nan the cheerful had fallen into a well of silence and was not to be extracted by anyHydraulic power, though 

she smiled like the June sky over her head. Di's peculiarities were out in full force, and she looked as if she 

would go off like a torpedo at a touch; but through all her moods there was a half-triumphant, half-remorseful 

expression in the glance she fixed on John. AndLaura, once so silent, now sang like a blackbird, as she flitted 

to and fro; but her fitful song was always, "Philip, my king." 

John felt that there had come a change upon the three, and silently divined whose unconscious influence had 

wrought the miracle. The embargo was off his tongue, and he was in a fever to ask that question which brings 

a flutter to the stoutest heart; but though the "man" had come, the "hour" had not. So, by way of steadying his 

nerves, he paced the room, pausing often to take notes of his companions, and each pause seemed to increase 

his wonder and content. 
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He looked at Nan. She was in her usual place,the rigid little chair she loved, because it once was large enough 

to hold a curly-headed playmate and herself. The old work-basket was at her side, and the battered thimble 

busily at work; but her lips wore a smile they had never worn be-fore, the color of the unblown roses touched 

her cheek, and her downcast eyes were full of light. 

He looked at Di. The inevitable book was on her knee, but its leaves were uncut; the strong-minded knob of 

hair still asserted its supremacy aloft upon her head, and the triangular jacket still adorned her shoulders in 

defiance of all fashions,past, present, or to come; but the expression of her brown countenance had grown 

softer, her tongue had found a curb, and in her hand lay a card with"Potts, Kettel & Co." inscribed thereon, 

which she regarded with never a scornful word for the Co." 

He looked at Laura. She was before her easel as of old; but the pale nun had given place to a blooming girl, 

who sang at her work, which was no prim Pallas, but a Clytie turning her human face to meet the sun. 

"John, what are you thinking of?" 

He stirred as if Di's voice had disturbed his fancy at some pleasant pastime, but answered withhis usual 

sincerity,-- 

"I was thinking of a certain dear old fairy tale called 'Cinderella.'" 

"Oh!" said Di; and her "Oh" was a most impressive monosyllable. "I see the meaning of your smile now; and 

though the application of the story is not very complimentary to all parties concerned, it is very just and very 

true." 

She paused a moment, then went on with softened voice and earnest mien:-- 

"You think I am a blind and selfish creature.So I am, but not so blind and selfish as I have been; for many 

tears have cleared my eyes, and much sincere regret has made me humbler than I was. I have found a better 

book than any father's library can give me, and I have read it with a love and admiration that grew stronger as 

I turned the leaves. Henceforth I take it for my guide and gospel, and, looking back upon the selfish and 

neglectful past, can only say, Heaven bless your dear heart, Nan!" 

Laura echoed Di's last words; for, with eyes as full of tenderness, she looked down upon the sister she had 

lately learned to know, saying,warmly,-- 

"Yes, 'Heaven bless your dear heart, Nan!'I never can forget all you have been to me; and when I am far away 

with Philip, there will always be one countenance more beautiful to me than any pictured face I may discover, 

there will be one place more dear to me than Rome. The face will be yours, Nan, always so patient, always so 

serene; and the dearer place will be this home of ours, which you have made so pleasant to me all these years 

by kindnesses as numberless and noiseless as the drops of dew." 

"Dear girls, what have I ever done, that you should love me so?" cried Nan, with happy wonderment, as the 

tall heads, black and golden, bent to meet the lowly brown one, and her sisters' mute lips answered her. 
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Then Laura looked up, saying, playfully,-- 

"Here are the good and wicked sisters;-where shall we find the Prince? " 

"There!" cried Di, pointing to John; and then her secret went off like a rocket; for, with her old impetuosity, 

she said,-- 

"I have found you out, John, and am ashamed to look you in the face, remembering the past. Girls, you know 

when father died, John sent us money, which he said Mr. Owen had long owed us and had paid at last? It was 

a kind lie, John,and a generous thing to do; for we needed it, but never would have taken it as a gift. I know 

you meant that we should never find this out; but yesterday I met Mr. Owen returning from theWest, and 

when I thanked him for a piece of justice we had not expected of him, he gruffly told me he had never paid 

the debt, never meant to pay it,for it was outlawed, and we could not claim afar thing. John, I have laughed at 

you, thought you stupid, treated you unkindly; but I know you now, and never shall forget the lesson you have 

taught me. I am proud as Lucifer, but I ask you to forgive me, and I seal my real repentance so--and so." 

With tragic countenance, Di rushed across the room, threw both arms about the astonished young man's neck 

and dropped an energetic kiss upon his cheek. There was a momentary silence; for Di finally illustrated her 

strong-minded theories by crying like the weakest of her sex. Laura, with "the ruling passion strong in death," 

still tried to draw,but broke her pet crayon, and endowed her Clytie with a supplementary orb, owing to the 

dimness of her own. And Nan sat with drooping eyes, that shone upon her work, thinking with tender pride,--

They know him now, and love him for his generous heart." 

Di spoke first, rallying to her colors, though a little daunted by her loss of self-control. 

"Don't laugh, John,--I couldn't help it; and don't think I'm not sincere, for I am,--I am; andI will prove it by 

growing good enough to be your friend. That debt must all be paid, and I shall do it; for I'll turn my books and 

pen to some account, and write stories full of clear old souls like you and Nan; and some one, I know, will 

like and buy them, though they are not 'works of Shakespeare.'I've thought of this before, have felt I had the 

power in me; now I have the motive, and now I'll do it." 

If Di had Proposed to translate the Koran, or build a new Saint Paul's, there would have been many chances of 

success; for, once moved, her will, like a battering-ram, would knock down the obstacles her wits could not 

surmount. John believed in her most heartily, and showed it, as he answered, looking into her resolute face,-- 

"I know you will, and yet make us very proud of our 'Chaos,' Di. Let the money lie, and when you have a 

fortune, I'll claim it with enormous interest; but, believe me, I feel already doubly repaid by the esteem so 

generously confessed, so cordially bestowed, and can only say, as we used to years ago,--'Now let's forgive 

and so forget." 

But proud Di would not let him add to her obligation,even by returning her impetuous salute;she slipped 

away, and, shaking off the last drops,answered with a curious mixture of old freedom and new respect,-- 
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"No more sentiment, please, John. We know each other now; and when I find a friend, I never let him go. We 

have smoked the pipe of peace;so let us go back to our wigwams and bury the feud. Where were we when I 

lost my head? and what were we talking about?" 

"Cinderella and the Prince." 

As she spoke, John's eye kindled, and, turning,he looked down at Nan, who sat diligently ornamenting with 

microscopic stitches a great patch going on, the wrong side out. 

"Yes,--so we were; and now taking pussy for the godmother, the characters of the story are well personated,--

all but the slipper," said Di, laughing, as she thought of the many times they had played it together years ago. 

A sudden movement stirred John's frame, a sudden purpose shone in his countenance, and a sudden change 

befell his voice, as he said, producing from some hiding-place a little worn out shoe,-- 

"I can supply the slipper;--who will try it first?" 

Di's black eyes opened wide, as they fell on the familiar object; then her romance-loving nature saw the whole 

plot of that drama which needs but two to act it. A great delight flushed up into her face, as she promptly took 

her cue, saying-- 

"No need for us to try it, Laura; for it wouldn't fit us, if our feet were as small as Chinese dolls;our parts are 

played out; therefore 'Exeunt wicked sisters to the music of the wedding-bells.'" 

And pouncing upon the dismayed artist, she swept her out and closed the door with a triumphant bang. 

John went to Nan, and, dropping on his knee as reverently as the herald of the fairy tale, he asked,still smiling, 

but with lips grown tremulous,-- 

"Will Cinderella try the little shoe, and--if it fits--go with the Prince?" 

But Nan only covered up her face, weeping happy tears, while all the weary work strayed down upon the 

floor, as if it knew her holiday had come. 

John drew the hidden face still closer, and while she listened to his eager words, Nan heard the beating of the 

strong man's heart, and knew it spoke the truth. 

"Nan, I promised mother to be silent till I was sure I loved you wholly,--sure that the knowledge would give 

no pain when I should tell it, as I am trying to tell it now. This little shoe has been mv comforter through this 

long year, and I have kept it as other lovers keep their fairer favors. It has been a talisman more eloquent to 

me than flower or ring; for, when I saw how worn it was, I always thought of the willing feet that came and 

went for others' comfort all day long; when I saw the little bow you tied, I always thought of the hands so 

diligent in serving any one who knew a want or felt a pain; and when I recalled the gentle creature who had 

worn it last, I always saw her patient, tender, and devout,--and tried to grow more worthy of her, that I might 
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one day dare to ask if she would walk beside me all my life and be my angel in the house.' Will you, dear? 

Believe me, you shall never know a weariness or grief I have the power to shield you from." 

Then Nan, as simple in her love as in her life,laid her arms about his neck, her happy face against his own, 

and answered softly,-- 

"Oh, John, I never can be sad or tired anymore!" 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/louisa-may-alcott/short-story/a-modern-cinderella 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/louisa-may-alcott/short-story/a-modern-cinderella
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An Hymn to the Evening 

by Phillis Wheatley 

 

An Hymn to the Evening is featured in Wheatley's collection, Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and 

Moral (1773), published while she was still a slave. Wheatley was emancipated three years later. 

 

 

SOON as the sun forsook the eastern main 

  The pealing thunder shook the heav'nly plain; 

  Majestic grandeur! From the zephyr's wing, 

  Exhales the incense of the blooming spring. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/phillis-wheatley
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  Soft purl the streams, the birds renew their notes, 

  And through the air their mingled music floats. 

    Through all the heav'ns what beauteous dies are spread! 

  But the west glories in the deepest red: 

  So may our breasts with ev'ry virtue glow, 

  The living temples of our God below! 

    Fill'd with the praise of him who gives the light, 

  And draws the sable curtains of the night, 

  Let placid slumbers sooth each weary mind, 

  At morn to wake more heav'nly, more refin'd; 

  So shall the labours of the day begin 

  More pure, more guarded from the snares of sin. 

    Night's leaden sceptre seals my drowsy eyes, 

  Then cease, my song, till fair Aurora rise. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/phillis-wheatley/poem/an-hymn-to-the-evening  

https://americanliterature.com/author/phillis-wheatley/poem/an-hymn-to-the-evening
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What If a Shrinking Economy Wasn’t a Disaster? 

The degrowth movement is building a vision of a society where economies would get smaller by design—and 

people would be better off for it. 

 

  

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Livia Gershon 

  

As the coronavirus pandemic grows, it brings a secondary, economic disaster—unemployment, small business 

closings, local government budget shortfalls. Given the way our economy is structured, widespread job losses 

and plummeting consumer demand trigger a whole lot of suffering. But, as philosopher Barbara Muraca 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:The_Only_Sustainable_Growth_is_Degrowth.jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/livia-gershon/
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explained in 2013, the activist and scholarly movement known as degrowth is building a vision of a society 

where economies would get smaller by design—and people would be better off for it. 

Muraca traces the start of the degrowth movement to the 1972 publication of Limits to Growth, an influential 

report by the Club of Rome. The report presented an ecological argument—that humans were unsustainably 

consuming the Earth’s resources. In the years that followed, French scholars expanded the argument into 

social and psychological realms. They critiqued the central role of constant growth in modern western 

societies. By the early 2000s, degrowth had come to include criticism of wealthy countries’ advocacy of 

“Western-style” growth-oriented economies in the Global South. For example, some degrowth writers 

embrace the struggles of indigenous people in Ecuador and Bolivia to achieve a constitutional right to a “buen 

vivir”—a concept of community-level well-being rooted in economic and cultural relationships with local 

ecological systems. 

Given the need to reduce carbon emissions, curbing material consumption seems like a necessary goal. 

When it comes to what an ideal degrowth society would look like, the writers Muraca cites are not a unified 

bloc. Some focus on small-scale democracy and economic activity, such as local food systems. Others 

envision the centrally planned production and distribution of a minimal set of goods to satisfy everyone’s 

basic needs. Some degrowth thinkers have also advocated universal basic income or jobs guarantees as ways 

to provide for people’s basic necessities while reducing overall economic activity and resource use. 

Whatever the specifics, degrowth is a radical idea. But it’s gotten increasing traction among activists and 

scholars in rich countries, particularly since the worldwide recession in 2008. Given the need to reduce carbon 

emissions to lessen the impacts of climate change, curbing material consumption in rich places seems to many 

like a necessary goal. 

Weekly Newsletter 
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The coronavirus crisis previews another aspect of climate change. Ecological disruption now underway will 
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necessities for all within a stable, democratic framework could represent a way of protecting people from the 

devastation that job losses caused by these external shocks represent in our current system. 

In fact, many countries’ leaders are already adopting policies like (short-term) universal basic income that 

they would usually dismiss as too likely to discourage paid work and economic growth. These are emergency 

measures that may be unsustainable in the long term, at least in the particular ways they’re being structured. 

But they might offer a clue to ways that we could retool our economies to become more resilient in the face of 

climate change, ecological destruction, and the new disasters still to come. 

 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/what-if-a-shrinking-economy-wasnt-a-

disaster/?utm_term=What%20If%20a%20Shrinking%20Economy%20Wasn%27t%20a%20Disaster&utm_ca

mpaign=jstordaily_04022020&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 
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Study suggests the ocean is soaking up twice as much CO2 as we thought 

By Nick Lavars 

 

New research suggests we may have been underestimating the role the ocean plays in soaking up CO2 from 

the atmosphere 

ongap_/Depositphotos 

VIEW 2 IMAGES 

The world’s oceans play an important role in regulating the amount of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere by 

absorbing billions of metric tons of it each year. A new study suggests we may have been greatly 

underestimating the effectiveness of this vast carbon sink, with new modeling from scientists at Woods Hole 

Oceanographic Institution (WHOI) finding that the ocean’s “biological pump” is actually capturing twice as 

much CO2 as previously thought. 

https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://depositphotos.com/41105113/stock-photo-the-ocean.html
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Just like forests, oceans act as a carbon sink by absorbing the gas through organisms that use it for 

photosynthesis. The phytoplankton that inhabit the seas engage in this process by using sunlight and carbon to 

produce food and energy. 

The microscopic organisms then either die or are gobbled up by zooplankton, both of which will pull them 

deeper into the ocean and take their stores of carbon along for the ride. There they can become buried in 

sediment or eaten up by larger marine creatures. Overall, the oceans are thought to absorb around a third of 

the carbon dioxide emitted through human activity in this way. 

But the WHOI scientists believe this “biological pump” may be pulling in a lot more carbon than we give it 

credit for. The team arrived at this conclusion by rethinking the way we calculate what is known as the 

euphotic zone, which is the section of upper ocean layer that sunlight is able to penetrate. 

“If you look at the same data in a new way, you get a very different view of the ocean’s role in processing 

carbon, hence its role in regulating climate,” says WHOI geochemist Ken Buesseler. 

 

Marine chemist Ken Buesseler on a research expedition in 2018 

Alyssa Santoro/Woods Hole Oceanographic Institution 

https://newatlas.com/environment/study-ocean-absorbs-double-co2/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=356844d248-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_08_08_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-356844d248-92970593#gallery:2
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Instead of relying on measurements taken at fixed depths, the scientists instead used data gathered from 

chlorophyll sensors, which reveal the presence of the phytoplankton and therefore the true edges of the 

euphotic zone. Following this analysis, the team concluded that the depths of this boundary vary around the 

world, and taking this into account the ocean absorbs around twice as much carbon each year than we had 

thought. 

The team says if widely applied, this new understanding of the biological carbon pump can offer a clearer 

picture of how carbon emissions are impacting the climate, and how global policies can be implemented to 

mitigate its effects. 

“Using the new metrics, we will be able to refine the models to not just tell us how the ocean looks today, but 

how it will look in the future,” Buesseler says. “Is the amount of carbon sinking in the ocean going up or 

down? That number affects the climate of the world we live in.” 

The video below provides a summary of the research, while the paper was published in the 

journal Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences. 

The ocean's carbon pump works better than we thought! 

Source: Woods Hole Oceanographic Institution 
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Growing kelp for biofuel: Researchers aim to harness potential 

by Nancy Owano et al., TechXplore.com 
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distant space probes to self-driving cars to oddball animal science. He previously spent time at The 

Conversation, Mashable and The Santiago Times, earning a Masters degree in communications from 

Melbourne’s RMIT University along the way. 

 

 

https://newatlas.com/environment/study-ocean-absorbs-double-

co2/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=356844d248-

EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_08_08_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-356844d248-

92970593  

https://techxplore.com/news/2017-09-kelp-biofuel-aim-harness-potential.html?utm_source=TrendMD&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign=TechXplore.com_TrendMD_1
https://www.trendmd.com/how-it-works-readers
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/
https://newatlas.com/environment/study-ocean-absorbs-double-co2/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=356844d248-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_08_08_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-356844d248-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/study-ocean-absorbs-double-co2/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=356844d248-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_08_08_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-356844d248-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/study-ocean-absorbs-double-co2/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=356844d248-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_08_08_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-356844d248-92970593
https://newatlas.com/environment/study-ocean-absorbs-double-co2/?utm_source=New+Atlas+Subscribers&utm_campaign=356844d248-EMAIL_CAMPAIGN_2020_04_08_08_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_65b67362bd-356844d248-92970593
https://newatlas.com/author/nick-lavars/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

142 

Against the Illusion of Separateness: Pablo Neruda’s Beautiful and Humanistic Nobel Prize Acceptance 

Speech 

“There is no insurmountable solitude. All paths lead to the same goal: to convey to others what we are. And 

we must pass through solitude and difficulty, isolation and silence in order to reach forth to the enchanted 

place where we can dance our clumsy dance…” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

The great Chilean poet and diplomat Pablo Neruda (July 12, 1904–September 23, 1973) was only a small boy, 

just over the cusp of preconscious memory, when he had a revelation about why we make art. It seeded in him 

a lifelong devotion to literature as a supreme tool that “widens out the boundaries of our being, and unites all 

living things.” 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/30/pablo-neruda-childhood-and-poetry/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/9810211759/braipick-20
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Although his father discouraged his precocious literary aspirations, the young Neruda found a creative lifeline 

in the poet, educator, and diplomat Gabriela Mistral — the director of his hometown school. Mistral — who 

would later become the first Latin American woman awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature and Chilean 

consul in Madrid, a post in which Neruda would succeed her during his own diplomatic career — recognized 

and nurtured the boy’s uncommon talent. Fittingly, Neruda’s first published piece, written when he was only 

thirteen and printed in a local daily newspaper, was an essay titled “Enthusiasm and Perseverance.” 

These twin threads ran through the length of his life, from his devoted diplomatic career to his soulful, 

sorrowful, yet buoyant poetry. His landmark collection Twenty Love Poems and a Song of Despair, 

composed before he turned twenty, is to this day the most widely read book of verse in Latin literature and 

contains some of the truest, most beautiful insight into the life of the heart humanity has ever committed to 

words. 

Pablo Neruda as a young man 

By the time he was awarded the Nobel Prize in Literature less than two years before his death, Neruda had 

become an icon. Gabriel García Márquez, whose own subsequent Nobel Prize acceptance speech echoed 

Neruda’s humanistic ideals, considered him “the greatest poet of the twentieth century in any language.” 

On December 13, 1971, Neruda took the podium in Stockholm to deliver an extraordinary acceptance speech, 

later included in Nobel Lectures in Literature, 1968–1980 (public library). He begins with a lyrical, almost 

cinematic recollection of his 1948 escape to Argentina through a mountain pass when Chile’s dictatorial 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0143039962/braipick-20
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/10/23/gabriel-garcia-marquez-nobel-prize-acceptance-speech/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/9810211759/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/nobel-lectures-in-literature-1968-1980/oclc/470189171&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0143039962/braipick-20
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government issued an order for his arrest on account of his extreme leftist politics — a long, trying journey 

which embodied for the poet “the necessary components for the making of the poem.” He recounts: 

Illustration by Julie Paschkis from Pablo Neruda: Poet of the People by Monica Brown 

 

Down there on those vast expanses in my native country, where I was taken by events which have already 

fallen into oblivion, one has to cross, and I was compelled to cross, the Andes to find the frontier of my 

country with Argentina. Great forests make these inaccessible areas like a tunnel through which our journey 

was secret and forbidden, with only the faintest signs to show us the way. There were no tracks and no paths, 

and I and my four companions, riding on horseback, pressed forward on our tortuous way, avoiding the 

obstacles set by huge trees, impassable rivers, immense cliffs and desolate expanses of snow, blindly seeking 

the quarter in which my own liberty lay. Those who were with me knew how to make their way forward 

between the dense leaves of the forest, but to feel safer they marked their route by slashing with their 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
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machetes here and there in the bark of the great trees, leaving tracks which they would follow back when they 

had left me alone with my destiny. 

Each of us made his way forward filled with this limitless solitude, with the green and white silence of trees 

and huge trailing plants and layers of soil laid down over centuries, among half-fallen tree trunks which 

suddenly appeared as fresh obstacles to bar our progress. We were in a dazzling and secret world of nature 

which at the same time was a growing menace of cold, snow and persecution. Everything became one: the 

solitude, the danger, the silence, and the urgency of my mission. 

Through this dangerous and harrowing journey, Neruda arrived at “an insight which the poet must learn 

through other people” — a profound understanding of the interconnectedness of each life with every other, 

echoing his childhood revelation about the purpose of art. In consonance with the Lebanese-American poet 

and painter Kahlil Gibran’s insight into why we create, Neruda writes: 

There is no insurmountable solitude. All paths lead to the same goal: to convey to others what we are. And we 

must pass through solitude and difficulty, isolation and silence in order to reach forth to the enchanted place 

where we can dance our clumsy dance and sing our sorrowful song — but in this dance or in this song there 

are fulfilled the most ancient rites of our conscience in the awareness of being human and of believing in a 

common destiny. 

Echoing physicist Freeman Dyson’s meditation on how our self-expatriation from history makes for a deep 

loneliness, Neruda adds: 

Our original guiding stars are struggle and hope. But there is no such thing as a lone struggle, no such thing as 

a lone hope. In every human being are combined the most distant epochs, passivity, mistakes, sufferings, the 

pressing urgencies of our own time, the pace of history. 

He concludes with a vision for what it would take to let go of our damaging illusion of separateness and 

inhabit our shared humanity: 

It is today exactly one hundred years since an unhappy and brilliant poet, the most awesome of all despairing 

souls, wrote down this prophecy: “A l’aurore, armés d’une ardente patience, nous entrerons aux splendides 

Villes.” “In the dawn, armed with a burning patience, we shall enter the splendid Cities.” 

I believe in this prophecy of Rimbaud, the Visionary. I come from a dark region, from a land separated from 

all others by the steep contours of its geography. I was the most forlorn of poets and my poetry was 

provincial, oppressed and rainy. But always I had put my trust in man. I never lost hope. It is perhaps because 

of this that I have reached as far as I now have with my poetry and also with my banner. 

Lastly, I wish to say to the people of good will, to the workers, to the poets, that the whole future has been 

expressed in this line by Rimbaud: only with a burning patience can we conquer the splendid City which will 

give light, justice and dignity to all mankind. 

In this way the song will not have been sung in vain. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/10/30/pablo-neruda-childhood-and-poetry/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/01/31/kahlil-gibran-beloved-poet-art/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/08/freeman-dyson-immigration/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/08/freeman-dyson-immigration/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

146 

Complement with Neruda’s beautiful ode to silence and this lovely picture-book about his life, then revisit 

other timeless Nobel Prize acceptance speeches from great writers: Toni Morrison (the first black woman 

awarded the accolade) on the power of language, Bertrand Russell on the four desires driving all human 

behavior, Pearl S. Buck (the youngest woman to receive the Nobel Prize in literature) on writing and the 

nature of creativity, and Saul Bellow on how art ennobles us. 

 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/30/pablo-neruda-nobel-

lecture/?mc_cid=aa71ec1253&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/05/28/keeping-quiet-sylvia-boorstein-reads-pablo-neruda/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/12/07/toni-morrison-nobel-prize-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/21/bertrand-russell-nobel-prize-acceptance-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/09/21/bertrand-russell-nobel-prize-acceptance-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/12/pearl-s-buck-nobel-acceptance-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/12/12/pearl-s-buck-nobel-acceptance-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/06/10/saul-bellow-nobel-prize-acceptance-speech/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/30/pablo-neruda-nobel-lecture/?mc_cid=aa71ec1253&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2018/08/30/pablo-neruda-nobel-lecture/?mc_cid=aa71ec1253&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Our Dust 

by C. D. Wright 
Issue no. 109 (Winter 1988) 

I am your ancestor. You know next-to-nothing 

about me. 

There is no reason for you to imagine 

the rooms I occupied or my heavy hair. 

Not the faint vinegar smell of me. Or 

the rubbered damp 

of Forrest and I coupling on the landing 

en route to our detached day. 

You didn’t know my weariness, error, incapacity. 

I was the poet 

of shadow work and towns with quarter-inch 

phone books, of failed 

roadside zoos. The poet of yard eggs and 

sharpening shops, 

jobs at the weapons plant and the Maybelline 

factory on the penitentiary road. 

A poet of spiderwort and jacks-in-the-pulpit, 

hollyhocks against the tool shed. 

An unsmiling dark blond. 

The one with the trowel in her handbag. 

I dug up protected and private things. 

That sort, I was. 

My graves went undecorated and my churches 

abandoned. This wasn’t planned, but practice. 

I was the poet of short-tailed cats and yellow line paint. 

Of satellite dishes and Peterbilt trucks. Red Man 

Chewing Tobacco, Black Cat Fireworks, Triple Hit 

Creme Soda. Also of dirt dobbers, nightcrawlers, 

martin houses, honey, and whetstones 

from the Novaculite Uplift. What remained  

of The Uplift. 

I had registered dogs 4 sale; rocks, dung,  

and straw. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b63a380336&e=d538c8f2e0
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I was a poet of hummingbird hives along with  

redheaded stepbrothers. 

The poet of good walking shoes—a necessity 

in vernacular parts—and push mowers. 

The rumor that I was once seen sleeping 

in a refrigerator box is false (he was a brother  

who hated me). 

Nor was I the one lunching at the Governor’s  

mansion. 

I didn’t work off a grid. Or prime the surface 

if I could get off without it. I made  

simple music 

out of sticks and string. On side B of me, 

experimental guitar, night repairs and suppers  

such as this. 

You could count on me to make a bad situation 

worse like putting liquid make-up over  

a passion mark. 

I never raised your rent. Or anyone else’s by God. 

Never said I loved you. The future gave me chills. 

I used the medium to say: Arise arise and  

come together. 

Free your children. Come on everybody. Let’s start  

with Baltimore. 

Believe me I am not being modest when I 

admit my life doesn’t bear repeating. I 

agreed to be the poet of one life, 

one death alone. I have seen myself 

in the black car. I have seen the retreat  

of the black car. 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b63a380336&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b63a380336&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b63a380336&e=d538c8f2e0
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Universal cancer blood test detects and locates 50 types of tumors 

By Michael Irving 

 

A new universal cancer blood test can spot over 50 types of tumors and identify where they are in the body 

fotoquique/Depositphotos 

Cancer is one of humanity’s leading killers, and the main reason for that is it’s often hard to detect until it’s 

too late. But that might be about to change. Researchers have developed a new type of AI-powered blood test 

that can accurately detect over 50 different types of cancer and even identify where it is in the body. 

There are just so many types of cancer that it’s virtually impossible to keep an eye out for all of them through 

routine tests. Instead, the disease usually isn’t detected until doctors begin specifically looking for it, after a 

patient experiences symptoms. And in many cases, by then it can be too late. 

https://newatlas.com/author/michael-irving/
https://depositphotos.com/100560312/stock-photo-blood-test-blood-samples-on.html
https://newatlas.com/health-wellbeing/cancer-leading-cause-death-high-income-countries/
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Ideally, there would be a routine test patients can undergo that would flag any type of cancer that may be 

budding in the body, giving treatment the best shot of being successful. And that’s just what the new study is 

working towards. 

The test uses a machine learning algorithm to search for specific chemical changes to DNA, called 

methylation patterns, that are associated with cancer. This is found in the form of cell-free DNA (cfDNA), 

which is shed into the bloodstream from many cells, including tumors. 

The researchers started by training a machine learning algorithm on over 3,000 blood samples in the 

Circulating Cell-free Genome Atlas (CCGA). Half of these had cancer – one of 50 different types – while the 

other half didn’t. Once the algorithm had learned what methylation patterns to look for, it was put to work on 

classifying a further 1,200 samples, of which half had cancer. 

And sure enough, the new test was largely successful, becoming more accurate for later stages of cancer. It 

was able to detect 18 percent of stage I tumors, 43 percent of stage II, 81 percent of stage III and 93 percent of 

stage IV. It was also able to pinpoint which tissue the cancer originated in with an accuracy of 93 percent, and 

importantly the false positive rate was just 0.7 percent. 

“These data support the ability of this targeted methylation test to meet what we believe are the fundamental 

requirements for a multi-cancer early detection blood test that could be used for population-level screening: 

the ability to detect multiple deadly cancer types with a single test that has a very low false positive rate, and 

the ability to identify where in the body the cancer is located with high accuracy to help healthcare providers 

to direct next steps for diagnosis and care,” says Michael Seiden, senior author of the study. 

The team says that the results should be generalizable to a larger population, but more tests will need to be 

done in larger groups. There are a few issues to iron out too – the researchers say that for some reason, 

cancers caused by human papillomavirus (HPV) made it more difficult for the system to figure out where the 

cancer was. Plus, the patients hadn’t all been followed for a whole year, so they can’t rule out the possibility 

that some of the “non-cancer” subjects actually do have the disease. 

But the main drawback is that detections for early-stage cancers are still low. Improving this will no doubt be 

an important factor in future success for the method. Still, the general consensus seems to be that it’s a 

promising breakthrough. 

"This is exciting work bringing together cutting edge laboratory techniques with AI,” says Kristina Warton of 

the University of New South Wales, who wasn’t involved in the study. “It highlights the potential of a test for 

cancer DNA in blood. 

“One of the strengths of the study is the large number of samples from healthy people that were included. You 

need lots of samples from people without cancer to show that the test doesn’t give false positives, and this 

study had several thousand. 

“Finally, where the challenge is, for this screening test and for all cancer screening tests, is to identify small, 

early-stage cancers. Advanced cancers are a lot easier to detect. I would say that detecting the small, early 

ones is still a work in progress." 

https://newatlas.com/universal-cancer-blood-test-dna-nanostructure/57518/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

  

   

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                        No. 524  june 2020 

 

151 

The work builds on previous advances in universal cancer blood tests that also look for cfDNA methylation 

patterns, but were only tested on 20 types of cancer. Others look for different signs of cancer in the blood, 

such as mutated genes, platelet RNA profiles, damaged white blood cells, elevated levels of certain proteins, 

and even DNA from microbes that are affected by tumors. 

While all of these cancer screening tests are still a long way from clinical use, it’s encouraging to see such 

promising results in the area. And the newest appears to be one of the most accurate and wide-reaching. 

The latest study was published in the journal Annals of Oncology. 

Source: Elsevier via Scimex 
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Michael Irving 

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

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

joined New Atlas as a staff writer in 2016. 
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